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CHAP. 1. 

JVtfw in tktx* days were hotte wars tt/am the Marches <(f 
l^4n.<—L ewis's History. 

H£ Chronicles, from which this narrative is ex¬ 
tracted, assure us, that during: the iong period 
when the Wclidr princes maintained their inde¬ 
pendence, the year 1x87 was peculiarly marked as favour¬ 
able to peace betwixt them and their warlike neighbours, 
the Lords Marchers, who inhabited those formidable 
castles on the frontiers of the ancient British, on the 
ruins of which the traveller gazes with wonder. This 
was the time when Baldwin, Archb'shop of Canterbuiy, 
accompanied by the learned Girafdus dc Bani, after¬ 
wards Bishop of St. David’s, preached thl^rusade from 
castle to castle, from town to town; aw^iiped the in¬ 
most vallesrs of his native Cambria with the '^ 1 ^ to arms 
for recovery of the Holy Sepulchre ; and, while he depr^ 
cated the feuds and wars of Christian men against 
n*' r held out to the martial spirit cf the age a general 
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THE BETROTHED. 

best excuse for declining the summons. The superior 
skill of the Anglo-Norman knights who were engaged in 
constant inroads on the Welsh frontier, and who were 
frequently detaching from it large portion^ which they 
fortified with castles, thus making good what they had 
won. was avenged, indeed, but not compensated, by the 
furious inroads of the British, who. like the billows of a 
retiring tide, rolled on successivdy, withSuoise, fury, and 
devastation ; but, on each retreat, yielded ground insen¬ 
sibly to their invaders. 

A union among the native princes might have opposed 
a strong and permanent barrier to the encroachments 
of the strangers ; but they were, unhappily, as much at 
discord among themselves as they were with the Nor¬ 
mans, and were constantly engaged in private war with 
each other, of which the common enemy had the sole 
advantage. 

The invitation to the Crusade promised something at 
least of novelty to a nation peculiarly ardent in their 
temper ; and it was accepted by many, regardless of the 
consequences which must ensue to the country which 
they left defenceless. Even the most celebrated enemies 
of the Saxon and Norman race laid aside their enmity 
against the invaders of their country, to enrol themselves 
under the baj/.iers of the Crusade. 

Amongst nese was reckoned Gwenwyn (or more pro¬ 
perly GwCiiwynwen, though we retain the briefer appel¬ 
lative). a BriUsh prince who continued exercising a pre¬ 
carious sov^ignty over such parts of Powys-Land as 
had not been subjugated by the Mortimers, Guarines, 
Latimers, FitzAlans, and other Norman nobles, who. 
under various pretexts, and sometimes contemning all 
other save the open avowalVof superior force, had severed 
and appropriated large portions of that once extensive 
and independent prihcipality, which, when Walesf was 
unhappily divided into three parts on th death of 
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Roderick Mawr, fell to the lot of his yoonjjest son, 
Mervyn. The undaunted resolution and stubborn ferocity 
of Gwenwyn, descendant of that prince, had long made 
him beloved among the *' Tall men,” or Champions of 
Wales; and he was enabled, more by the number of 
those who served under him, attracted by his reputation, 
than by the natural strength of his dilapidated princi¬ 
pality, to reipliate the encroachments of the English by 
the most wastciful inroads. 

Yet even Gwenwyn on the present occasion seemed to 
forget his dc^ly-sworu hatred against his dangerous 
neighbours, 'nie Torch of Pengwem (for so Gwenw}Ti 
Vj;as called, from his frequently laying the province 
Shrewsbury in conflagration) seemed at present to bum 
as calmly as a taper in the bower of a lady ; and the 
Wolf of l^linlimmon, another name with which the bards 
had graced Gwenwyn, now slumbered as peacefully as 
the shepherd's dog on the domestic hearth. 

But it was not alone the eloquence of Baldwin or of 
Girald which had lulled into peace a spirit so restless and 
fierce.* It is tme, their exhortations liad done more to¬ 
wards it than Gwenwyn's followers had thought possible. 
The Archbishop had induced the British Chief to break 
bread, and to mingle in silvan sports, with his nearest, 
and hitherto one of his most determin^ enemies, the 
old Norman warrior Sir Raymond Bcrengbr, who, some¬ 
times beaten, sometimes victorious, but subdued, 
had, in spite of Gwenwyn's hottest incursionsf'maintained 
bis Castle of Garde Doloureuse upon the marches of 
Wales; a place strong by nature, and well fortified by 
art, which the Welsh prince had found it impossible to 
conquer, either by open force or by stratagem, and 
which, remaining with a strong garrison in his rrar, 
often checked his incursions, by rendering his retreat 
precious. 

CA this ^count, Gwenwyn of Powys-Land had an 
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liundred times vowed the death of Raymond Berenger. 
and the demolition of his castle ; but the policy of the 
sagacious old warrior, and his long experience in all 
warlike practice, were such as, with the aid of his 
more powerful countrymen, enabled him to defy the 
attempts of his fiery neighbour. If there was a man, 
therefore, throughout England, whom Gwenwyn hated 
more than another, it was Raymond Berenger; and 
3ret the good Archbishop Baldwin could prevail on the 
Welsh prince to meet him as a Mend and ally in the 
cause of the Cross. He ,even invited Raymond to the 
autumn festivities of his Welsh palace, where the old 
knight, in all honourable courtesy, feasted and hunted 
for more than a week in the dominions of his hereditary 
foe. 

To requite this hospitality, Raymond invited the 
Prince of Powys, with a chosen but limited train, during 
the ensuing Christmas, to the Garde Doloureuse, which 
some antiquaries have endeavoured to identify with the 
Castle of Colwin, on the river of the same name. ^ But 
the length of time, and some geographical difficulties, 
threw doubts upon this ingenious conjecture. 

As the Welshman crossed the drawbridge, he was ob* 
served by his faithful beu'd to shudder with involuntary 
emotion ; nor did Cadwallon, experienced as he was in 
life, and well a^'uainted with the character of his master, 
make any defabt that be ^s at that moment strongly 
urged by the apparent opportunity, to seise upon the 
strong fortress which had been so long the object of 
his cupidity, even at the expense of violating his good 
laith. 

Dreading lest the struggle of his master’s oonscienoe 
and kis ambition should terminate unffivourably for his 
fame, the bard arrested his attention by whispering in 
their native language, that * ‘ the teeth which bite hardest 
are those which are out of sight; *' and GwenWyn, look- 
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inE around him, became aware, that, though only un 
armed- squireji and pages appeared in the courtyard, yet 
the towers and battlements connecting them were gar¬ 
nished with archers and men-at-arms. 

They proceeded to the banquet, at which Gwenwyn, 
for the first time, beheld Eveline Berenger, the sole child 
of the Nqrman castellane, the inheritor of his domains 
and of his supposed wealth, aged only sixteen, and the 
most beauUful damsel upon the Welsh marches. Many 
a spear had already been shivered in maintenance of her 
charms; antlP^the gallant Hugo de Lacy, Constable of 
Chester, one of the most redoubted warriors of the time, 
had laid at Eveline’s feet the prize which his chivalry had 
gained in a great tournament held near that ancient 
town. Gwenwyn considered these triumphs as so many 
additional recommendations to Eveline ; her beauty was 
incontestable, and she was heiress of the fortress which 
he so much longed to possess, and which he began now 
to think might be acquired by means more smooth than 
thoae with which he was in the use of working out his 
will. 

i^gain, the hatred which subsisted between the British 
and their Saxon and Norman invaders ; bis long and ill- 
extinguished feud with this very Raymond Berenger; a 
general recollection that alliances bdtween the Welsli 
and English had rarely been happy; epd a conscious¬ 
ness that the measure which be meditated would be un¬ 
popular among his followers, and appear a dmeliction of 
the systematic principles on which he had hitherto acted, 
restrained him from speaking his wishes to Raymond or 
his daughter. The idea of the rejection of his suit did 
not for a moment occur to him ; he was convinced he 
had but to speak his wishes, and that the daughter of a 
Norman castdlane, whose rank or power were not ct the 
bighest order among the nobles of the frontiers, most be 
delighted and honoured by a proposal for allying hi* 
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family with that of the sovereign of a hundred moun¬ 
tains. 

There was indeed another objection, which in later 
times would have been of considerable weight—Gwenwyn 
was already married. But Brengwain was a childless 
bride; sovereigns (and among sovereigns the Welsh 
prince ranked himself) marry for lineage, and the Pope 
was not likely to be scrupulous, where the (mention was 
to oblige a prince who had assumed the Cr(^ with such 
ready zeal, even although, in fact, his thoughts had been 
much more on the Garde Doloureuse than Qirijentsalem. 
In the meanwhile, if Raymond Berenger (as was sus¬ 
pected) was not liberal enough in his opinions to permit ■ 
Eveline to hold the temporary rank of concubine, which 
the manners of Wales warranted Gwenwyn to offer as an 
interim arrangement, he had only tov^t for a few months, 
and sue for a divorce through the Bishop of Saint David's, 
or some other intercessor at the Court of Rome. 

Agitating these thoughts in his mind, Gwenwyn pro¬ 
longed his residence at the Castle of Berenger, from 
Christmas till Twelfthday; and endured the presence of 
the Norman cavaUers who resorted to Raymond’s festal 
halls, although, regarding themselves, in virtue of their 
rank of knighthood, equal to the most potent sovereigns, 
they made small^ account of the long descent of the 
Welsh prince, ^o, in their eyes, was but the chief of a 
scmi-barbaroust^ovince; while he, on his part, con¬ 
sidered them little better than a sort of privileged robbers, 
and with the utmost difficulty restrained himself from 
manifesting his open hatred, when he beheld them 
careering in the exercises of chivalry, the habitual use of 
which rendered them such formidable enemies to his 
countiy. At length, the term of feasting was ended, 
and kmght and squire departed from the castle, which 
once more assumed the asp^ of a solitaiy and guarded 
frontier fort 
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But the Prince of Powys-Land, while pursuing his 
sports on his own mountains and valleys, found that 
even the abundance of the game, as well as his release 
from the soci^lg of the Norman chivalry, who affected to 
treat him as an equal, profited him nothing, so long as 
the light and beautiful form of Eveline, on her white 
palfrey, was banished from the train of sportsmen. In 
short, he hdSitated no longer, but took into his confidence 
his chaplain, an able and sagacious man, whose pride 
was fiatterecLby his patron's communication, and who, 
besides, saw in the proposed scheme somr contingent 
advantages for himself and his order. By his counsel, 
the proceedings for Gwenwyn's divorce were prosecuted 
under favourable auspices, and the unfortunate Breng- 
wain was removed to a nunnery, which perhaps she 
found a more cheerful habitation than the lonely retreat 
in which she had led a neglected life, ever since Gwen- 
wyn had despaired of her bed being blessed with issue. 
Father Einion also dealt with the chiefs and elders of the 
lanB, and represented to them the advantage which in 
future .wars they were certain to obtain by the possession 
of the Garde Doloureuse, which had for more than n 
century covered and protected a considerable tract of 
country, rendered their advance difikult, and their re¬ 
treat perilous, and, in a word, prevented their carrying 
their incursions as far as the gates of Shrewsbury. As 
for the union with the Saxon damsel, the fetters which it 
was to form might not (the good father hinted) be found 
more permanent than those which had bound Gwenwyn 
to her predecessor, Brengwain. 

These arguments, mingled with others adapted to the 
views and wishes of different individuals, were so prevail¬ 
ing, that the chaplain, in the course of a few we^s, was 
able to report to bis princely patron that his proposed 
inatch would meet with no opposition from the elders 
and nob^ of his dominions. A golden bracelet, six 
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ounces in weight, was the instant reward of the priest’s 
dexterity in ncgociation, and he was appointed by Gwen- 
wyn to commit to paper those proposals which he doubted ■ 
not were to throw the Castle of Garde Doloureuse. not¬ 
withstanding its melancholy name, into an ecstasy of joy. 
With some difficulty the chaplain prevailed on his patjron 
to say nothing in this letter upon his tGmporfpy plan of 
concubinage, which he wisely judged might he considered 
as an affront both by Eveline and her father. The matter 
of the divorce he represented as almost entirely settled, 
and w’ound up his letter with a moral dlipplication, in 
which were many allusions to Vashti, Esther:, and 
Ahasuerus. 

Having dispatched this letter by a swift and trusty 
messenger, the British prince opened in all solemnity the 
feast of Easter, which had come round during the course 
of these external and internal negociations. 

Upon the approaching Holy-tide, to propitiate the 
minds of his subjects and vassals, they were invited in 
large numbers to partake a princely festivity at Car^tell- 
Coch, or the Red Castle, as it was then called, since 
better known by the name of Powys Castle, and m latter 
times the princely seat of the Duke of Beaufort. The 
architectural mae^ificence of this noble residence is of a 
much later pericU than that of Gwenwyn, whose palace, 
at the time we epeak of, was a long, low-ruofed edifice of 
red stone, whence the castle derived its name ; whQe a 
ditch and palisade were, in addition to the csommandixig 
situation, its most important defenceSi 
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CHAP. II. 

^ ^eut fke clarion sounds^ 

H’ftA rapid ctangour kurricdfar x 
Each hiU and dale the note rebounds^ 

But wkeft return the sons of war f 
Thou, bom of stern Necessity, 

*11^1 Peace ! the valtey yields to thee. 

And owns thy Melancholy sway, 

Welsh Poem. 

H HE fiasts of the ancient British princes usually 
exhibited all the rude splendour and liberal in¬ 
dulgence of mountain hospitality, and Gwenwyn 
was, on the present occasion, anxious to purchase popu¬ 
larity by even an unusual display of profusion; for he was 
sensible that the alliance which he meditated might in¬ 
deed be tolerated, but could not be approved, by his 
subjects and followers. 

The following incident, trifling in itself, confirmed his 
appiehensions. Passing one evening, when it was be¬ 
come nearly dark, by the open window of a guard-room, 
usually' occupied by some few of his most celebrated 
soldiers, who reliev^ each other in watching his palace, 
he heard Morgan, a inan distinguished for strragth, 
courage, and ferocity, say to the comfShnion with whom 
he was sitting by the watch-fire, ' ‘ Gwenwyn is turned to 
a priest, or a woman I 'When was it before these last 
xnonthi^, that a follower of his wias obliged to gnaw the 
meat from the bone so closely, as 1 am now peeling the 
morsel which I hold in my hand ? 

‘‘Wait but awhile," replied his comrade, "till the 
Norman match be accomplished; and so small will be 
the prey we ^all then drive from the Saxon churls, that 
we may be glad to swallow, like hungry dogs, the very 
bones themselves." 

Gwenv^n heard no more of their conversation; but 
9 
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this vras enough to alarm his pride as a soldier, and hit 
jealousy as a prince. He was sensible that the people 
over whom he ruled were at once fickle in their disposi¬ 
tion, impatient of long repose, and full of hatred against 
their neighbours; and he almost dreaded the conse¬ 
quences of the inactivity to which a long truce might 
reduce them. The risk was now incurred, however ; and 
to display even more than his wonted splendour and 
liberality seemed the best way of reconciling the wavering 
affections of his subjects. 

A Norman would have despised the barbAuus magni¬ 
ficence of an entertainment, consisting of kine and sheep 
roasted whole, of goat's flesh and deer's flesh seethed in 
the skins of the animals themselves; for the Normans 
piqued themselves on the quality rather than the quantity 
of their food, and eating rather delicately than largely, 
ridiculed the coarser taste of the Britons, although the 
last were in their lianquets much more moderate than 
were the Saxons; nor would the oceans of Crw and 
hydromel, which overwhelmed the guests like a deluge, 
have made up, in their opinion, for the absence of the 
more elegant and costly beverage which they had learnt 
to love in the south of Europe. Milk, prepared in 
various ways, was another material of the British enter¬ 
tainment, which u^uld not have received their approba¬ 
tion, although a nutriment which, on ordinary occasions, 
often supplied the want of all others among the andent 
inhabitants, whose country was rich in flpclu and herds, 
but poor in agricultural produce. 

The banquet was spread in a long low hall, built of 
rough wood lined with shingles, having a fire at each 
end, the smoke of wlu<di, unable to find its way through 
the imperfect diimneys in the roof, rolled in doudy 
billows above the he^ of the revellers, who sat on 
low seats, porposely to avoid its stifling fumes.* J'hc 
mien and impearanoe of the compaity awemUled was 
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wild, and, even in their social hours, almost terrific. 
Their prince himself had the gigantic port and fiery eye 
fitted to sway an unruly people, whose delight was in the 
field of battle; and the long mustaches which be and 
most of his champions wore, added to the formidable 
dignity of his presence. Like most of those present, 
Gwenwyn was dad in a simple tunic of white linen doth, 
a remnant pf the dress which the Romans had introduced 
into provincial Britain ; and he was distinguished by the 
Eudorchawg, or chain of twisted gold links, with which 
the Celtic Eribes always decorated their chiefs. The 
collar, indeed, representing in form the spedes of links 
made by children out of rushes, was common to chieftains 
of inferior rank, many of whom bore it in virtue of their 
birth, or had won it by military exploits; but a ring of 
gold, bent around the head, intermingled with Qwenvryn’s 
hair—for he daimed the rank of one of three diademed 
princes of Wales, and his armlets and anklets, of the 
same metal, woe peculiar to the Prince of Pow3rs, as an 
independent soverdgn. Two squires of his b^y, who 
dedicated their whole attention to his service, stood at 
the Prince's back; and at his feet sat a pagei whose 
duty it was to keep them warm by chafing, and by 
wrapping them in bis mantle. The same right of 
sov^eignty, which assigned to Gvtenwyn his golden 
croumlet, gave him a title to the attendance of the 
foot-bearer, or youth, who lay on the rushes, and whose 
duty it was to cherish the Prince's feet in his lap or 
bosom. 

Notwithstanding the military disposition of the guests, 
and the danger atidng from the feuds into which they 
were divided, few of the feasters wore any defensive 
armour, exc^t the light goat-skin buckler, whiirii hung 
behind each man's seat. On the other hand, they were 
•well provided with offensive weapons; for the broad, 
sharp, %hort, twoedged sword was another legaqr of the 
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Romans. Most added a wood-knife or poniard; and 
there were stores of javelins, darts, bows and arrows, 
pikes, halberds, Danish axes, and Welsh hooks and 
bills; so, in case of ill-blood arising during the ban- 
<iuet, there was no lack of weapons to work mischief. 

But although the form of the feast was somewhat dis¬ 
orderly, and that the revellers were unrestraiped by the 
stricter rules of good-breeding which the laws of chivalry 
imposed, the Easter banquet of Gwenwyn possessed, in 
the attendance of twelve eminent bards, one source of 
the most exalted pleasure, in a much ftgher degree • 
than the proud Normans could themselves boast. The 
latter, it is true, had their minstrels, a race of m^n 
trained to the profession of poetry, song, and music; 
but although those arts were highly honoured, and the 
individual professors, when they attained to eminence, 
were often richly rewarded, and treated with distinction, 
the order of minstrels, as such, was held in low esteem, 
being composed chiefly of worthless and dissolute 
strollers, by whom the art was assumed in ordef to 
escape from the necessity of labour, and to have the 
means of pursuing a wandering and dissipated course 
of life. Such, in all times, has been the censure upon 
the calling of those who dedicate themselves to the 
public amusement; among whom those distinguished 
by individual excellence are sometimes raised high in 
the social circle, while far the more numerous professors, 
who only reach mediocrity, are sunk into the lower 
scale. But such was not the case with the order of 
bards in Wales, who, succeeding to the dignity of the 
Druids, under whom they had originally formed a sub¬ 
ordinate fraternity, bad many immunities, were held in 
the highest reverence and esteem, and exercised mudi 
influence with their coantr3rmen. Their power over the 
public nund even rivalled that of the priests themselvet, 
to whom indeed they bore some resemUattoej|^fm‘ they 
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never wore arms, were initiated into their order by secret 
and mystic solemnities, and homage was rendered to 
* their Awen, or flow of poetic inspiration, as if it had 
been indeed marked with a divine character. Thus 
possessed of power and consequence, the bards were 
not unwilling to exercise their privileges, and some¬ 
times, in doing so, their manners frequently savoured 
of caprice. « 

This was perhaps the case with Cadwallon, the chief 
bard of Gwenwyn, and who, as such, was expected to 
have poured* forth the tide of song in the banqueting 
hall of his prince. But neither the an.\ious and breath¬ 
less expectation of the assembled chiefs and champions 
—neither the dead silence which stilled the roaring hall, 
when his harp was reverently placed before him by his 
attendant—^nor even the commands or entreaties of the 
Prince himself—could extract from Cadwallon more than 
a short and interrupted prelude upon the instrument, the 
notes of which ananged themselves into an air inex* 
prassibly mournful, and died away in silence. The 
l^rinqe frowned darkly on the bard, who was himself 
far too deeply lost in gloomy thought, to offer any 
apology, or even to observe his displeasure. Again be 
touched a few wild notes, and. raising his looks upward, 
seemed to be on the very point of Iftirsting forth into a 
tide of song similar to those with which this master of 
his art was wont to enchant his hearers. But the effort 
was in vain—-he declared that his right hand was withered 
and pushed the instrument from him. 

A murmur went round the company, and Gwenwyn 
read in their > aspects that they received the unusual 
silence of Cadwallon on this high occasion as a bad 
omen. He called hastily on a young and ambitious 
bard, named Caradoc of Menwygent, whose rising fame 
•was likely soon to vie with the established reputatkm of 
CavdwaSon, and summoned him to sing something which 
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might command the applaiise of his sovereign and the 
gratitude of the company. The young man was am* 
bilious, and understood the arts of a courtier. He 
commenced a poem, in which, although under a feigned 
name, he drew such a x>oetic picture of Eveline Berenger, 
that Gwenwyn was enraptured; and while all who had 
seen the beautiful original at once recognised the re* 
semblance, the eyes of the Prince confessed at once his 
passion for the subject, and his admiration of the poet. 
The figures of Celtic poetry, in themselve^ highly imagi¬ 
native, were scarce sufficient for the enthusiasm of the 
ambitious bard, rising in his tone as he perceived the 
feelings which he was exciting. The praises of the Prince 
mingled with those of the Norman beauty ; and " as a 
lion," said the poet, can only be led by the hand of 
a chaste and beautiful maiden, so a chief can only 
acknowledge the empire of the most virtuous, the most 
lovely of her sex. Who asks of the noonday sun, in 
what quarter of the world he was bom ? and who shall 
ask of such charms as hers, to what country th^*bwe 
their birth ? " 

Enthusiasts in pleasure as in war, and possessed of 
imaginations which answered readily to the summons 
of their poets, the Welsh chiefs and leaders united in 
acclamations of kpplause; and the song of the bard 
went farther to render popular the intended alliance of 
the Prince, than had all the graver argummts of his 
priestly precursor in the same topic. 

Gwenwyn himself, in a transport of delight, tore off 
the golden bracelets which he wore, to testow them 
upon a bard, whose song had produced an effect so 
desirable ; and said, as he looked at the silent and 
sullen'Cadwallon, “The silent harp was never strung 
with golden wires.*' 

Prince," answered the bard, whose prid<^ was at 
least equal to that of Gwenwyn himsdf, *' jrgii pervert 
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the proverb of Taliessin—it is the iBattering harp which 
never lacked golden strings." 

Gwenwyn, turning sternly towards him, was about to 
piake an angry answer, when the sudden appearance 
of Jorworth, the messenger whom he had dispatched to 
Raymond Berenger, curested his purpose. This rude 
envoy entered the hall bare-legged, excepting the sandals 
of goat-skin which he wore, and having on his shoulder 
a cloak of the same, and a short javelin in his hand. 
The dust on nis garments, and the flush on his brow, 
showed with what hasty zeal his errand had been 
executed. Gvienwyn demanded of him eagerly, '' What 
news from Garde Doloureuse, Jorworth ap Jevan ? 

*' 1 bear them in my bosom," said the son of Jevan ; 
and, with much reverence, he delivered to the Prince a 
packet, bound with silk, and sealed with the impression 
of a swan, the ancient cognisance of the House of 
Berenger. Himself ignorant of writing or reading, 
Gwenwyn, in anxious haste, ddivered the letter to 
Cadwallon, who usually acted as secretary when the 
chapjain was not in presence, as chanced then to be 
the case. CadwaUon, looking at the letter, said briefly, 
** I read'no Latin. Ill betide the Norman, who writes 
to a Prince of Powys in other language than that of 
Britain ! and well was the hour when that noble tongue 
alone was spoken from Caerleon to Tintagel!" 
Gwenwyn only replied to him with an angry glance. 

** Where is Father Einion ? " said the impatient 
Prince. 

*'He assists in the church," replied one of Ids at¬ 
tendants, ** for it is the feast of Saint— 

** Were it the feast of Saint David," said Gwenwyn, 
and were the pyx between his hands, he must come 
hither to me instantly!" . 

One of the chief henchmen sprung off, to command 
his.^ attandance, and, in the meantime. Gwenwyn eyed 



THE BETROTHED. 

the letter containing the secret of his fate, but which it 
required an Interpreter to read, with sudi eagerness and 
anxiety, that Caradoc, elated by his former success, 
threw in a few notes to divert, if possible, the tenor of • 
his patron’s thoughts diiring the interval. A light and 
lively air, touched by a band which seemed to hesitate, 
like the submissive voice of an inferior, fearing to inter¬ 
rupt his master’s meditations, introduced a stansa or two 
applicable to the subject. , * 

** And what though thou, O scroll,” he said, apostro¬ 
phising the letter, which lay on the table before his 
master, ' * dost speak with the tongue of \he stranger ? 
Hath not the cuckoo a harsh note, and yet she tells us 
of green buds and springing flowers ? What if thy lan¬ 
guage be that of the stoled priest, is it not the same 
which binds hearts and hands together at the altar? And 
what though thou delayest to render up thy treasures, are 
not all pleasures most sweet when enhanced by expec¬ 
tation? What were the chase, if the deer dropped at 
our feet the instant he started from the cover—or what 
value were there in the love of the maiden, were it yieijided 
without coy delay ? " 

The song of the bard was here broken short by the 
entrance of the priest, who, hasty in obeying the sum¬ 
mons of his impatient master, had not tarried to lay 
aside even the stele, which he had worn in the holy 
service ; and many of the elders thought it was no good 
omen, that, so habited, a priest should appear in a 
festive assembly, and amid profane minstrelsy. 

The priest opened the letter of the Norman Baron, 
and, struck with surprise at the contents, lifted hia eyes 
ill silence. 

Read it t ” exclaimed the flerce Gwenwyn. 

*' Sq, please you,” replied the more prudent duplsiiit 
** a smaller company were a fitter audience, ” 

Read it aloud 1 ” repeated the Prince, in a ^flifalerhfrr 
x6 
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tone; ** there sit none here who respect not the honour 
of their prince, or who deserve not his confidence. Read 
. it. I say, aloud I and by Saint David, if Raymond the 
Norman hath dared “- 

He stopped short, and, reclinincr on his seat. com< 
|>osed himself to an attitude of attention. but it was easy 
f^or his followers to fill op the breach in his exclamation 
which pruaeice had recommended. 

The voice of the chaplain was low and ill-assured as 

he read the following epistle:— 

• * 

Raymond Berenger, the noble Norman Knight. 

Seneschal of the Garde Doloureuse, to Gwenwyn. 

Prince of Powys (May peace be between them!) 

S<mdeth health. 

** Your letter, craving the hand of our daughter, Eve¬ 
line Berenger. vras safely delivered to us by your servant, 
Jorworth ap Jevan, and we thank you heartily for the 
good meaning therein expressed to us and to ours. But, 
considering within ourselves the difference of blood and 
lineage, with the impediments and causes of offence 
which ^ve often arisen in the like cases, we hold it fitter 
to match our daughter among our own people; and this 
by no case in disparagement of you, but soldy for the 
weal of you, of ourselves, and of our mutual dependants, 
who will be the more safe froni the risk of quarrel betwixt 
us, that we essay not to draw the bonds of our intimacy 
more close than beseemeth. The sheep and the goats 
feed togetbor in peace on the same pastures, but they 
mingle not in blood, or race, the one with the othet. 
Moreover, our daughter Eveline hath been sought in 
marriage by a noble and potent Lord of the Marches, 
Hugo de Lacy, the Constable of Chester, to whichteost 
honourable suit we have returned a favourable answer. 
It 48 dierefore impossble that we should in this matter 
grant to ybu the boon you seek; nevertheless, you shall 
17 
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at all times find us, in other matters, willing to pleasure 
you; and hereunto we call God, and Our Lady, and 
Saint Mary Magdalene of Quatford, to witness; to whose 
keeping we heartily recommend you. 

Written by our command at our Castle of Garde 
Doloureuse, within the Marches of Wales, by a reverend 
priest, Father Aldrovand, a black monk of the house of 
Wenlock; and to which we have appended* our seal, 
upon the eve of the blessed martyr Saint Alphegius, to 
whom be honour and glory 1" 

« 

The voice of Father Einion faltered, and the scroll 
which he held in his hand trembled in his grasp, as he 
arrived at the conclusion of this epistle; for well he knew 
that insults more slight than Gwenwyn would hold the 
least word it contained, were sure to put every drop of 
his British blood into the most vehement commotion. 
Nor did it fail to do so. The Prince had gradually 
drawn himself up from the posture of repose in which he 
had prepared to listen to the epistle; and when it con* 
eluded, he sprung on his feet like a startled lion, s^mm* 
tng from him as he rose the footbearer, who rolled at 
some distance on the floor. ** Priest," he said, "hast thou 
read that accursed scroll fairly? for if thou hast added <Mr 
diminished one word, or one letter, I will have thine ^ea 
so handled that thou shall never read letter more!" 

The monk replied trembling (for he was well aware 
that the sacerdotal character was not uniformly respected 
among the irasdble Welshmen), " By the oath of my 
order, mighty prince, I have read word for word, and 
letter for letter.” 

There was a momentary pause, while the fury of 
Gwenwyn, at this unexpected affront, offered to him in 
the presence of all his Uckelwyr (f.«. noble diiefs, 
literally men of high stature), seemed too l»g for utt^r* 
ance, when the silence uras broken by a few notes* from 
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the hitherto mute harp of Cadwallon. The Prince 
looked round at first with displeasure at the interruption, 
for he was himself about to speak ; but when he beheld 
the bard bending over his harp with an air of inspiration, 
and blending together, with unexampled skill, the wildest 
and most exalted tones of his art, be himself became an 
auditor instead of a speaker, and Cadwallon, not the 
Prince, seeyied to become the central point of the assem¬ 
bly, on whom all eyes were bent, and to whom each ear 
was turned with breathless eagerness, as if his strains 
were the resfiOnses of an oracle. 

'* We wed not with the stranger,”—thus burst the song 
from the lips of the poet. '* Vortigem wedded with the 
stranger; thence came the first woe upon Britain, and a 
sword upon her nobles, and a thunderbolt upon her 
palace. We wed not with the enslaved Saxon—the free 
and princely stag seeks not for his bride the heifer whose 
neck the yoke hath worn. We wed not with the rapacious 
Norman—the noble hound scorns to sedc a mate from the 
hesd of ravening wolves. When was it heard that the 
Cymry, the descendants of Brute, the true children of the 
soil of fair Britain, were i^tmdered. oppressed, bereft of 
their birthright, and insulted even in their last retreats ?— 
when, but since they stretched their hand in friendship to 
the stranger, and clasped to their bosoms the daughter of 
the Saxon? Whidb of the two is feared?—^theempty 
water-course of summer, or the channel of the headlong 
winter-torrent ?—maiden smiles at the summer-shrunk 
brook while she crosses it, but a barbed horse and his 
rider will fear to stem the wintry flood. Men of Math- 
ravel and Powys, be the dreaded flood of winter—Gwen- 
wyn, son of Cyverliodc I—^may thy plume be the topmost 
of its waves I *’ * 

All thoughts of peace, thoughts whidi, in themselves, 
awre^foreign to the hearts of the warlike British, passed 
before tffe song of Cadwallon like dust before the whirl* 
X9 
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wind, and the unanimous shout of the assembly declared 
for instant war. The Prince himself spoke not. but, 
looking proudly around him, flung abroad bis arm, as. 
one who cheers his followers to the attack. 

The priest, had he dared, might have reminded Gwen- 
vyn that the Cross which he had assumed on his shoulder 
had consecrated his arm to the Holy War, and precluded 
his engaging in any civil strife. But the^t^sk was too 
dangerous for Father Einion's courage, and he shrunk 
from the hall to the seclusion of his own convent. 
Caradoc, whose brief hour of popularity Was past, also 
retired, with humbled and dejected looks, and not with¬ 
out a glance of indignation at his triumphant rival, who 
had so judiciously reserved his display of art for the theme 
of war, that was ever most popular with the audience. 

The chiefs resumed their seats, no longer for the pur¬ 
pose of festivity, but to fix, in the hasty manner customary 
among these prompt warriors, where they were to as¬ 
semble their forces, which upon such occasions, com¬ 
prehended almost all the able-bodied males o( the 
country—^for all, excepting the priests and the bards, were 
soldiers—and to settle the order of their descent upon the 
devoted marches, where they proposed to signalise, by 
general ravage, their sense of the insult which their Prince 
bad received by (he rejection of bis suit 


CHAP. in. 


Th* utfuif art numh^dt that metke 
Hert must I stay^ aud here my life must end, 

Hbnky VI., Act I. Scene 4. 



result. 


HEN Rajrmond Berenger had dispatched bis 
mission to the Prince of Powys, he was not un* 
suspicious, though altogether fearless, of She 
He sent messengers to the several dihpendants 
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who hdd their fiefs by the tenure of comage, and warned 
them to be on the alert, that he might receive instant 
' notice of the approach of the enemy. These vassals, as 
is well known, occupied the numerous towers, which, 
like so many falcon-'nests, had been built on the points 
most convenient to defend the frontiers, and were bound 
to give signal of any incursion of the Welsh, by blowing 
their horns ; which sounds, answered from tower to tower, 
and from station to station, gave the alarm for general 
defence. But although Raymond considered these pre* 
cautions as necessary, from the fickle and precarious 
temper of his neighbours, and for maintaining his own 
credit as a soldier, he was far from believing the danger 
to be imminent; for the preparations of the Welsh, 
though on a much more extensive scale than had lately 
been usual, were as secret as their resolution of war had 
been suddenly adopted. 

It was upon the second morning after the memorable 
festival of Castell-Coch, that the tempest broke on the 
Norftian frontier. At first, a single long and keen bugle- 
blast announced the approach of the enemy ; presently the 
signals of alarm were echoed from every castle and tower 
on the borders of Shropshire, where every place of habita¬ 
tion was then a fortress. Beacons were Imbted upon crags 
and eminences, the bells were rung backn^d in the 
churches and towns, while the general and earnest sum¬ 
mons to arms announced an extremity of danger which 
even the inhabitants of that unsettled country bad not 
hitherto experienced. 

Amid this general alarm, Raymond Berenger, having 
busied bimsetf in arranging his few but gallant followers 
and adherents, and taken such modes of procuring in¬ 
telligence of the enemy's strength and motions ees were 
in his power, at length ascended the watch-tower of |the 
dtistle, to observe in person the country around, already 
obBCuretf in severd places by the clouds of smoke, which 
81 
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announced the progress and the ravages of the invaders. 
He was speedily joined by his favourite squire, to whom 
the unusual heaviness of his master’s looks vms cause of 
much surprise, for till now they had ever been blithest at 
the hour of battle. The squire held in his hand his 
master’s helmet, for Sir Raymond was all armed saving 
the head. * 

“ Dennis Morolt,” said the veteran sofdier, '*are our 
vassals and liegemen all mustered ? ” 

"All, noble sir, but the Flemings, vho are not yet 
come in." 

" The lazy hounds, why tarry they ? " said Raymond. 

" Ill policy it is to plant such sluggish natures in our 
borders. They are like their own steers, fitter to tug a 
plough, than for aught that requires mettle.” 

"With your favour," said Dennis, "the knaves can 
do good service notwithstanding. That Wilkin Flam-* 
mock of the Green can strike like the hammers of his own 
fulling-mill.’* ^ 

" He will fight, I believe, when he cannot help it," said 
Raymond; "but he has no stomach for such exercise, 
and is as slow and as stubborn as a mule." 

" And therefore are his countrymen rightly matched 
against the Welfsb," replied Dennis Morolt, " that their 
solid and unyielding temper may be a fit foil to the fiery 
and headlong dispositions of our dangerous neighbours, 
Just as restless waves are best opposed by stedfast rocks. 
—Hark, sir, I hear Wilkin Flammock’s step ascending 
the turret-stair, as deliberately as ever monk mounted to 
matins.*’ 

Step by step the heavy sound approached, until the 
form of the huge and substantial Fleming at length 
issuM from the turret-door to the platform where they 
were conversing. Wilkin Flammock was cased in bijght 
armour, of unusual weight and thickness, and 51eaned 
with exceeding care, which marked the no|tness of his 
22 ^ 
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nation, but, contrary to the custom of the Normans, 
entirely plain, and void of carving, gilding, or any sort of 
ornament. The basenet, or steel>cap, had no ^isor, and 
left exposed a broad countenance, with heavy and un> 
pliable features, which announced the character of his 
temper and understanding. He carried in his hand ? 
heavy mace. 

“So, Sir,Fleming," said the Castellane, “you are 
in no hurry, methinks, to repair to the rendezvous." 

“So please you," answered the Fleming, “we were 
compelled to tarry that we might load our wains with 
our bales of cl Ah and other property." 

“ Ha 1 wains ?~-how many wains have you brought 
with you ? " 

“ Six, noble sir," replied Wilkin. 

**And how many men?" demanded Raymond 6e- 
lenger. 

• * Twelve, valiant sir,” answered Flammock. 

**Only two men to each baggage wain? I wonder 
you would thus encumber yourself, * said Berenger. 

“ Vnder your favour, sir, once more," replied Wilkin, 
** it is only the value which 1 and my comrades set upon 
our goods that inclines us to defend them with our 
bodies ; and had we been obliged to leave our doth to 
the plundering dutches of yonder vagabonds, 1 should 
have seen small policy in stopping here to give them the 
opportunity of adding murder to robbeiy. Gloucester 
should have been my first halting-place." 

The Norman knight gazed on the Flemish artisan, for 
such was Wilkin Flammock. with such a mixture of sur¬ 
prise and contempt as excluded indignation. “ I have 
heard much," he said, “ but this is the first time that I 
have heard one with a beard on his lip avouch himself a 
coward." • 

** Nor do you hear it now,” answered Flasunodc, with 
utino||; composure—>** 1 am always ready to fi^t for 
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life and property; and my coming to this country, where 
they are both in constant danger, shows that I care not 
much how often I do so. But a sound skin is better • 
than a slashed one, for all that." 

"Well,’' said Raymond Berenger, "fight after thine 
own fashion, so thou wilt but fight stoutly with that long 
body of thine. We are like to have need for all that we 
can do.>»Sawyou aught of these rascaille Wc^h?-~have 
they Gwenwyn's banner amongst them ? " 

" I saw it with the white dragon displayed,” replied 
Wilkin ; " I could not but know it, since itVas broidered 
in my own loom.” 

Raymond looked so grave upon this intelligence that 
Dennis Moroit, unwilling the Fleming should mark it, 
thought it necessary to withdraw his attention. " I can 
tell thee," he said to flammock, " that w'hen the Con¬ 
stable of Chester joins us with his lances, you shall see 
your handiwork, the dragon, fi.y faster homeward than 
ever flew the shuttle which wove it" 

'' It must fly before the Constable comes up. Dennis 
Moroit,” said Berenger, "else it will fly triumphant over 
all our bodies.” 

" In the name of God and the Holy Virgin 1 ” said 
Dennis, "what may you mean. Sir Knight?—^not that 
we should fight ^ith the Welsh before the Constable 
joins us?”-—He paused, and then, well understanding 
the firm, yet melancholy glance with which his master 
answered the question, he proceeded, with yet more 
vehement earnestness—' ’ You cannot mean it—^you can¬ 
not intend that we shall quit this castle, which we have 
so often made good against them, and contend in the 
field with two hundred men against thousands ?—^Ttiink 
better .of it, my beloved master, and let not the rashness 
of your old age blemish that character fpr wisdom and 
warlike skill which your former life has so nobly wqj[t, 
"lam not angry with you for blamina mv\>urD08e. 
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Dennis," answered the Norman, ** for I know you do it 
in love to me and mine. But, Dennis Morolt, this thing 
' must be—^we must fight the Welshmen within these three 
hours, or the name of Raymond Berenger must be 
blotted from the genealogy of his house." 

**And so we will-^we will fight them, my noble 
master," s#id the esquire ; *' fear not cold counsel from 
Dennis Moi%lt, where battle is the theme. But we will 
fight them under the walls of the castle, with honest 
Wilkin Flammt^k and his crossbows on the wall to pro¬ 
tect our flanks, and afford us some balance against the 
numerous odds." 

''Not so, Dennis," answered his master—"In the 
open field we must fight them, or thy master must rank 
but as a manswom knight. Know that when I feasted 
yonder wily savage in my halls at Christmas, and when 
the wine was flowing fastest around, Gwenwyn threw out 
some praises of the fastness and strength of my castle, in 
a manner which intimated it was these advantages alone 
thaf had secured me in ^rmer wars from defeat and cap¬ 
tivity. .1 spoke in answer, when 1 had far better been 
silent; for what availed my idle boast but as a fetter to 
bind me to a deed next to madness ? If, I said, a prince 
of the Cymry shall come in hostile |ashion before the 
Garde Doloureuse, let him pitch bis standard down in 
yonder plain by the bridge, and, by the word of a good 
knight, and the faith of a Christian man, Raymond 
Berenger will meet him as wiUingly, be he many or be he 
few. as ever Welshman was met withal." 

Dennis was struck speechless when he heard of a 
promise so rash, so fatal; but bis was not the casuistry 
which could release his master from the fetters with 
which his unwary confidence had bound him. * It was 
otherwise with Wilkin Flammock. He stared—^be al- 
Isjpghed, notwithstanding the reverence due to the 
Castellane, and his own insensibility to risible emotions. 

as 
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**And is this aH?" he said. your honour had 

pledged yourself to pay one hundred florins to a Jew or 
to a Lombard, no doubt you must have kept the day, or 
forfeited your pledge ; but surely one day is as good as 
another to keep a promise for fighting, and that day is 
best in which the promiser is strongest. But indeed, 
after all, what signifies any promise over a witie flagon?'* 

"It signifies as much as a promise dan do that is 
given elsewhere. The promiser," said Berenger, "es* 
capes not the sin of a word-breaker, b^ause he hath 
been a drunken braggart." 

" For the sin," said Dennis, " sure I am, that rather 
than you should do such a deed of dole, the Abbot of 
Glastonbury would absolve you for a florin." 

‘ ‘ But what shall wipe out the shame ?" demanded 
Berenger—" how shall I dare to show myself again 
among press of knights, who have broken my word of 
battle pledged, for fear of a Welshman and his naked 
sav^es? No 1 Dennis Morolt, speak on it no more. 
Be it for weal or woe, we fight them to-day, and upon 
yonder fair field." 

"It may be," said Flammock, "that Gwenwyn may 
have forgotten the promise, and so fail to appear to 
claim it in the appointed space ; for, as we heaid, your 
>vines of France flooded his Welsh brains deeply." 

" He again alluded to it on the morning after it was 
made," said the Castellane—" trust me, he will not for¬ 
get what will give him such a chance of removing me 
from his path for ever. ” 

As he spoke, they observed that large clouds of dust, 
which had been seen at different points of the landscape, 
were drawing down towards the opposite side of the 
river, t>ver which an ancient bridge extended itself to the 
appewted place of combat. Th^ were at no loss^to 
conjecture the cause. It was evident that Gwenwyn. 
recalling the parties who bad been engag^ in partial 
06 ^ 



THE BETROTHED. 

devastation, was bending with his whole forces towards 
the bridge and the plain beyond it. 

'* Let us rush down and secure the pass,” said Dennis 
Morolt; * * we may debate with them with some equality 
by the advantt^e of defending the bridge. Your word 
bound you to the plain as to a field of battle, but it did 
not oblige you to forego such advantages as the passage 
of the bridge would afford. Our men, our horses, are 
ready-~let our IBOwmen secure the banks, and my life on 
the issue." 

"When I premised to meet him in yonder field, I 
meant," replied Raymond Bercnger, "to give theWdsh- 
roen the full advantage of equality of ground. I so 
meant it—die so understood it; and what avails keeping 
my word in the letter, if I break it in the sense ? We 
move not till the last Welshman has crossed the bridge ; 
and then "- 

* " And then," said Dennis, " we move to our death !— 
May God forgive our sinsBut 

" But what?" said Berenger; "something sticks in 
thy miffd that should have vent." 

" My young lady, yoUr daughter the Lady Eve¬ 
line "- 

" I have told her what is to be. She shall remain in 
the castle, where I will leave a few chosev veterans, with 
you, Dennis, to command them. In twenty-four hours 
the siege will be relieved, and we have defended it longer 
with a slighter garrison. Then to her aunt, the Abbi^ 
of the Benedictine sisters—thou, Dennis, wilt see her 
placed there in honour and safety, and my idster wiU 
care for her future provision as her wisdom shall 
determine.'* 

" I leave you at this pinch t" said Dennis Morolt, 
bursting into tears—" I shut myself up within walls wlien 
my n^ter rides to his last of battles I—/ become esquire 
to a lady, egen though it be to the Lady Evdine, t^ea 
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he lies dead under his shield I—Raymond Berenger, is it 
for this that I have buckled thy armour so often ? 

The tears gushed from the old warrior's eyes as fast 
as from those of a girl who weeps for her lover; and 
Raymond, taking him kindly by the hand, said, in a 
soothing tone, ** Do not think, my good old servant, 
that, were honour to be won, I would drive thee from 
my side. But this is a wild and an incqf^siderate deed, 
to which my fate or my folly has bound me. 1 die to 
save my name from dishonour ; but, alas I 1 must leave 
on my memoiy the charge of imprudence.” 

** I^t me share your imprudence, my dearest master,” 
said Denis Morolt, earnestly—'' the poor esquire has no 
business to be thought wiser than his master. * In many 
a battle my valour derived some little fame from par< 
taking in the deeds which won your renown—deny me not 
the right to share in that blame which your temerity may, 
incur; let them not say that, so rash was his action, even 
his old esquire was not permitted to partake in it! I am 
part of yourself—it is murder to every man whqm you 
take with you if you leave me behind. ” 

Dennis,” said Berenger, **you make me fed yet 
more bitterly the folly 1 have 3 rielded to. I would 
grant you the boon you ask, sad as it is—But my 
daughter — 

Sir Knight,” said the Fleming, who had listened to 
this dialogue with somewhat less tibian his usual apathy, 
it is not my purpose this day to leave diis castle; now, 
if you could trust my troth to do what a plain man may 
for the protection of my Lady Eveline 

How, sirrah 1 ” said Raymond; you do not propose 
to leave the castle ? Who gives you right to propose 
or dispose in the case until my pleasure is known ? " 

** 1 shall be sorry to have words with you, Sir Castel> 
lane,” said the imperturbable Fleming ;—**btt| I <hold 
here in this township certain mills, tenem^ts, doth- 
aS 
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yards, and so forth, for which I am to pay man-service in 
defending this castle of the Garde Doloineuse, and in 
• this I am ready. But if you call on me to march from 
hence, leaving the same castle defenceless, and to offi'r 
up my life in a battle which you acknowledge to be 
desperate, I must needs say my tenure binds me not to 
obey thee. ’’ 

*' Baise m^hanic! said Morolt, laying his hand <m his 
dagger, and menacing the Fleming. 

But Raymond Berenger interfered with voice and hand 
—Harm hi2n not, Morolt, and blame him not. He 
hath a sense of duty, though not after our manner ; and 
he and his knaves will fight best behind stone walls. 
They are taught also, these Flemings, by the practice of 
their own country, the attack and defence of walled cities 
and fortresses, and are especially skilful in working of 
mangonels and military engines. There are several of 
his countrymen in. the castle, besides his own followers. 
These I propose to leave behind; and F think they will 
obqi him mOTe readily than any but thyself—how think'st 
thou ? Thou wouldst not, I know, from a misconstrued 
point of hmiour, or a blind love to me, leave this im¬ 
portant place, and the safety of Eveline, in doubtful 
hands 7 *' 

** Wilkin Flammock is but a Flemish down, uflile 
sir/' answered Dennis, as much oveijoyed as if he had 
<^Uutted some important advantage; but I must needs 
say he is as stout and true as any whom you might trust; 
and, besides, his Own shrewdness will teach him there is 
more to be gained by defending such a castle as this, 
than by yielding it to strangers, who may not be likely to 
keep the terms of surrender, however fidrly tht^ may 
offer them.” • 

It Is fixed, then.” said Raymond Berenger. **Then. 
Deni^, thou dialt go with me, and he shall remain 
behind.-^Wilkin Flammock,” he said, addressing the 
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Fleming solemnly, '' I speak not to thee the language of 
chivalry, of which thou knowest nothing; but as thou 
art an honest man, and a true Christian, 1 conjure thee 
to stand to the defence of this castle. Let no promise of 
the enemy draw thee to any base composition—^no threat 
to any surrender. Relief must speedily arrive; if you 
fulfil your trust to me and to ray daughter, Hugo de Lacy 
will reward you richly—if you fail, he will prmish you 
severely.” ^ 

*‘2Slr Knight,” said Flammock, *‘I am pleased you 
have put your trust so far in a plain hapdicraftsman. 
For the Welsh, 1 am come from a land for which we 
were compelled—^yearly compelled—to struggle with the 
sea ; and they who can deal with the waves in a tempest 
need not fear an undisciplined people in their fury. Your 
daughter shall be as dear to me as mine own; and in that 
faith you may prick forth—^if, indeed, you will not still, 
like a wiser man, shut gate, down portcullis, up draw* 
bridge, and let your archers and my cross>bows man the 
wall, and tell the knaves you are not the fool that they 
take you for.” ® 

"Good fellow, that must not be,” said the Knight. 
" I hear my daughter’s voice,” he added hastily; " I 
would not again meet her, again to part from her. To 
Heaven’s keeping I commit thec^ honest Fleming.-— 
Follow me, Dennis Morolt.” 

The old Castellano descended the stair of the southern 
tower hastily, just as his daughter Eveline ascended that 
Df the eastern turret, to throw herself at his feet once 
more. She was followed by the Father Aldrovand, chap¬ 
lain of her father; by an old and almost invalided hunts¬ 
man. whose more active services in the field and the 
chase had been for some time chiefly limited to the 
superintendence of the Knight's kennels, and the charge 
especially of his more fisvourite hounds; and by Ro^ 
Fbunmock. the daughter of Wilkin, ablue-^^ed ^emisb 
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maiden, round, plump, and shy as a partridge, who had 
been for some time permitted to keep company with the 
high-born Norman damsel, in a doubtful station, betwixt 
that of an humble friend and a superior domestic. 

Eveline rushed upon the battlements, her hair dis¬ 
hevelled and her eyes drowned in tears, and eagerly 
demanded of the Fleming where her father vras. 

Flammoc^ made a clumsy reverence, and attempted 
some answer, but bis voice seemed to fail him. He 
turned his back upon Eveline without ceremony, and 
totally disregarding the anxious inquiries of the htmts- 
man and the chaplain, he said hastily to his daughter, in 
his own language, *' Mad work t mad work! look to the 
poor maiden, Roschen —Der alter Herr ist verruekt'* 

Without further speech he descended the stairs, and 
never paused till he reached the buttery. Here be 
called like a lion for the controller of these regions, by 
the various names of Kammerer, KeUer-master, and so 
forth, to which the old Reinold, an ancient Norman 
esqvire, answered not, until the Netherlander fortunately 
recollected his Anglo-Norman title of butler. This, his 
regular name of office, was the key to the buttery-hatch, 
and the old man instantly appeared, with his grey cas¬ 
sock and high-rolled hose, a ponderous bunch of keys 
suspended by a silver chain to his broad leathern girdle, 
which, in consideration of the emergency of the time, he 
had thought it right to balance on the left side with a 
huge falchion, which seemed much too weighty for his 
old arm to wield. 

*'What is your will,’* he said, ’'Master Flammock? 
or what are your commands, since it is my lord's pleasure 
tliat they sh^ be laws to me for a time ? " 

' ’ Only a cup of wine, good Meister KeUer-mdstcr-— 
butler, 1 mean.” 

^'“l^aro glad you remember the name of mine office/' 
said Remold, with some of the petty resentment of a 
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spoiled domestic, who thinks that a Strang^ has bem 
irregularly put in command over him. 

"A flagon of Rhenish, if you love me,“ answered the 
Fleming, " for my heart is low and poor within me, axal 
I must needs drink of the best.'* 

‘'And drink you shall," said Reined,/. 
give you the courage which perhaps 
descended to the secret cr 3 rpts. of -^4^ 

guardian, and returned with a silver flagonj^'^^ich might 
contain about a quart.—" Here is such wine," said 
Reinold, ‘ ‘ as thou hast seldom tasted," and was about to 
pour it out into a cup. 

** Nay, the flagon—the flagon, friend Reinold ; 1 love 
a deep and solemn draught wheii;,l|R(^ bttsi&ess is 
weighty,** said Wilkin. He seized ivl ctccord- 

' ingly, and drinking a preparatory if 

to estimate the strength and flavour ol^he|pislkirdas liquor. 
Apparently he was pleased with both, ibr' he nodded in 
approbation to the butler; and raising the flagon to his 
mouth once more, he slowly and gradually brought the 
bottom of the vessel parallel with the roof of ,flie apart- 
ment, without suffering one drop of the contexts to escape 
him. 

"That hath savour, Herr Keller-master,'* stdd he, 
while he was recovering his breath by intervals, after so 
long a suspense of respiration ; ‘' but may Heaven for¬ 
give you for thinking it the best 1 have ever tasted 1 You 
little know the cellars of Ghent and Ypres.” 

"And I care not for them," said Reinold ; "those of 
gentle Norman blood hold the wines of Ciascony and 
France, generous, light, and cordial, worth all the acid 
potations of the Rhine and the Nedcar.** 

" All is matter of taste," said the Fleroing; " but faarik 
ye—lB there much of this wine ib the cellar?" 

** Methought but now it pleased not your da|p^ 
palate?'* said Reinold. 
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** Najr, raj, my friend.*' said Wilkin, *' I said it had 
savour —1 may have drunk better—but this is right good, 
where better may not be had.—Again, how much of it 
*hast thou f " 

'*The whole butt, man,*' answered the butler; I 
have broached a Iresh piece for you." 

'*Good#.’* nidied Flammock; “get the quart-pot of 
Christian isMastire; heave the cask up into this same 
buttery, and 11 % each soldier of this castle be served with 
such a cup as I have here swallowed. 1 feel it hath done 
me much goo^;;—my heart was sinking when 1 saw the 
black smoke arising from mine own fulling-mills yonder. 
Let each man. 1 say. have a full quart-pot—men defend 
not castles.on thin liquors.” 

“ 1 must^o aayott'WiUf good Wilkin Flammock.*’ said 
the butler i "but 1 pray remember all men are not alike. 
That which witt but warm your Flemish hearts will put 
wildfire into Norman Inains ; and what may only en¬ 
courage your countrymen to man the walls will make 
ours fily over the battlements." 

“ Well, you know the conditions of your own 
countrymen best; serve out to them what wines and 
measure you list — only let each Fleming have a 
solemn quart of Rhenish.—But what will you do for 
the English churls, of whom there aig a right many 
left with us ? ” 

The old butler paused and rubbed his brow.—“ There 
will be a strange uraste of liquor," he said ; “ and yet 1 
may not deny that the emergency may defend the ex¬ 
penditure. But for the English, they are, as you wot, a 
mixed breed, having much of your German suUenness. 
together with a plentiful touch ctf the hot blood of yonder 
Welsh liiriea Light wines stir them not; strong heavy 
draughts would madden them. What think you of ale, 
an invigorating strengthening liquor, that warms the 
heait >rishv inflaming the brain ? ” 
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"Ale I" said the Fleming,—"Hum—^ha—Is your ale 
mighty, Sir Butler ?—is it double ale ? ’* 

*< Do you doubt my skill?*’ said the butler.—" March 
and October have witnessed me ever as they came round, 
for thirty years, deal with the best barley in Shropshire, 
—^You shall judge." 

He filled, from a large hogshead in the comer of the 
buttery, the flagon which the Fleming had ^st emptied, 
and which was no sooner replenished th^ Wilkin again 
drained it to the bottom, 

" Good ware," he said, " Master Butler, strong sting> 
ing ware. The English churls will fight like devils upon 
it—^let them be furnished with mighty ale along with their 
beef and brown bread. And now, living given you your 
charge. Master Reinold, it is time 1 should look after 
mine own." 

Wilkin Flammock left the buttoy, and with a mien 
and judgment alike undisturbed by the deep potations iiv- - 
which he had so recently indulged, undisturbed also by 
the various mmours concerning what was passing withoirt 
doors, he made the round of the castle and its oi/tworks, 
mustered the little garrison, and assigned to each their 
posts, reserving to his own countrymen the management 
of the arblasts, or crossbows, and of the military engines 
which were contrived by the proud Normans, and were 
incomprehensible to the ignorant English, or, more 
properly, Anglo-Saxons, of the period, but whkdi his 
more adroit countrymen managed with great address. 
The jealousies entertained both the Normans and 
English, at being placed under the temporary command 
of a Fleming, gradually yielded to die military and 
mechanical skill which he displayed, as well as to a 
sei^ of the emergenqr* which became greater with every 
moment. 
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CHAP. IV. 


Besitie yen hrigg out ower yon bum^ 

Where the water bichereih brigtti and sheen^ 
Shall many a falling courser spum^ 

And knights shall die in battle keen, 

a PKOrHKCY OP ThOMAS THB RHYMB 



HE dHaughter of Raymond Berenger, with the 
attendants whom we have mentioned, continued 
to remain upon the battlements of the Garde 


Doloureuse, in spite of the exhortations of the priest that 


she would rather await the issue of this terrible interval 


in the chapel, and amid the rites of religioru He per¬ 
ceived at length, that she was incapable, from grief and 
fear, of attending to or understanding his advice ; and, 
sitting down beside her, while the huntsman and Rose 
Flammock stood by, endeavoured to suggest such 
comfort as perhaps he scarcely felt hims^f. 

TJiis is but a sally of your noble father's," he said; 
"and though it may seem it is made on great hazard, 
yet who ever questioned Sir Raymond Berenger’s polity 
of wars?—He is close and secret in his purposes. I 
guess right well he had not marched out as he proposes, 
unless he knew that the noble Earl oil Arundel, or the 
mighty Constable of Chester, were close at hand." 

"Think you this assuredly, good father?—Go, Raoul 
—go, my dearest Rose—look to the east—see if you can¬ 
not descry banners or clouds of dust.—Listen—^listen— 
hear you no trumpets from that quarter ? " 

"Alasi m;^ lady," said Raoul, "the thunder of 
heaven could scarce be heard amid the howling of yonder 
Welsh wolves." Eveline turned as he spoke, and lodking 
towards the bridge she beheld an appalling spectacle. 

IJlic river, whose stream washes on three sides the base 
of the fircftid eminence on which the castle is situated. 
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curves away from the fortress and its corresponding 
village on the west, and the hill sinks downward to an 
extensive plain, so extremely level as to indicate its 
alluvial origin. Lower down, at the extremity of this 
plain, where the banks again close on the river, were 
situated the manufacturing houses of the stout Flemings, 
which were now burning in a bright flame. The bridge, 
a high, narrow combination of arches o|^ tmequal size, 
was about half-a-mile distant from the castle, in the very 
centre of the plain. The river itself ran in a deep rocky 
channel, was often unfordable. and at all times difficult 
of passage, giving considerable advantage to the de¬ 
fenders of the castle, who had spent on other occasions 
many a dear drop of blood to defend the pass, which 
Raymond Berenger's fantastic scruples now induced him 
to abandon. The Welshmen, seizing the opportunity 
with the avidity with which men grasp an unexpected 
benefit, w'cre fast crowding over the high and steep * 
arches, while new bands, collecting from different points 
upon the farther bank, increased the continued sti^fam of 
warriors, who, passing leisurely and uninterrupted, 
formed their line of battle on the plain opposite to the 
castle. 

At first Father Aldrovand viewed their motions without 
anxiety, nay, wflh the scornful smile of one who observes 
an enemy in the act of falling into the snare spread for 
them by superior skill. Raymond Berenger, with his 
little body of infantry and cavalry, were drawn up on the 
easy bill which is betwixt the castle and the plain, ascend¬ 
ing from the former towards the fortress; and it seemed 
clear to the Dominican, who had not entirely forgotten 
in t]^e cloister his ancient military experience, that it was 
the Knight's purpose to attack the disordered enemy 
when a certain number had crossed the river, and the 
others were partly on the farther side, and partly en¬ 
gaged in the slow and perilous manoeuvre *^or effecting 
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their passage. But when large bodies of the white- 
mantled Welshmen were permitted without interruption 
to take such order on the plain as their habits of fighting 
recommended, the monk’s countenance, though he still 
endeavoured to speak encouragement to the terrified 
Eveline, assumed a different and an anxious expression : 
and his acquired habits of resignation contended strenu¬ 
ously wifti his ancient military ardour. “Be patient,” 
he said, ' ‘ toy daughter, and be of good comfort; thine 
eyes shall behold the dismay of yonder barbarous enemy. 
Let but a minute elapse, and thou shalt see them scattered 
like dust.—Saint George ! they will surely cry thy name 
now, or never ! ” 

The monk's beads passed meanwhile rapidly through 
his hands, but many an expression of military impatience 
mingled itself with his orisons. He could not conceive 
the cause why each successive throng of mountaineeri!i, 
led under their different banners, and headed by their 
respective chieftains, was permitted, without interruption, 
to nass the difficult defile, and extend themselves in battle 
array on the near side of the bridge, while the English, 
or rather Anglo-Norman cavalry, remained stationarv. 
without so much as laying their lances in rest. Theie 
remained, he thought, but one hope — one only 
rational explanation of this unaccountable inactivity— 
this voluntary surrender of every advantage of ground, 
when that of nixnb^ was so tremendously on the side 
of the enemy. Father Aldrovand concluded that the 
succours of the Constable of Chester, and other Lord 
Marchers, must be in the immediate vicinity, and that 
the Welsh were, only permitted to pass the river without 
opposition, that their retreat might be the more effectually 
cut off, and their defeat, with a deep river in their rear, 
rendered the more signally calamitous. But even while 
f^e clung to this hope, the monk's heart sank within him, 
as, IdoWng in every direction from which the expected 
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succours might arrive, he could neither see nor hear the 
slightest token which announced their approach. In a 
frame of mind approaching more nearly to despair than 
to hope, the old man continued alternately to tell his 
beads, to gaze anxiously around, and to address some 
words of consolation in broken phrases to the young lady, 
until the general shout of the Welsh, ringing from the 
bank of the river to the battlements of the castle, warned 
him, in a note of exultation, that the verj last of the 
British had defiled through the pass, and that their 
whole formidable array stood prompt for action upon 
the hither side of the river. 

This thrilling and astounding clamour, to which each 
Welshman lent his voice with all the energy of defiance, 
thirst of battle, and hope of conquest, was at length 
answered by the blast of the Norman trumpets,—the 
first sign of activity which had been exhibited on the 
part of Raymond Berenger. But cheerily as they rang, 
the trumpets, in comparison of the shout which they 
answered, sounded like the silver whistle of the stout 
boatswain amid the howling of the tempest. *' 

At the same moment when the trumpets were blown, 
Berenger gave signal to the archers to discharge their 
arrows, and the roen'at'anns to advance under a hail¬ 
storm of shafts, javelins, and stones, shot, darted, and 
slupg by the Welsh against their steel-clad assailants. 

The veterans of Ra}rmond, on the otlier hand, stimu¬ 
lated by so many victorious recollections, confident in 
the talents of their accomplished leader, and undismayed 
even by the desperation of their circumstances, charged the 
mass of the Wrishmen with their usual determined valour. 
It was a gallant right to see this little body of cavalry 
advance to the onset, their plumes floating above their 
helmets*, tbrir lances in rest, and projecting six feet in 
length before the breasts of their coursers; their shields, 
hanging from their nedcs, that their left bandg xniglft 
a3 
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have freedom to guide their horses ; and the whole body 
rushing on with,an equal front, and a momentum of speed 
which increased with every second. Such an onset 
might have startled naked men (for such were the Welsh, 
in respect of the mail-sheathed Normans), but it brought 
no terrors to the ancient British, who had long made it 
their boast that they exposed their bare bosoms and 
white tuni^ to the lances and swords of the men-at-arms, 
with as routtb confidence as if they had been bom 
invulnerable. It was not indeed in their power to with¬ 
stand the weight of the first shock, which, breaking their 
tanks, densely as they were arranged, carried the barbed 
horses into the very centre of their host, and well-nigh 
up to the fatal standard, to which Raymond Berengcr, 
bound by his fatal vow, had that day conceded so much 
vantage-ground. But they yielded like the billows, 
which give way, indeed, to the gallant ship, but only to 
assail her sides, and to imite in her wake. With wild 
and horrible clamours, they closed their tumultuous 
ranks around Berenger and his devoted followers, and a 
deaAy scene of strife ensued. 

The best warriors of Wales had on this occasion 
joined the standard of Gwenwyn; the arrows of the 
men of Gwentland, whose skill in archery almost equalled 
that of the Normans themselves, rattlt^ on the helmets 
of the men-atparms; and the spears of the people of 
Deheubarth, renowned for the sharpness and temper of 
their steel-heads, were emplo 3 red against the cuirasses 
not without fatal effect, notwithstanding the protection 
which these afforded to the rider. 

It was in vain t^t the archery belonging to Raymond’s 
little band, stout yeomen, who, for the most part, hdd 
possess.ons by military tenure, exhausted their quivers 
on the broad mark afforded them by the Welsh army. 
It is probable that every shaft carried a Welshman’s life 
on its«pQhit; yet, to have afforded important relitf to 
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the cavaliy, now closely and inextricably engaged, the 
slaughter ought to have been twenty-fold at least. 
Meantime, the Welsh, galled by this incessant discharge, 
answered it by volleys from their own archers, whose 
numbers made some amends for their inferiority, and 
who were supported by numerous bodies of darters and 
slingers. So that the Norman archers, who had more 
than once attempted to descend from their position to 
operate a diversion in favour of Raymond and his 
devoted band, were now so closely engaged in front, 
as obliged them to abandon all thoughts of such a 
movement. 

Meanwhile, that chivalrous leader, who from the first 
had hoped for no more than an honourable death, 
laboured with all his power to render his fate signal, 
by involving in it that of the Welsh Prince, the author 
of the war. He cautiously avoided the expenditure of 
his strength by hewing among the British ; but, with the 
sliock of his managed horse, repelled the numbers who 
pressed on him, and leaving the plebeians to the syords 
of his companions, shouted his war-cry, and made his 
way towards the fatal standard of Gwenwyn, beside 
which, discharging at once the duties of a skilful leader 
and a brave soldier, the Prince had stationed himself. 
Raymond's expel ience of the Welsh disposition, subject 
equally to the highest flood, and most sudden ebb of 
passion, gave him some hope that a successful attadc 
upon this point, followed by the death or capture of the 
Prince, and the downfall of his standard, might even yet 
strike such a panic as should change the fortunes ‘ of the 
day, otherwise so nearly desperate. The veteran, there- 
fore, animated his fx>mrades to the charge by voice and 
exaniple; and, in spite of all opposition, foroed his way 
gradtiaUy onward. But Gwenwjm in person, surround^ 
by his best and noblest champions, ofRsred a dt^enc^ as 
obstinate as the assault was intrepid. In vain tHhy were 
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borne to the earth by the barbed horses, or hewed down 
by the invulnerabie riders. Wounded and overthrown, 

’ the Britons continued their resistance, dung round the 
legs of the Norman steeds, and cumbered their advance ; 
while their brethren, thrusting with pikes, proved every 
joint and crevice of the plate and mail, or grappling 
with the nen>at-arms, strove to pull them from their 
horses by main fbroe, or beat them down with their bills 
amd Welsh hooks. And woe betide those who were by 
these various^ means dismounted, for the long sharp 
knives worn by the Wdsh soon pierced them with a 
hundred woun^, and were then only merciful when the 
first inflicted was deadly. 

The combat was at this point, and had raged for more 
thaui half-an>hour, when Bcrenger. having forced hts 
horse within two spears’ length of the British standard, 
he and Gwenwyn were so near to each other ais to 
exchange tokens of mutual defiance. 

"Turn thee. Wolf of Wades," sadd Berenger, “and 
abi(ft, if thou daucst, one blow of a good Knight’s sword ! 
Raymond Berenger spits at thee and thy banner." 

*' False Norman churl! " said Gwenwyn, swinging 
around his head a mace of prodigious weight, and 
already clotted with blood, *' thy iroi^ head-piece shadl 
ill protect thy lying tongne, with whidi 1 will this day 
feed the ravens." 

Raymond made no faurther answer, but pushed bis 
horse towards the Prince, who advanced to meet him 
with equal readiness. But ere they came within reach 
of each other's weapons, a Welsh champion, devoted 
like the Romans who opposed the elephants of Pyrrhus, 
finding that the armour of Raymond’s horse reasted the 
repeated thrusts of his spear, threw himself under the 
ammal, and stabbed him in the belly with his long knife. 
The aoUe horse reared and fell, crushing with his 
W'eight the^riton who had wounded him ; the helmet 
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of the rider burst its clasps in the fall, and rolled away 
from his head, giving to view his noble features and grey 
hairs. He made more than one efibrt to extricate him* 
self from the iSallen horse, but ere he could succeed, 
received his death’s wound from the band of Gwenwyn, 
who hesitated not to strike him down with his mace 
while in the act of extricating himself. b 

During the whole of this bloody day, Bennis Morolt’s 
horse had kept pace for pace, and his arm blow for blow, 
with his master’s. It seemed as if two Afferent bodies 
had been moving under one act of volition. He hus¬ 
banded his strength, or put it forth, exactly as he 
observed his knight did, and was close by his side when 
he made the last deadly effort. At that fatal moment, 
when Raymond Berenger rushed on the chief, the brave 
Squire forced his way up to the standard, and grasping 
it firmly, struggled for possession of it with a gigantic 
Briton, to whose care it had been confided, and who 
now exerted his utmost strength to defend it. But even 
while engaged in this mortal struggle, the eye of llrlorolt 
scarcely left his master ; and when be saw him fall, his 
own force seemed by sympathy to abandon him, and the 
British champion had no longer any trouble in laying 
him prostrate among the slain. 

The victory of the British was now complete. Upon 
the fall of their leader, the followers of Raymond B^en- 
ger would willingly have filed or surrendered. But the 
first was impossible, so closely had they been enveloped; 
and in the cruel wars maintained by the Welsh upon 
dieir frontiers, quarter to the vanquished was out of 
question. A few of the men-at-arms were lucky enough 
to di^ntangle themselves from the tumult, and, not e\'en 
attempting to enter the castle, fled in various directions, 
to carry their own fears among the inhabitants of the 
inarches, by announcing the loss of the battle, and* the 
late of the fiur-renowned Raymond Bereng y. 
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The archers of the fallen leader, as they had never 
.been so deeply involved in the combat, which bad been 
chiefly maintained by the cavalry, became now, in their 
turn, the sole object of the enemy’s attack. But w'hen 
they saw the multitude come roaring towards them like 
a sea, with all its waves, they abandoned the bank which 
they had hflherto bravely defended, and began a regular 
retreat to the castle in the best order which they could, 
as the only remaining means of securing their lives. A 
few of their light-footed enemies attempted to intercept 
them, during the execution of this prudent manoeuvre, 
by outstripping them in their march, and throwing them¬ 
selves into the hollow way which led to the castle to 
oppose their retreat. But the coolness of the English 
archers, accustomed to extremities of every kind, sup¬ 
ported them on the present occasion. While a part of 
them, armed witli glaives and bills, dislodged the Welsh 
from the hollow way, the others, facing in the opposite 
dire^ion. and parted into divisions, which alternately 
halted and retreated, maintained such a countenance as 
to che(:k pursuit, and exchange a severe discharge of 
missiles with the Welsh, by which both parties were 
considerable sufferers. 

At length, having left more than two-thirds of their 
brave companions on the field, the yeomanry attained 
the point, which, being commanded by arrows and 
engines from the battlements, might be considered as 
that of comparative safety. A volley of large stones, and 
square-headed bolts of great size and thickness, effec¬ 
tually stopped the farther progress of the pursuit, and 
those who had led it drew back their desultory forces to 
the plain, where, with shouts of jubilee and exultation, 
their countrymen were employed in securing the plunder 
of field; while some, impelled by hatred and revenge, 
mangl8Q%nd mutilated the limbs of the dead Normans, 
in a mannor unworthy of their national cause and their 
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own courage. The fearful yells with which this dreadful 
work was consummated, while it struck horror into the 
minds of the slender garrison of the Garde Doloureuse, 
inspired them at the same time with the resolution rather 
to defend the fortress to the last extremity, than to sub> 
mit to the mercy of so vengeful an enemy. 


CHAP. V. 

That Baron he to his castle /led. 

To Barnard Castle then fled he / 

The uttermost walls were eathe to win^ 

The Baris have won them speedilie 
Tlu uttermost walls were stone and brickl 
But though they won them soon anon, 

JLong ere they won the inmost walls. 

For they were hewn in rock ^stone, 

Pekcv’s Relics of Ancient Poetry. 

HE unhappy fate of the battle was soon evident 
to the anxious spectators upon the watch-totlrers 
of the Garde Doloureuse, which name the castle 
that day too well deserved. With difficulty the con¬ 
fessor mastered his own emotions to control those of the 
females on whom^he attended, and who were now joined 
in their lamentation by many others—women, children, 
and infirm old men, the relatives of those whom th^ 
saw engaged in this unavailing contest. These helpless 
beings had been admitted to the castle for security's 
sake, and they had now thronged to the battlements, 
from which Father Aldrovand found difficulty in making 
them descend, aware that the sight of them on the 
towers, that should have appeared lined with armed 
men, would be an additional encoiuragement to the exer¬ 
tions of the assailants. He urged the Lady Eveline to 
set an example to this group of helpless, yet i iy ttnct afae 
mourners. ^ 
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Preserving*, at least endeavouring to preserve, even in 
the extremity of grief, that composure which the man- 
' ners the time enjoined—^for chivalry had its stoicism 
as wdl as philosophy—Eveline replied in a voice which 
she would fain have rendered firm, and which was tre¬ 
mulous in her despite—“Yes, father, you say well— 
here is no longer aught left for maidens to look upon. 
Warlike mead and honoured deed sunk when yonder 
white plume touched the bloody ground. — Come, 
maidens, there is no longer aught left us to see->-To 
mass, to mass—^the tourney is over I *' 

There was wildness in her tone, and when she rose, 
with the air of one who would lead out a procession, she 
staggered, and would have fallen, but for the support of 
the confessor. Hastily wrapping her head in her mantle, 
as if ashamed of the agony of grief which she could no* 
restrain, and of which her sobs and the low moaning 
sounds that issued from under the folds enveloping her 
lace, declared the excess, she suffered Father Aldrovand 
to conduct her whither he would. 

“Our gold," he said, “has changed to brass, our 
silver to dross, our vrisdom to folly—it is His wiU, who 
confounds the counsels of the wise, and shortens the arm 
of the mighty. To the chapel—to the chapel, Lady 
.Evdine; and instead of vain repining,let us pray to God 
and the saints to turn away their displeasure, and to 
save the feeble remnant from the jaws of the devouring 
wolf." 

Thus speaking, he half led, half supported Eveline, 
who was at the moment almost incapable of thought 
and action, to the castle chapel, where, sinking before 
the altar, she assumed the attitude at least of devotion, 
though her thoughts, despite the pious words which her 
tongue faltered out mechanically, were upon the field of 
b^doihlipside the body of her slaughtered parent. The 
rest of the mourners imitated their young lady in her 
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devotional posture, and in the absence of her thoughts. 
The consciousness that so many of the garrison had 
been cut off in Raymond's incautious sally, added to' 
their sorrows the sense of personal insecurity, which was 
exaggerated by the cruelties which were too often exer¬ 
cised by the enemy, who, in the heat of victory, were 
accustomed to spare neither sex nor age. • 

The monk, however, assumed among tliem the tone 
of authority which his character warranted, rebuked 
tiieir wailing and ineffectual complaints, and having, as 
he thought, brought them to such a state of mind as 
better became thdr condition, he left them to their 
private devotions to indulge his own anxious curiosity 
by inquiring into the defences of the castle. Upon the 
outward walls he found Wilkin Flammock, who, having 
done the office of a good and skilful captain in the mode 
of managing his artillery, and beating back, as we have 
already seen, the advanced guard of the enemy, was 
now, with his own hand, measuring out to his little gar¬ 
rison no stinted allowance of wine. * 

Have a care, good Wilkin,” said the father, ** that 
thou dost not exceed in this matter. Wine is, thou 
knowest, like fire and water, an excellent servant, but a 
very bad master.*' 

** It will be long ere it overflow the deep and solid 
skulls of my countrymen,” said Wilkin Flammock. 

‘' Our Flemish courage is like our Flanders horses—the 
one needs the spur, and the other must have a taste of 
the wine-pot; but credit me, father, they are of an en¬ 
during generation, and will not shrink in the washing. 
But indeed, if I were to give the knaves a cup more 
than enough, it were not altogether amiss, since they 
are likd to have a platter the less." 

** How do you mean?’* cried the monk, starting ; " 1 
trust in the saints the provisions have been care4JBr ? ”*’ 

** Not £o well as in your convent, good &ther,” re^ 
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plied Wilkin, with the same immovable stolidity of 
countenance. “ We had kept, as you know, too jolly a 
• Christmas to have a very fat Easter. Yon Welsh 
hounds, who helped to eat up our victuals, are now like 
to get into our hold for the lack of them.*' 

** Thou talkest mere folly," answered the monk; 
** orders were last evening given by our lord (whose soul 
God assoi&icLl) to fetch in the necessary supplies from 
the country around." 

"Ay, but the Welsh were too sharp set to permit us 
to do that at our ease this morning, which should have 
been done weeks and months since. Our lord deceased, 
if deceased he be, was one of those who trusted to the 
edge of the sword, and even so hath come of it. Com¬ 
mend me to a cross-bow and a well-victualled castle, if I 
must needs fight at all.—^You look pale, my good 
father ; a cup of wine will revive you. ” 

The monk motioned away from him the untasted cup, 
which Wilkin pressed him to with clownish civility. 
“ Vi(e have now, indeed," he said, **no refuge, save in 
prayer 1" 

Most true, good father;" again replied the impas¬ 
sible Fleming ; " pray therefore as much as you will. I 
will content myself with fasting, which will come whether 
1 will or no."—At this moment a hont was heard before 
the gate.—** Look to the portcullis and the g^te, ye 
knaves I—^What news, Neil Hansen?" 

** A messenger from the Welsh tarries at the Mill-hill, 
just within shot of the cross-bows; be has a white flag, 
and demands admittance." 

"Admit him not, upon thy life, till we be prepared 
for him," said Wilkin. " ]^nd the bonny mangondl 
upon the place, and shoot him if he dare to stir ftom the 
spot where he stands till we get all prepared to receive 
him," said Flammock in his native language. "And, 
Neili^Rlou houndsfoot, bestir thyself,—let every pike. 
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lance, and pole in tbe castle be ranged along the battle¬ 
ments, and pointed through the shot-holes—cut up 
some tapestry into the shape of banners, and show them > 
from the highest towers.—Be ready, when I give a 
signal, to strike drum, and blow trumpets, if we have 
any; if not, some cowhoms—anything for a noise. And 
hark ye, Neil Hansen, do you, and four or five of your 
fellows, go to the armoury and slip on ^a\s-of-mail; 
our Netherlandish corselets do not appal them so mucb. 
Then let the Welsh thief be blindfolded and brought ia 
amongst us—Do you hold up your heads and keep 
silence-~leave me to deal with him-~only have a care 
there be no English among us.*' 

Tbe monk, who in his travels had acquired some 
slight knowledge of the Flemish langiiage, had wdl-ntgh 
started when he heard the last article in Wilkin's in¬ 
structions to his countiyman, but conunanded himself, 
although a little surprised, both at this suspicious circum¬ 
stance, and at the readiness and dexterity with which 
the rough-hewn Fleming seemed to adapt his prepara¬ 
tions to the rules of war and of sound policy. 

Wilkin, on his part, was not very certain whether the 
monk had not heard and understood more of what he 
said to his countryman than what he had intended. As 
if to lull asleep tiny suspicion which Father Aldrovand 
might entertain, he repeated to him in English most of 
the directions which he had given, adding, * ‘ Well, good 
father, wliat think you of it ? 

“Excellent weH,” answered the father, “ and done as 
if you had practised war from tbe cradle, instead of 
the weaving of broadcloth." 

“ Nay. spare not your jibes, father," answered WiOdn. 
—“ I know full well that you English think that Flem¬ 
ings have nought in their brainpan but sodd^ beef and 
cabbage; yet you see there goes wisdom to weaving af 
webs.*' 
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** Right, Master Wilkin Flammock,” answered the 
father ; " but, good Fleming, wilt thou tell mo what an¬ 
swer thoti wilt make to the Welsh Prince's summons ? " 

* * Reverend father, first tell me what the summons will 
be," replied the Fleming. 

^' To surrender this castle upon the instant," answered 
the monk. ** What will be your reply? " 

*' My am^er will be. Nay—unless upon good com¬ 
position. " 

** How, Sir Fleming! dare you mention composition 
and the castlif of the Garde Doloureuse in one sentence ? " 
said the monk. 

‘*Not if I may do better," answered the Fleming, 

‘ * But would your reverence have me dally until the 
question amongst the garrison be, whether a plump 
priest CMT a fat P'leniing will be the better flesh to furnish 
their shambles ? " 

“Pshaw I" replied Father Aldrovand, “thou canst 
not mean such folly. Relief must arrive within twenty- 
form hours at farthest. Raymond Bercnger expected it 
for certain within such a space." 

* ‘ Raymond Berengcr hath been deceived this morning 
111 more matters than one," answered the Fleming. 

“ Hark thee, Flanderkin,” answered the monk, whose 
retreat from the world had not altogether quenched his 
military habits and propensities ; “I counsel thee to deal 
uprightly in this matter, as thou dost regard thine own 
life; for here are as many English left alive, notwith¬ 
standing the slaughter of to-day, as may well .^ufhee to 
fling the Flemish '.mll-frogS into the castle-ditch, should 
they have cause to think thou meanest falsely, in 
tlie keeping of this castle, and the defence of the I^dy 
Eveline." • 

' * Let not your reverrace be moved with unnecessary 
and idle fears," replied Wilkin Flammeck—am 
castellSlIe in this house, by commttid of its lord, and 
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what I hold for the advantage of mine service, that will 
I do.” 

But I,” said the angry monk, I am the servant of 
the Pope—^the chaplain of this castle, with power to bind 
and to unloose. I fear me thou art no true Christian. 
Wilkin Flammock, but dost lean to the heresy of the 
mountaineers. Thou hast refused to take the blessed 
cross~>thou hast breakfasted, and drunk both ale and 
wine, ere thou hast heard mass. Thou Ere not to be 
trusted, man, and I will i^t trust thee—I demand to 
be present at the conference betwixt ^lee and the 
Welshman ." 

” It may not be, good father,” said Wilkin, with the 
same smiling, heavy countenance, which he maintained 
on all occasions of life, however urgent. '* It is true, as 
thou sayest, good father, that I have mine own reasons 
for not marching quite so far as the gates of Jericho at 
present; and lucky I have such reasons, since 1 had not 
else been here to defend the gate of the Garde Dolour- 
euse. It is also true that I may have been sometimes 
obliged to visit my mills earlier than the chaplain*Was 
called by his zeal to the altar, and that my stomach 
brocks not working ere I break my fast. But for this, 
father, 1 have paid a mulct even to your worshipful 
reverence, and methinks, since you are pleased to re¬ 
member the confession so exactly, you should not forget 
the penance and the absolution. ” 

Tlie monk, in alluding to the secrets of the confessional, 
had gone a step beyond what the rules of his order and 
of the church permitted. He was baffled by the Flem¬ 
ing's reply, and finding him unmoved by the charge of 
heresy, he cotild only answer, in some confusion, '' You 
refuse^ then, to admit me to this conference with the 
Welshman ? ” 

** Reverend father,” said Wilkin, "it aitogether^re 
specteth seculkr matters. If aught of religipuc tenor 
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should intervene, you shall be summoned without 
delay." 

"I will be there in spite of thee, thou Flemish ox.” 
muttered the monk to himself, but in a tone not to be 
heard by the l^standers; and so speaking he left the 
battlements. 

Wilkin Flammock. a few minutes afterwards, having 
first seen tlutS all was arranged on the battlements, so as 
to give an imposing idea of a strength which did not 
exist, descended to a small guard«room, betwixt the outer 
and inner gate, where he was attended by half-a-dozen 
of his own people^ disguised in the Norman armour 
which they had found in the armoury of the castle,— 
their strong, tall, and bulky forms, and motionless 
postures, causing them to look rather like trophies of 
some past age, than living and existing soldiers. Sur¬ 
round^ by these huge and inanimate figures, in a little 
vaulted room which almost excluded daylight, Flammock 
received the Welsh envoy, who was led in blindfolded 
betRixt two Flemings, yet not so carefully watched but 
that they permitted him to have a glimpse of the prepara¬ 
tions on the battlements, which had, in fact, been made 
chiefly for the purpose of imposing on him. For the 
same purpose an occasional clatter ff arms was made 
without; voices were beard as if officers were going their 
rounds; and other sounds of active preparations seemed 
to announce that a numerous and regular garrison was 
preparing to receive an attack. 

When the bandage was removed Irmn Jorworth's 
eyes_-for the same individual who had formerly brought 
Gwenwyn’s offer of alliance, now bare his summons of 
surrender—he looked haughtily around him, a^ de¬ 
manded to whom he was to deliver the commands of 
his master, the Gwenwyn, son of Cyvelioc, Prince of 

** His hmhness,” answered Flammock, with his usual 
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smiling indifference of manner, '* must be contented 
to treat with Wilkin Flammock of the Fulling-miUs, 
deputed governor of the Garde Doloureuse.*’ 

"Thou deputed governor i" exclaimed Jorworth; 
** thou 1—a Low-country weaver I—it is impossible. Low 
as they are, the English Grogan cannot have sunk to a 
point so low as to be commanded by thu /—^These men 
seem English, to them 1 will deliver my message." 

"You may if you will," readied Wilkin, "but if they 
return you any answer save by signs, you shall call 
tansehtlm." 

"Is this true?” said the Welsh envoy, looking to¬ 
wards the men-at-arms, as they seemed, by whom Flam- 
mock was attended; " are you really come to this pass ? 
1 thought that the mere having been born on British 
earth, though the children of spoilers and invaders, had 
inspired you with too much pride to brook the yoke of a 
l>ase mechanic. Or, if you are not courageous, should 
you not be cautious?—Well speaks the proverb, Woe 
to him that will trust a stranger I Still mute-^still 
silent ?—-answer me by word or sign—Do you really call 
and acknowledge him as your leader?” 

The men in armour with one accord nodded their 
'sasques in reply to Jorworth's question, and then re¬ 
mained motionless as before. 

The Welshman, with the acute genius of his country, 
suspected there was something in this which he could 
not entirely comprehend, but, preparing himself to be 
upon his guard, he proceeded as follows :—" Be it as it 
may, I care not who bears the message of my sovereign, 
since it brings pardon and mercy to the inhabitants of 
this Castell an Carrig, which you have called the Garde 
Doloureuse, to cover the usurpation of the territory by 
the change of the name. U pon surrender of the same 
to the Prince of Powys, with its dependencies, anpl wkh 
the arms which it contains, and with the mai(^en, Eve- 
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line Bcrenger, all within the castle shall depart un< 

, molested, and have safe-conduct wheresoever they will, 
to go beyond the marches of the Cymry.” 

' ‘ And how if we obey not his summons ? " said the im¬ 
perturbable Wilkin Flammock. 

*' Then shall your portion be with Raymond Berenger, 
your late leader," replied Jorworth, his eyes, while he 
was speakingf glancing with the vindictive ferocity which 
dictated his answer. *‘So many strangers as be here 
amongst ye, !|p >many bodies to the ravens, so many 
heads to the gibbet!—It is long since the kites have had 
such a banquet of lurdane Flemings and false Saxons." 

** Friend Jorworth," said Wilkin, “ if such be thy only 
message, bear mine answer back to thy master, That wise 
men trust not to the words of others that safety which 
they can secure by their own deeds. We have walls high 
and strong enough, deep moats, and plenty of munition, 
both longbow and arblast. We will keep the castle, 
trusting the castle will keep us till God shall send us 
succour." 

" Do not peril your lives on such an issue," said the 
Welsh emissary, changing his language to the Flemish, 
which, from occasional communication with those of that 
nation in Pembrokeshire, he spoke fluently, and which 
he now adopted, as if to conceal the purport of his dis¬ 
course from the supposed English in the apartment. 
“Hark thee hither," he proceeded, *'good Fleming. 
Knowest thou not that he in whom is your trust, the 
Constable De Lacy, hath bound himself by his vow to 
engage in no quarrel till he crosses the sea, and cannot 
come to your aid without perjury ? He and the other 
Lords Mz^hers have drawn their forces far norijiward 
to join the host of Crusaders. What will it avail you to 
pqf us to the toil and trouble of a long siege, when yon 
can bop« no rescue ? " 

*'And urbat will it avail me more," said Wilkin, 
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answering in h!s native language, and looking at the 
Welshman fixedly, yet with a countenance from which all 
expression seon^ studiously banished, and which ex¬ 
hibited, upon features otherwise tolerable, a remarkable 
compound of dulness and simplicity, ** what will it avail 
me whether your trouble be great or small ? " 

*'Come, friend Flammock,” said the Wdshman, 
*'frame not thyself more unapprehensive than nature 
hath formed thee. The glen is cUurk. but a sunbeam can 
light the side of it. Thy utmost efforts ounnot prevent 
the fall of this castle; but thou mayst hasten it, and the 
doing so shall avail thee much.** Thus speaking, he 
drew close up to Wilkin, and sunk his voice to an in¬ 
sinuating whisper, as he said, Never did the withdraw¬ 
ing of a bar, or the raising of a portcullis, bring such 
vantage to Fleming, as they may to thee, if thou wilt. ” 

"I only know,'* said Wilkin, ** that the drawing the 
one and the dropping the other have cost me my whole 
worldly substance. ” 

*' Fleming, it shall be compensated to thee with an 
overflowing measure. The lil^rality of Gwenwyn is as 
the summer rain." 

** My whole mills and buildings have been this morning 
burnt to the eartl#"—— 

** Thou shalt have a thousand marks of silver, man, in 
the place of thy goods," said the Welshman ; but the 
Fleming continued, without seeming to hear him, to 
number up his losses. 

"My lands are forayed, twenty Idne drivim oOk 
and"- 

** Threescore shall replace them,** interrupted Jorworth, 
*' chos.:n from the most bright-skinned of the spoil." 

** But my daughter—but the Lady Eveline "—said the 
Fleming, with some slight change in bis monotonous 
voice, which seemed to express doubt and peitflhxity—• 
** You are cruel conquerors, and '■ '■ t 
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•• To those who resist us we are fearful," said Jorworth, 
** but not to such as shall deserve clemency by surrender. 

‘ Gwcnwyn will forget the contumelies of Raymond, and 
raise his daughter to high honour among the daughters 
of the Cymry. For thine own child, form but a wish for 
her advantage, and it shall be fulfilled to the uttermost. 
Now, Fleming, we understand each other." 

I unders^nd thee, at least," said Flammock. 

''And I thee. I trust?" said Jorworth, bending his 
keen, wild blue eye on the stolid and unexpressive face of 
the Netherlander, like an eager student who seeks to dis¬ 
cover some hidden and mysterious meaning in a passage 
of a classic author, the direct import of which seems 
trite and trivial. 

“ You believe that you understand me," said Wilkin; 
'* but here lies the difficulty—^which of us shall trust the 
other ? " 

"Darest thou ask?" answered Jorworth. "Is it for 
thee, or such as thee, to express doubt of the purposes 
thedhnnce of Powys ? " 

" I know them not, good Jorworth, but through 
thee; and well I wot thou art not one who will let thy 
traffic miscarry for want of aid from the breath of thy 
mouth." 

"As I am a Christian man,” said Jorworth, hurrying 
asseveration on asseveration—" by the soul of my father 
—by the faith of my mother—^by the black rood of• 

" Stop, good Jorworth—thou heapest thine oaths too 
thickly on each other for me to value them to the right 
estimate,” said Flammock; "that which is so lightly 
pledged, is sometimes not thought worth redeeming. 
Some part of the promised guerdon in hand the whilst, 
were worth an hundred oaths." • 

" Thou suspicious churl, darest thou doubt my word?" 
• •* ^o^by no means," answered Wilkinile'erthe 
less, f^ll believe thy deed more readily." 
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•*To the point, Fleming.'* said Jorworth—"What 
wouldst thou have of me? " 

' * Let me have some present sight of the money thou 
didst promise, and I will think of the rest of thy proposal. ” 
" ^se silver-broker! ’* answered Jorworth, '* thinkest 
thou the Prince of Powys has as many money-bags os the 
merchants of thy land of sale and barter ? He gathers 
treasures by his conquests as the watcrsnout sucks up 
water by its strength ; but it is to disperse them among 
his followers, as the cloudy column restores its contents 
to earth and ocean. The silver that 1 •promise thee 
has yet to be gathered out of the Saxon chests-^nay, the 
casket ot Berenger himself must be ransacked to make 
up the tale." 

* * Methinks I could do that myself (having full power 
in the castle), and so save you a labour,” said the 
Fleming. 

“ True,” answered Jorworth, ** but it would be at the 
expense of a cord and a noose, whether the Welsh took 
Ihe place or the Normans relieved it—the one Vfpuld 
expect their booty entire—^the other their countryman's 
treasures to be delivered undiminished.” 

” I may not gainsay that,” said the Fleming. *' Well, 
say I were content to trust you thus far, why not return 
my cattle, which ^kre in your own hands, and at your 
disposal? If you do not pleasure me in something 
beforehand, what can I expect of you afterwards? ” 

** I would pleasure you in a greater matter,” answered 
the equally suspicious Welshman. But what would it 
avail thee to have thy cattle within the fortress? They 
can be better cared for on the plain beneath. '* 

*' In faith,'* replied the Fleming, thou sayest truth— 
they will be but a trouble to us here, where wo have so 
many already provided for the use of the garrison. —And 
3 ret, when I consider it more closely, we have enaiugh<of 
forage to maintain all we have, and more. TfBw, my 
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cattle Are of a peculiar stock, brought from the rich 
p'lstures of Flanders, and 1 desire to have them restored 
ere your axes and Welsh hooks be busy with their hides." 

“ You shall have them this night, hide and bom," 
said Jorworth; " it is but a sm£dl earnest of a great 
boon." 

'' Thanks to your munificence," said the Fleming ; 
** I am a simple-minded man, and bound my wishes to 
the recovery <Jf ray own property." 

“Thou wilt be ready, then, to deliver the castle?" 
said Jorworth** . 

Of that we will talk farther to-morrow," said Wilkin 
Flammock ; "if these English and Normans should 
suspect such a purpose, we should have wild work-— 
they must be fully dispersed ere 1 can hold fartlrar com> 
munication on the subject. Meanwhile, I pray thee, 
depart suddenly, and as if offended with the tenor of oui 
discourse." 

" Yet would I fain know something more fixed and 
absedute," said Jorworth. 

"Impossible—impossible," said the Fleming; "see 
you not yonder tall fellow begins already to handle his 
dagger—^o hence in haste, and angrily—>and forget not 
the cattle." 

" 1 will not forget them." said Jorworth; " but if thou 
keep not faith with us 

So speaking, he left the apartment with a gesture of 
menace,- partly really directed to Wilkin himself, partly 
assumed in consequence of his advice. Flammock re¬ 
plied in Ekiglish, as if that all round might understand 
what he said. 

" Do thy worst, Sir Wetehman! 1 am a true man ; 1 
defy the proposals of rendition, and will hold out this 
costlc to thy shame and thy master’s I—Here—let him be 
blyidfolded once more, and returned in safety to his 
attendants without; the next Welshman who appears 
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before the gate of the G^de Doloureuse shall be mma 
sharply received.'* 

The Wdshroan was blindfolded and withdrawn, when, 
as Wilkin Flamixiodc himself left the guard<TOom, one 
of the seeming men-at-arms, who had been present at 
this interview, said in his ear. in English. '* Thou art a 
false traitor. Flammock. and shalt die a traitor's 
death ! ** 

Startled at this, the Fleming would hAve questioned 
the man farther, but he had disappeared so soon as the 
words were uttered. Flammock was disconcerted by 
this circumstance, which showed him that his interview 
with Jorworth had been observed, and its purpose known 
or conjectured, by some one who was a stranger to his 
confidence, and might thwart his intentions; and he 
quickly after learned that this was the case. 



CHAP. VI. 

Blesud Maryt mciher dear. 

To a maiden bend thin* ear. 

Virgin undented, to thee 
A wretched virgin bends the knee, 

. Hymn to tub Vikgiw. 

HE daughter of the slaughtered Raymond had 
descended from the elevated station whence she 
had beheld the field of battle, in the agony of 
grief natural to a child whose eyes have behdd the death 
of an honoured and beloved father. But her station and 
the principles of chivalry in which she had been trained 
up, did not permit any prolonged or needless indulgence 
of inactive sorrow. In raising the young and beautiful 
of the female sex to the rank of princesses, or rather 
goddesses, the spirit of that singular system exacted from 
them, in requital, a lone of character, and a linaiOf con 
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duct, superior and somethings contradictory to that ot 
natural or merely human feeling. Its heroines frequently 
resembled portraits shown by an artificial light—^strong 
•and luminous, and which placed in high relief the objects 
on which it was turned; but having still something of 
adventitious splendour, which, compared with that of 
the natural day, seemed glaring and exaggerated. 

It was not permitted to the orphan of the Garde 
Doloureuse, daughter of a line of heroes, whose 
stem was to be found in the race of Thor, Balder, Odin, 
and other deified warriors of the North, whose beauty 
was the theme \)f a hundred minstrels, and her eyes the 
heading star of half the chivalry of the warlike marches 
of Wales, to mourn her sire with the ineffectual tears of a 
village maiden. Young as she was, and horrible as was 
the incident which she had but that instant witnessed, it 
was not altogether so appalling to her as to a maiden 
whose eye had not been accustomed to the rough and 
often fatal sports of chivalry, and whose residence had 
not been among scenes and men where war and death 
had 4een the unceasing theme of every tongue, whose 
imagination had not been familiarised with wild and 
bloody events, or, finally, who had not been trained up 
to consider an honourable death under shield," as that 
of a field of battle was termed, as a mo|p desirable term!* 
nation to the life of a warrior, than that lingering and 
unhonoured fate which comes slowly on, to conclude the 
listless and helpless inactivity of prolonged old age. . Eve> 
line, while she wept for her father, felt her bosom glow 
when she recollected that he died in the blaze of his 
fame, and amidst heaps of his slaughtered enemies ; and 
when she thought of the exigencies of her own situation, 
it was with the determination to defend her own liberty, 
and to avenge her father's death, by every means which 
Heaven had left within her power. 

'9he aids of religion were not forgotten ; and accord- 



THE BETROTHED. ~ 

ing to the custom of the times, and the doctrines of the 
Roman church, she endeavoured to propitiate the favour 
of Heaven by vows as wells as prayers. In a small crypt, 
or oratory, adjoiningr to the chapel, was bung over an 
altar-piece, on which a lamp constantly burned, a small 
picture of the Virgin Mary, revered as a household and 
peculiar deity by the family of Berenger, one of whose 
ancestors had brought it from the Holy Land, whither 
he had gone upon pilgrimage. It was of* the period of 
the Lower Empire, a Grecian painting, not unlike those 
which in Catholic countries are often ^puted to the 
Evangelist Luke. The crypt in which it was placed was 
accounted a shrine of uncommon sanctity—nay, supposed 
to have displayed miraculous powers; and Eveline, by 
the daily garland of flowers which she offered before the 
painting, and by the constant prayers with which they 
were accompanied, had constituted herself the peculiar 
votaress of Our Lady of the Garde Doloureuse, for so the 
picture was named. 

Now, apart from others, alone, and in secrecy, sinking 
in the extremity of her sorrow before the shrine of her 
patroness, she besought the protection of kindred purity 
for the defence of her freedom and honour, and invoked 
vengeance on the wild and treacherous chieftain who bad 
slain her father, Und was now beleaguering her place of 
strength. Not only did she vow a large donative in 
lands to the shrine of the protectress whose aid she im¬ 
plored ; but the oath jrassed her lips (even though they 
faltered, and though something within her remonstrated 
against the vow), that whatsoever favoured knight Our 
Lady of the Garde l^oureuse might employ for her 
rescue, should obtain from her in guerdon whatever boon 
she 'might honourably grant. w«*e it that of her virgin 
hand at the holy altar. Taught as she was to believe, 
by the assurances of many a knight, that such a surrender 
was the highest boon which Heaven could bestow, she 
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felt fts discharging a debt of gratitude when she placed 
herself entirely at the disposal of the pure and blessed 
patroness in whose aid she confided. Perhaps there 
lurked in this de^' 0 tion some earthly hope of which she 
was herself scarce conscious, and which reconciled her 
to the indefinite sacrifice thus freely offered. The Virgirv 
(this flattering hope might insinuate), kindest and nio.st 
benevolent of patronesses, will use compassionately thi^ 
power resigned to her, and ht will be the favoured 
champion of Maria, upon whom her votaress would most 
willingly conScr favour. 

But if there was such a hope, as something selfish will 
often mingle with our noblest and purest emotions, it 
arose unconscious of Eveline herself, who, in the full 
assurance of implicit faith, and fixing on the representa¬ 
tive of her adoration eyes in which the most earnest 
supplication, the most humble confidence, struggled 
with unbidden tears, was perhaps mure beautiful than 
when, young as she was, she was selected to bestow the 
pri^e of chivalry in the lists of Chester. It was no 
wonder that, in such a moment of high excitation, when 
prostrated in devotion before a being of whose power to 
protect her, and to make her protection assured by a 
visible sign, she doubted nothing, the Lady Eveline con¬ 
ceived she saw with her own eyes tire acceptance of her 
vow. As she gased on the picture with an overstrainei 1 
oye, and an imagination heated with enthusiasm, the 
expression seemed to alter from the hard outUne, 
fashioned by the Greek painter; the eyes appeared tp' 
become animated, and to return with looks of compassica 
the suppliant entreaties of the votaress, and the mouti. 
visibly arranged itself into a smile of inexpressible sweet¬ 
ness. It even seemed to her that the head made a gentle 
inclination. 

• Overpowered by supernatural awe at appearances, of 
whiciftier faith permitted her not to question the reality. 
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the Lady Eveline folded her arms on her bosom, and 
prostrated her forehead on the pavement, as the posture 
most fitting to listen to divine communication. 

But her vision went not so far; there was neither 
sound nor voice ; and when, ^ter stealing her eyes all 
around the crypt in which she knelt, she again raised 
them to the figure of Our Lady,, the features seemed to 
be in the form in which the limner had sketched them, 
saving that, to Eveline's imagination, theysstill retained 
an august and yet gracious expression, which she had 
not before remarked upon the countenance. With awful 
reverence, almost amounting to fear, yet c6mforted, and 
even elated, with the visitation she had witnessed, the 
maiden repeated again and again the orisons which she 
thought most grateful to the ear of her benefactress; 
and, rising at length, retired backwards, as from the 
presence of a soverdgn, until she attained the outer 
chapel. 

Here one or two females still knelt before the saints 
which the walls and niches presented for adoration ; but 
the rest of the terrified suppliants, too anxious to pro^ng 
their devotions, had dispersed through the castle to learn 
tidings of their friends, and to obtain some refreshment, 
or at least sonm place of zepose for themselves and their 
families. v 

Bowing her head, and muttering an ave to each saint 
as she passed his image (for impending danger makes 
men observant of the rites of devotion), the Lady Eveline 
had almost readied the door of the chapel, when a man* 
at-arms, as he seemed, entered hastily; and, with a 
louder voice than suited the holy place, udess when need 
was most urgent, demanded the Lady Eveline. Im¬ 
pressed with the fe^ngs of veneration wbtdi the late 
scene bad produced, she was about to rdtrake Ids 
military rudeness, when he spoke again, and in anxious 
haste, "Daughter, we are brayed I" and fho\|gh tile 
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form, and the coat-of-mail which covered it, were those 
of a soldier, the voice was that of Father Aldrovand, 
who, eager and anxious at the same time, disengaged 
himself from the mail-hood, and showed his counte¬ 
nance. 

Father," she said, **what means this? Have you 
forgotten the confidence in Heaven which you are wont 
to lecommend, that you bear other arms than your order 
assigns to /du ? " 

It may come to that ere long," said Father Aldro¬ 
vand ; *'for yras a soldier ere I was a monk. But now 
I have donn*d this harness to discover treachery, not to 
resist force. Ah ! my beloved daughter—^we are dread¬ 
fully beset—foemen without—traitors within I—The false 
Fleming, Wilkin Flammock, is treating for the surrender 
of the castle 1" 

*' Who dares say so ? " said a vdled female, who had 
been kneeling unnoticed in a sequestered comer of the 
chapel, but who now started up and came boldly 
betMoxt Lady Eveline and the monk. 

^Go hence, thou saucy minion," said the monk, 
surprised at this bold interruption ; * ‘ this concerns not 
thee." 

** But it doth concern me," said the damsd, throvring 
back her veil, and discovering the jyrenile countenance 
of Rose, the daughter of Wilkin Flammock, ner ^es 
sparkling, and her cheeks blushing with anger, the 
vdiemence of which made a singular contrast with the 
very fair complexion and almost infantine features of the 
speaker, whose whole form and figure was that of a girl 
who had scarce emerged from childhood, and indeed 
whose general manners were as gentle and bashful as they 
now seemed bold, impassioned, and undaunted.— 
** Doth it not concern me," she said, *' that my father’s 
^onest name should be tainted with treason ? Doth it 
not concern the stream when the fountain is troubled? 
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It doth concern me, and 1 will know the author of the 
calumny." 

“ Damsel," said Eveline, "restrain thy useless pasdon ;, 
the good father, though he cannot intentionally calumniate 
thy father, speaks, it may be, from false report." 

"As 1 am an unworthy priest," said the father, "1 
speak from the report of my own ears. U pon the oath 
of my order, myself heard this Wilkin Flammock chaf¬ 
fering with the Welshman for the surrendet of the Garde 
Doloureuse. By help of this hauberk and mail-hood, I 
gained admittance to a conference whe^e he thought 
there were no English ears. They spoke flemish too, 
but 1 knew the jargon of old." 

"The Flemish," said the angry maiden, whose head¬ 
strong passion led her to speak first in answer to the last 
insult offered, "is no jargon like your piebald English, 
half Norman, half Saxon, but a noble Gothic tongue, 
spoken by the brave warriors who fought against the 
Roman Kaisars, when Britain bent the neck to them— 
and as for this he has said of Wilkin Flammock," she 
continued, collecting her ideas into more order as she 
went on, " believe it not, my dearest lady ; but as you 
value the honour of your own noble father, confide, as in 
the Evangelists, in the honesty of mine 1" This she 
spoke with an irikploiing tone of voice, mingled with 
sobs, as if her heart had been breaking. 

Eveline endeavoured to soothe her attendant. ** Rose." 
she said, • ‘ in this evil time suspicions win light on the 
best men, and misundcantandiegs will arise among the 
best friends. Let us hear the good father state what he 
hath to charge upon yemr parent. Fear not but that 
Wilkin shall be beard in bis defence. Thou wert' wont 
to be quiet and.reasonable:" 

" I am neither quiet nor reasonable on this matter," 
said Rose, with redoubled indignadon; " and it is rll^f 
you. lady, to listen to the falsehoods of that reverend 
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mummer, who is neither true priest nor true st^dier. 
But 1 wiU fetch one who shall confront him either in 
casque or cowl." 

So saying, she went hastily out of the chapd. while 
the monk, alter some pedantic circumlocution, acquainted 
the Lady Eveline with what he had overheard betwixt 
J orwortb and Wilkin; and proposed to her to draw to> 
gether the fetr English who were in the castle, and take 
possession of the innermost square tower ; a keep which, 
as usual in fortresses of the Norman period, was 

situated so as to make considerable defence, even after 
the exterior works of the castle, which it commanded, 
were in the hand of the enemy. 

''Father." said Evdine, still confident in the vision she 
had latdy witnessed, " this were good counsd in extre* 
mity; but otherwise, it were to create the very evil we 
fear, by setting our garrison at odds amongst \hemselves. 
I have a strong, and not unwarranted confidence, good 
father, in our blessed Lady of the Garde Doloureuse, 
that%e shall attain at once vengeance on our barbarous 
enemies, and escape from our present jeopardy ; and 1 
call you tp witness die vow I have made, that to him 
whom our Lady should employ to work us succour, I 
will refuse nothing, were it my.fathe^ inheritance, or 
the hand of his daughter." 

** Atn Maria / Ave^ Rtgina Cali!** skid the priest; 
** on a rode more sure you could not have founded your 
trust.’-^^But. daughter/' he continued, after the proper 
ejaculation bad been made, " have you not heard, even 
byahint, that there was a treaty for your hand betwixt our 
mudti honoured kfrd, of vrfaom we are cruklly bmeft (may 
God assoilzie h^ soul!) and the great house of Lai!^ ? ** 

"Somethii^ have heard," sakt EvUfine, dropping 
her eyes, while a slight tinge sufiused her dieek; ** but 
1 rfifer me to tibe di^msal ^ Our Lsidy of Succomr and 
Consolado%'' 
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As she spoke, Rose entered the chapel with the same 
vivacity she had shown in leaving it, leading by the 
hand her father, whose sluggish though firm step, vacant 
countenance, and heavy demeanour, formed the strongest 
contrast to the rapidity of her motions, and the anxious 
animation of her address. Her task of dragging him 
forward might have reminded the spectator of some of 
those ancient monuments, on which a small cherub, 
singularly inadequate to the task, is often r^resented as 
hoisting upw'ard towards the empyrean the fleshy bulk of 
some ponderous tenant of the tomb, whdse dispropor* 
tioned weight bids fair to render ineffectual the benevo¬ 
lent and spirited exertions of its fluttering guide and 
assistant, 

*' Rosclien—my child—what grieves thee ? '* said the 
Netherlander, as he yielded to his daughter's violence 
with a smile, which, being on the countenance of a father, 
had more of expression and feeling than those which 
seemed to have made their constant dwelling upon his 

Ifps. '*• 

*' Here stands my father," said the impatient maiden; 
** impeach him with treason who can or dare I There 
stands Wilkin Flammock, son of Dieterick, the Cramer 
of Antwerp,—let those accuse him to his face who 
slandoed him befUnd his back I" 

Speak, Father Aldrovand," said the Lady Eveline ; 
** we are young in our lordship, and, alas 1 the duty 
hath descended upon us in an evil hour; yet we will, so 
may God and Our Lady help us, hear and judge of 
your accusation to the utmost of our power." 

“ This Wilkin Flammock," said the monk, ** however 
bold h® made himself in viUany, dares not deny 
that I heard him with my own ears treat for the su» 
render of the castle." 

“Strike him, father!" ssdd the indignant Roie^«- 
** strike the disguised mummer 1 The steel hauberk may 
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be stnidc, though not the monk's frodc—^strike Um, or 
tell him that he lies foully t" 

** Peace. Roschen, thou art mad," said her father, 
angrily ; ** the monk hath more truth than sense about 
him, and 1 would his ears had been farther off when he 
thrust them into what concerned him not." 

Rose's countenance fell when she heard ho: father 
bluntly avow the treasonable communication of which 
she had thought him incapable—she dropt the hand by 
which she had dragged him into the chapel, and stared 
on the Ladjf kveline, with eyes which seemed starting 
from their sockets, and a countenance from which the 
blood, with which it was so lately highly coloured, had 
retreated to garrison the heart. 

Eveline looked upon the culprit with a countenance in 
which sweetness and dignity were mingled with sorrow. 
** Wilkin," she said. " I could not have believed this. 
What! on the very day of thy confiding benefactor's 
death, canst thou have been tampering with bis mur« 
deifrs, to deliver up the castle and betray thy tnrst 1 — 
But I will not upbraid thee—I deprive thee of the trust 
reposed in so unworthy a person, and appoint thee to be 
kept in ward in the western tower, till God send us 
relief; when, it may be, thy daughter’s merits shall 
atone for thy offences, and ^ave fa^er punishment.— 
See that our commands be presently obeyed." 

"Yes—^yes—yes 1 " exclaimed Rose, hurrying one 
word on the other as fast and vehemmitly as she could 
articulate—"Let us go—let us go to the darkest 
dungeon—darkness befits us better than light." 

The monk, on the other hand, perceiving that the 
Fleming made no motion to obey the mandate oLarrest, 
came forward, in a manner more suiting bis ancient 
profession and present disguise, than his spiritual cha- 
r4tter; and with the words, " I attach thee, Wilkin 
Flammodkp of acknowledged treason to your li^ge lady,” 
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would have laid hand upon him, had not the Fleming 
stepped back and warned him o£f, with a menacing and 
determined gesture, while he said,—Ye are mad I—all 
of you English are mad when the moon is full, and my 
silly girl hath caught the malady.—Lady, your honoured 
father gave me a charge, which I purpose to execute to 
the best for all parties, and you cannot, being a minor, 
deprive me of it at your idle pleasure. ~»F^ther Aldro- 
vand, a monk makes no lawful arrest. Daughter 
Roschen, hold your peace and dry your eyes—^you are a 
foot" •• 

" I am, I am," said Rose, drying her eyes, and re* 
gmning her elasticity of manner,—I am indeed a fool, 
and worse than a fool, for a moment to doubt my father's 
probity.—Conheie in him, dearest lady ; he is wise though 
lie is grave, and kind though he is plain and homely in 
Ills speech. Should he prove false he will fare the worse 1 
for I will plunge myself from the pinnacle of the Warder’s 
Tower to the bottom of the moat, and he shall lose his 
own daughter for betraying liis master's. ” « 

“This is aU frenzy," said the monk—“Who trusts 
avowed traitors ?-*>Here, Normans, English, to the rescue 
of your liege lady~-Bows and bills—^bows and bills !" 

* * You may spare your throat (or your next homily, 
good father," said* the Netherlander, “or call in good 
Flemish, since you understand it, for to no other language 
win those within hearing reply." 

He then approached the Lady Eveline, with a real or 
affected air of clumsy kindness, and something as nearly 
approaching to coturtesy as bis manners and features 
coidd assume, He bade her good*night, and assuring 
her tha^ he would act for the best, left the chapel. The 
monk about to break forth into revilings, but EyeUn<^ 
with more prudence, checked his zeal. 

“ 1 cannot," she said, “but hope that this man's ig* 
tentions are honest" 
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•'Now, God's blessing on you, lady, for that very 
word I" said Rose, eagerly intrarmpting her, and kissing 
her hand. 

"But if, unhappily, they are doubtful," continued 
Eveline, " it is not by reproach that we can bring him to 
a better purpose. Good father, give an eye to the pre¬ 
parations for resistance, anfjywe nought osiiitted that our 
means fumijih for the defeniV^l|y|ie castle." 

' * Fear nothing, my deares^piNA^ter," said Aldrovand; 
•' there are still some Englisli amongst us, and we 
will rather k!H and eat the FlMj^k^s themselves than sur¬ 
render the castle." 

* * That were food as dangerous to eonfe by as bear's 
venison, father," answered Rose bitterly, still on fire with 
the idea that the monk treated her nation with suspicion 
and contumely. 

On these terms they separated—the women to indulge 
their fears and sorrows in private grief, or alleviate them 
by private devotion ; the monk to try to discover what 
weSte the real purposes of Wilkin Flammock, and to 
counteract them if possible, should they seem to indicate 
treachery. His eye, however^ though sharpened by 
strong suspicion, saw nothing to strengthen his fears, ex¬ 
cepting that the Fleming had, with ^nsiderable military 
skill, placed the principal posts of the casde in the 
charge of his own countrymen, which must make any 
attempt to dispossess him of bis present authority both 
difficult hnd dangerous. The monk at length retired, 
summoned by the duties of the evening service, and 
with the determination to be stirring with the lig^t the 
nest morning. 
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CHAP. VII. 

Ohy tadly shines ihe fnaming s$m 
On Uaguer^d castle wall^ 

When hastioHy toToer, and battletneni^ 

Seem noddit^^iheirfall. —Old Ballad. 

H RUE to his rip^tion, and telling''his beads as 
he went, that^IMT anight lose no time, Father 
Aldrovand b^||^i||^'^s rounds in the^castle so soon 
as daylight had touchra the top of the eastern horizon. 
A natural instinct led him first to those stalls which, had 
the fortress been properly victualled for a siege, ought to 
have been tenanted by cattle; and great was his delight 
to see more than a score of fat kine and bullocks in the 
place which had last night been empty 1 One of them 
bad already been carried to the shambles, and a Fleming or 
two, who played butchers on the occasion, were dividing 
the carcass for the cook’s use. The good father had y^ell- 
nigh cried out a miracle ; but, not to be too precipi¬ 
tate, he limited his transport to a private exclamation in 
honour of Our Lady of the Garde Doloureuse. 

'*Who talks of lack of provender?—who speaks of 
surrender now ? ” Ve said. Here israough to maintain 
us till Hugo de Lacy arrives, were he to sail back from 
C 3 rprus to our rdief. I did purpose to have fasted this 
morning, as well to save victuals as on a religious 
score; tmt the blessings of the saints must not be 
slighted.—Sir Cook, let me have balf-a-yard or so of 
broiled beef presently; bid the pander send me a 
manchet, and the butler a cup of wine. I vrill take a 
running breakfast on the western batdements.” 

At this place, which was rather the weakest point of 
the Garde Doloureuse, the good father found Wilkj^n 
Flammock anxiously superintending the necessary 
measures of defence. He greeted him courteously, con* 
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gratttlated him on the stodc of provisions with which the 
castle had been supplied during the night, and was 
Inquiring bow they had been so happily introduced 
through the Welsh besi^ers. when Will^ tocdc the first 
occasion to interrupt him. 

** Of all this another time, good father; but I wish at 
present, and before other discourse, to consult thee on a 
matter which presses my consdence. and, moreover, 
deeply conc&ns my worldly estate.** 

Speak on. my excellent son." said the father, con¬ 
ceiving that lie should thus gain the key to Wilkin's real 
intentions. ** Oh. a tender consdence is a jewel I and he 
that will not listen when it saith. * Pour out thy doubts 
into the ear of the priest.* shall one day have his own 
dolorous outcries choked with fire and brimstone. Thou 
wert ever of a tender conscience, son Wilkin, though 
thou hast but a rough and borrel bearing.** 

** Well, then," said Wilkin, ** you are to know, good 
father, that I have had some dealings with my neighbour, 
Ja%Vanwelt. concerning my daughter Rose, and that he 
has paid me certain gilders on condition I will match her 
to him:*' 

" P^w, |»haw 1 my good son,** said the disappointed 
confessor, ** this gear can lie over—this is no time for 
marrying or giving in marriage, whin we are all like to 
be murdered.’* 

*' Nay, but hear me, good father," said the Fleming, 
** for this point of consdence concerns the present case 
more nearly than you wot of .—You must know I have no 
will to bestow Rose on this same Jan Vanwelt, who is old, 
and of ill conditions ; and I wotdd know of you whethei 
1 may, in conscience, refuse him my consent ? ** 

"Truly," said Father Aldrovand, "Rose is h pretty 
lass, though somewhat hasty; and I think yoq may 
l)onest]y withdraw your consent, always on paying back 
gilders you have received." 
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** But there lies the pinch, good father/' said the 
neming-~**the refunding this money will reduce me to 
utter poverty. The Welsh have destroyed my substance; 
and this handful of money is all, God help me 1 on which 
1 must begin the world again." 

**Nevertheless, son Wilkin," said Aldrovand, "thou 
must keep thy word, or pay the foifeit; for what saitb 
the text ? Quis habitabit in tabemaculo, quia requicscit 
m monte sancto 9 —^Who shall ascend to the tabernacle, 
and dwell in the holy mountain? Is it not answered 
again, Qui jurat proximo et non decifit ^Go to, my 
«on—break not thy plighted word for a little hlthy lucre— 
better is an empty stomach and a hungry heart with a 
clear conscience, than a fatted ox with iniquity and word¬ 
breaking.—Sawest thou not' our late noble lord, who 
' may his soul be happy !) chose rather to die in unequal 
Irnttie, like a true knight, than live a perjured man, 
though he had but spoken a rash word to a Welshman 
over a wine-dask ? " 

" Alas! then," said the Fleming, " this is even whit I 
feared ! We must e’en render up the castle, or restore 
to the Welshman Jorworth the cattle, by means of which 
1 had schemed to victual and defend it." 

" How—wherefo^;^—what dost thou mean?" said'the 
monk, in astonishment. " 1 speak to thee of Rose 
Flamroock and Jan Van-devil, or whatever you call him, 
ctnd you reply with talk about cattte and castles, an 4 I 
wot not what 1" 

" So please you, holy father, I' did but speak in 
parables. This castle was the daughter I had promised 
to deliver over—the Welshman i» Jan Van welt, and the 
gilders were the cattle he has sent in, as a part-paym«it 
beforehand of my guerdon." 

*' Parables 1" said the monk, colouring with anger at 
the trick put on him ; '* what has a boor like thee to db 
with parables But I forgive thee —1 forgive ihee." 
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**I am therefore to yield the castle to the Welsh' 
man, or restore him hU cattle ? " said the impenetrable 
Dutbbman. 

*' Sooner yield thy soul to Satan I *' replied the monk. 

** I fear me it must be the alternative,*' said the Flem¬ 
ing ; for the example of thy honoiuable lord ”- 

The example of an honourable fool"—answered th« 
monk ; th^ presently subjoined, Our Lady be'with ho: 
servant I—This Belgiobrained boor makes me forget 
what 1 would say/' 

Nay, but the holy text which your reverence cited to 
me even now," continued the Fleming, 

** Go to," said the monk : what hast thou to do to 
presume to think of texts ?—knowest thou not that the 
letter of the Scripture slaycth, and that it is the exposition 
which maketh to live?—Art thou not like one who, 
cbming to a physician, conceals from him half the 
symptoms of the disease?—I teU thee, thou foolish 
Fleming, the text speaketh but of promises made unto 
ClvistianSt and there is in the Rubric a special exception 
of such as are made to Welshmen." At this €!Dmmentar>' 
the Fleming grinned so broadly as to show his whole 
case of broad strong white teeth. Father Aldrovand 
himself grinned in empathy, and th^ proceeded to say, 
—“Come, oomc, I see how it is. 'Thou hast studied 
some smaU revenge on me for doubting of thy truth ; and, 
in verity, I think thou hast taken'ft wittily enough. But 
wherefore didst thou not let me into the secret from the 
beginning? 1 promise thee I had foul suspicions of thee." 

“ What r* said the Fleming, “is it possible I.could 
ever think of involving your re ve rence in a little matter 
of deceit? Surely Heaven hath seat me moB» grace 
and manners.—Hark, 1 hear Jorworth's horn at tibe 
gate." 

« ** He blows like a town swineherd/' said Aldrovand, 
in disdain. 

73 • 



THE BETROTHED. 

'*It is not jrour reverence's pleasure that I should 
restore the cattle unto him, then ? " said Flammock. 

** Yes, thus far. Prithee, deliver him straightway over 
the walls such a tub of boiling water as shall scald the 
hair from his goatskin cloak. And, hark thee, do thou, 
in the first place, try the tempeiature of the kettle with 
thy forefinger, and that shall be thy penance for the trick 
thou hast played me. ” * 

The Fleming answered tUs with another broad grin of 
intelligence, and they proceeded to the guter gate, to 
which Jorworth had come alone. Placing himself at the 
wicket, which, however, he kept carefully barred, and 
speaking through a small opening, contrived for such 
purpose, Wilkin Flammock demanded of the Welshman 
his business. 

* * To receive rendition of the castle, agreeable to pro¬ 
mise," said Jorworth. 

** Ay ? and art thou come on such an errand alone?** 
said Wilkin. 

** No, truly," answered Jorworth ; ** I have some two 
score of men concealed among yonder bushes." 

“Then thou hadst best lead them away quickly,” 
answered Wilkin, “ before our archers let ily a sheaf of 
arrows among the\n." 

“ How, villain I Dost thou not mean to keep thy 
promise ? " said the Welshman. 

“ 1 gave thee none,'* said the Fleming; “ I promised 
but to think on what thou didst say. 1 have done so, 
and have communicated with my ghostly father, who 
will in no respect hear of thy proposal." 

“And wilt thou," said Jorworth, “keep the cattle, 
which' I nmply seat into the castle on the faith of our 
agreement ? " 

' * I will excommuiucate and deliver him over to Satan,” 
said the monk, unable to wait the phlegmatic and linger¬ 
ing answer of the Fleming, “if he give hon, hoof, or 
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hair of them, to such an uncircumcised Philistine as 
thou or thy master." 

** It is well, shorn priest," answered Jorworth in great 
anger. * * But mark me—reckon not on your frock for 
ransom. When Gwen wyn hath taken this castle, as it shall 
not longer shelter such a pair of faithless traitors, I will 
have you sewed up each into the carcass of one of these 
kine, for which your penitent has forsworn himself, and lay 
you where wolf and eagle shall be your only companions." 

** Thou wilt work thy will when it is matched with thy 
power," said the sedate Netherlander. 

'' False 'Welshman, we defy thee to thy teeth I" 
answered, in the same breath, the more irascible monk. 
*' I trust to see the hounds gnaw thy joints ere that day 
come that ye talk of so proudly," 

By way of answer to both, Jorworth drew bade his 
arm with his levelled javelin, and shaking the shaft till it 
acquired a vibratory motion, he hurled it with equal 
strength and dexterity right «^;ainst the aperture in the 
wi^et. It whizzed through the opening at which it was 
aimed, and flew (harmlessly, however) between the heads 
of the monk and the Fleming; the former of whom 
started back, while the latter only said, as he looked at 
the javelin, which stood quivering in the door of the 
guard-room,' * That was well aimed and happily baulked." 

Jorworth, the instant he had flung his dart, hastened 
to the ambush which he had i^epared, and gave them at 
once the signal and the example of a rapid retreat down 
the hill. Father Aldrovand would willingly have followed 
them with a volley of arrows, but the Fleming observed 
that ammunition was too precious with them to be 
vrasted on a few runaways. Perhaps the hon^t man 
remembered that they had come within the danger of 
such a salutation, in some measure, on his own assurance. 
« 'When the noise of the hasty retreat of Jorworth and 
his followers had died away, there ensued a dead silence, 
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well corresponding with the coolness and calmness of 
that early hour in the morning. 

This will not last long,'* said Wilkin to the monk, in 
a tone of foreboding seriousness, which found an echo 
m the good father's bosom. 

" It wUl not, and it cannot," answered Aldrovand; 
**and we must expect a shrewd attack, which I should 
mind little, but that their numbers are gresl, ours few ; 
the extent of the walls considerable, and the obstinacy 
of these Welsh fiends almost equal to their fury. But 
we will do the best. 1 will to the Lady Eveline—>She 
must show herself upon the battlements—She is fairer in 
feature than becometh a man of my order to speak of; 
and she has withal a breathing of her father’s lofty spirit. 
'Fhe look and the word of such a lady wiU give a man 
double strength in the hour of need." 

** It may be," said the Fleming; ** and 1 wiU go see 
that the good breakfast which I have appointed be pre¬ 
sently served forth; it will give my Flemings more 
strength than the sight of the ten thousand virj^ns—i^ay 
their help be with us 1—were they all arranged on a fair 
field." 


CHAP. VIll. 


Two* when yt ndudt 'tnui sapand sugyr 
The banner ^yonr rightful liege 
A tyour she ea^tain'e caU, 

WhOt t$tiracle ^wo$Hankiud^ 

Leeti mettle to the rnmnest Hnd 
That memdd her eaetle wall, 

WiixiAM Stbwaxt Rons. 


HE morning light was scarce fvlty spread 
abroad, when £v^/ne Berenger, in compliance 
>vith her confessor's advice, commenced her pr6- 
gress around the walls and battlements of the bfleaguered 
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castle, to confirm, by her personal entreaties, the minds 
of the valiant, and to rouse the more timid to hope and 
to exertion. She wore a rich collar and bracelets, as 
ornaments which indicated her rank and high descent; 
and her under tunic, in the manner of the times, was 
gathered around her slender waist by a girdle, em¬ 
broidered with precious stones, and secured by a large 
buckle of gold. From one side of the girdle was sus¬ 
pended a pouch or purse, splendidly adorned with 
needle-work, and on the left side it sustained a small 
dagger of <ftc(;(uisite workmanship. A dark-coloured 
mantle, chosen as emblematic of her clouded fortunes, 
was flung loosely around her; and its hood was brought 
forward, so as to shadow, but not hide, h^ beautiful 
countenance. Her looks had lost the high and ecstatic 
expression which had been inspired by supposed ret'ela- 
tion, but thqr retained a sorrowful and mild, yet deter¬ 
mined character—^and, in addressing the soldiers, she 
used a mixture of entreaty and command—now throwing 
heiielf upon their protection—now demanding in her aid 
the just tribute of their allegiance. 

llie garrison was divided, as military skill dictated, in 
groups, on the points most liable to attack, or from 
which an assailing enemy might be l^t annoyed; and it 
was this unavoidable separation of tneir force into small 
detachments, which showed to disadvantage the extent 
of walls, compared with the number of the defenders; 
and though Wilkin flammock had contrived several 
means of concealing this deficiency of force from the 
enemy, he could not disguise it from the defenders of 
the castle, who cast mournful glances mi the length of 
tiattlements which were unoccupied save hy s^tinels, 
aad then looked out to the &tal Md of batile, ioaded 
vdtb the bodih of tbo$e who ought to have beitt Ifiefr 

oomtades in this hour o^ peril. 

The presenoeof Eveline did much to rouse the garrison 
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from this state of discouragement. I^e glided from 
post to post, from tower to tower, of the old grey 
fortress, as a gleam of light passes over a clouded land¬ 
scape, and, touching its various points in succession, 
calls them out to beauty and effect. Sorrow and fear 
sometimes make sufferers eloquent. She addressed the 
various nations who composed her little garrison, each in 
appropriate language. To the English, ^e spoke as 
children of the soil—to the Flemings, as men who bad 
become denizens by the right of hospitality—to the 
Normans, as descendants of that victorious <race, whose 
sword had made them the nobles and sovereigns of every 
land where its edge had been tried. To them she used 
the language of chivaliy, by whose rules the meanest of 
that nation regulated, or affected to regulate, his actions. 
The English she reminded of their good faith and 
honesty of heart; and to the Flemings she spoke of the 
destruction of their property, the fruits of their honest 
industry. To all she proposed vengeance for the death 
of their leader and his followers—to all she recori- 
mended confidence in God and Our Lady of the Garde 
Doloureuse; and she ventured to assure all, of the 
strong and victorious bands that were already in march 
to their relief. 

** Will the gaUanl champions of the cross,” she said, 

think of leaving their native land, while the wail of 
women and of orphans is in thdr ears ?—^it were to con¬ 
vert their pious purpose into mortal sin, and to derogate 
from the high fame they have so well won. Yes—fight 
but valiantly, and perhaps, before the very sun that is 
now slowly rising shall sink in the sea, you will see it 
shining on the ranks of Shrewsbtiry and Chester. When 
did the Welshmen wait to hear the clangour of their 
trumpets, or the rustling of their silken banners ? Fight 
ioavely—-fight freely but a while 1—our castle is strong 
—our munition ample—your hearts are good —your 
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arms are powerful—God is nigh to us, and our friends 
are not for dtetant. Fight, then, in the name of all that 
is good and holy—fight for yourselves, for your wives, 
for your children, and for your property—and oh I fight 
for an orphan maiden, who hath no other defenders but 
what a sense of her sorrows, and the remembrance of 
her fother, may raise up among you 1” 

Such speeches as these made a powerful impression 
on the mea to whom they were addressed, already 
hardened, by habits and sentiments, against a sense of 
danger. The, chivalrous Normans swore, on the cross 
of their swoi^, they would die to a man ere they would 
surrender their posts—^the blunter Anglo-Saxons cried, 
** Shame on him who would render up such a lamb as 
Eveline to a Welsh wolf, while he could make her a 
bulwark with his bodyl”—Even the cold Flemings 
caught a spark of the enthusiasm with which the others 
were animated, and muttered to each other praises of 
the young lady's beauty, and short but honest resolves 
to do the best they might in her defence. 

^ose Flammock, who accompanied her lady with one 
or two attendants upon her circuit around the castle, 
seemed to have relapsed into her natural character of a 
shy and timid girl, out of the excited state into which 
she had been brought by the susp^ions which in the 
evening before had attadied to her father’s diaraeter. 
She tripped closely but respectfully after Eveline, and 
listened to what she said firom time to time, with the 
awe and admiration of a child listening to its tutor, 
while only her moistened eye expressed how far she felt 
or comprehended the extent of the danger, or the force 
of the exhortations. There was, however, a moment 
when the youthful maiden's eye became more bright, her 
step more confident, her looks more devated. iniis was 
when they approached the spot whme her fother, having 
discharged the duties of commander of the gmtison, 
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was now exercising those of engineer, and displaying 
great skill, as well as wonderful personal strength, in 
directing and assisting the establishment of a large man* 
gonel (a military engine used for casting stones), upon a 
station commanding an exposed postent gate, wbi^ led 
from the v/estern .side of the castle down to the plain ; 
and where a severe assault was naturally to be escpected. 
The greater part of his armour lav beside 1^. but 
covered with his cassock to screen it firom momlitg dew ; 
while in his leathern doublet, with arms bare to the 
shoulder, and a huge sledge-hammer m his hand, he set 
an example to the mechanics who worked under his 
direction. 

In slow and solid natures there is usually a touch of 
shamefacedness, and a sensitiveness to the breach of 
petty observances. Wilkin Flamroock had been un¬ 
moved even to insensibility at the imputation of treason 
so lately cast upon him ; but he coloured high, and was 
confused, while, hastily throwing on his cassock, he en¬ 
deavoured to conceal the dishabille in which he had 
been surprised by the Lady Eveline. Not so bis daugh¬ 
ter. Proud of W fath^’s zeal, her eye gleamed from 
him to her mistress with a look of triumph, which seemed 
to say, "And this faithful follower is he who was sus¬ 
pected of treachery I ” 

Eveline’s own ^som made her the same reproach; 
and anxious to atone for her momentary doubt of bis 
fiddity, she ofifei^ for his acceptance a ring of value, 
" in sniall amends,” she said, " of momwtaiy npisoon- 
struction. ” 

" It needs not. lady,” said Flam,mock, with bis uspal 
bluntness, "unless I have the freedoto to bestow the 
gaud on Rose; for I think she was grieved enough at 
that which moved me tittle,—ast why &o^d.it^” 
"Dispose of it thou setid jBveline; **fhe 
stone it bears is as true as ihtne own faiths” 
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Here Eveline paused, and looking on the broad ex> 
pended plain which extended between the site of the 
castle and the river, obsoved how silent and still the 
* morning was rising over what had so lately been a scene 
of such extensive slaughter. 

** It will not be so long,” answered Flammock ; we 
shall have noise enough, and that nearer to our ears 
than yesterday." 

“Which way lie the enemy?" said Eveline; “me* 
thinks 1 can spy ndther tents nor pavilions." 

“ They use none, lady,” answered Wilkin Flammock. 
“ Heaven hasMraied them the grace and knowledge to 
weave linen enough for such a purpose—Yonder they lie 
on both sides of the river, covered with nought but their 
white mantles. Would one think that a host of thieves 
and cut-throats could look so like the finest object in 
nature—a wdl-spread bleaching-field ?—Hark—hark !— 
the vmsps are beginning to buzz; they will soon be 
plying their stings.” 

In fact, there was heard among the Welsh army a 
low dhd indistinct murmur, like that of 

£«6 s alarm'd, and mustaring in their hivea. 

Terrified at the hollow menacing sound, which grew 
louder every moment. Rose, who had ^ the irritability 
of a sensitive teniperament, clung to her father's arm, 
saying, in a terrified whisper, “ It is like the sound of 
the sea the night before the great inundation." 

And it betokens too rough weather for women to be 
abroad in," said Flammock. “ Go to your chamber. 
Lady EvdUne, if it be your will—and go you too, 
Roschen—God bless you both—ye do but keep us idle 
here." ^ • 

Ajid, indeed^ consdotis that she had done aU that was 
incumbent u^n her, and fearful lest the chill which she 
fdf creeping over her own heart should infect others, 
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Eveline took her vassal’s advice, and withdrew slowly to 
her own apartment, often casting back her eye to the 
place where the Wdsh, now drawn out and under arms, 
were advancing their ridgy battalions, like the waves of 
an approaching tide. 

The Prince of Powys had, with considerable military 
skill, adopted a plan of attadc suitable to the fiery genius 
of his followers, and calculated to alarm on every point 
the feeble garrison. ^ 

The three sides of the castle which were defended by 
the river, were watched each a nume^us body of the 
British, with instructions to confine themsdves to the 
discharge of arrows, unless they should observe that 
some favourable opportunity of dose attack should 
occur. But far the greater part of Gwenwyn's forces, 
consisting of three columns of great strength, advanced 
along the plain on the western side of the castle, and 
menaced, with a desperate assault, the walls, which, in 
that direction, were deprived of the defence of the river. 
The first of these formidable bodies consisted entj^ly of 
archers, who dispersed themselves in front of the be> 
ieaguered place, and took advantage of every bush and 
rising ground which could afford them shelter; and then 
began to bend their bows and shower their arrows on 
the battlements^*and loop*holes, suffering, however, a 
great deal more damage than they were able to inflict, 
as the garrison returned thdr riiot in comparative safety, 
and with more secure and deliberate aim.* Under 
cover, however, of thdr dischaige of arrows, two very 
strong bodies of Welsh attempted to carry the outer 
defences of the castle storm. Th^ had axes to de¬ 
stroy the palisades, then called barriers ; fagots to fill up 
the ixter^ ditches; torches to set fire to aught com¬ 
bustible which they might find; and, above all, ladders 
to scale the walls. ,, 

These detachments rushed with incredible ftiry towards 
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the point of attack, despite a most obstinate defence* and 
the great loss which they sustained by missSes of every 
kind, and continued the assault for nearly an hour, sup* 
plied by reinforcements which more than recruited their 
diminished numbers. When they were at last compelled 
to retreat, th^ seemed to adopt a new and yet more 
harassing species of attack. A large body assaulted one 
exposed point of the fortress with such fury as to draw 
thither as many of the besieged as could possibly be 
spared from other defended posts, and when there ap> 
peared a point les^ strcrngly manned than was adequate 
to defence, that, in its turn, was furiously assailed by a 
separate body of the enemy. 

Thus the defenders of the Garde Dolooreuse resem¬ 
bled the embarrassed traveller, engaged in repelling a 
swarm of hornets, which, while he brushes them from 
one part, fix in swarms upon another, and drive him to 
despair by their numbers, and the boldness and multi¬ 
plicity of their attacks. The postern being of course 
a principal point of attack. Father Aldrovand, whose 
anxiety would not permit him to be absent from 
the walls, and who, indeed, where decency would 
permit, took an occasional share in the active defence 
of the place, hasted thither, as the point chiefly in 
danger. • 

Here he found the Fleming, like a second Ajax, grim 
with dust and blood, working with his own hands the 
great engine which he had latdy helped to erect, and 
at the same time giving heedful eye to all the exigencies 
around. 

'*How thinkest thou of this day's work?** said the 
monk in a whisper. 

What ^ills it talking of it, father?** replied Ram- 
modc; '* thou art no soldier, and 1 have no time for 
words.*' 

*^ay, take thy breath," said the monk, tucking up 
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the sleeves of his frodc; I will try to help thee the 
whilst—although, Our Lady pity me, I know nothing of 
these strange devices, ~not even the names. But om 
rule commands us to labour; there can be no harm, 
therefore, in turning this Mranch-~or ki placing this 
steel'beaded piece of wood opposite to the cord (suit* 
ing bis actions to bis words), nor see I aught un- 
canonical in adjusting the lever thus, or fn touching the 
spring.” 

The large bolt whizzed through the (ur as he spoke, 
and was so successfully aimed, that it ''struck down a 
Welsh chief of eminence, to whom Gwenw)m himself was 
in the act of giving some important charge. 

"Well driven, treiuchet —well flown, quarrel /” cried 
the monk, unable to contain his delight, and giving, m 
bis triumph, the true technical names to the engine, and 
the javdin which it discharged. 

*' And well aimed, monk,” added Wilkin Flammock; 
*' I think thou knowest more than is in thy breviary.” 

Care not thou for that,” said the father; " aifd now 
that thou seest 1 can work an engine, and that the 
Welsh knaves seem something low in stomach, what 
Lhink'st thou of our estate ? ” 

“ Well enoug|i~for a bad one—^if we may hapci for 
speedy succour ; but men's bodies are of flesh, not of 
iron, and we may be at last wearied out by numbera 
Only one soldier to four yards of wall is a fe^ul odds; 
nnd the villains are aware of it, and keep us to sharp 
work.** 

The renewal of the a^ult here broke off their conver¬ 
sation, nor did the active enemy permit them to enjoy 
mucl;^ repose until sunset; for, alarming them with 
.•epeated menaces of attack upon different points, besides 
making two or three formidable and furious assaults, 
they left them scarce time to breathe, or to take a 
moment's refreshment Yet the Welsh paid a severe 
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price for their temerity; for. while nothing could exceed 
the bravery with which their men repeatedly advanced to 
the attack, those which were made latest in the day 
had less of animated desperation than their first onset; 
and it is probable, that the sense of having sustained 
great loss, and apprehension of its effects on the spirits 
of his people, made nightfall, and the interruption of the 
contest, as acceptable to Gwenwyn as to the exhausted 
garrison of the Garde Doloureuse. 

But in the camp or leaguer of the Welsh there was 
glee and trinnlph, for the loss of the past day was for¬ 
gotten in recollection of the signal victory which had 
preceded this siege ; and the dispirited garrison could 
hear from their walls the laugh and the song, the sound 
of harping and gaiety, which triumphed by anticipation 
over their surrender. 

The sun was for some time sunk, the twilight deepened, 
and night closed with a blue and cloudless sky, in which 
the thousand spangles that deck the firmament received 
doubft brilliancy from some slight touch of frost, 
cithough the paler planet, their mistress, was but in her 
first quarter. The necessities of the garrison were con¬ 
siderably aggravated by that of keeping a very strong 
and watchful guard, ill according witk the weakness of 
their numbers, at a time which appeared favourable to 
any sudden nocturnal alarm ; and so urgent was this 
duty, that those who had been more slightly wounded 
on the preceding day, were obliged to take their share 
in it, notwithstanding their hurts. The monk and 
Fleming, vriio now perfectly understood each other, went 
m company around the walls at midnight, exhorting the 
warders to be watchful, and examining with tbej^ own 
eyes the state of the fortress. It was in Uie course of 
these rounds, and as they were ascending an devated 
plsftform by a range of narrow and uneven stejM, some¬ 
thing galH^ to the monk's tread, that they perceived on 
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the summit to which they were ascendingf, instead of 
the black corselet of the Flemish sentinel who had been 
placed there, two white forms, the appearance of which 
struck Wilkin Flammock with more dismay than he had 
shown during any of the doubtful events of the preceding 
day's fight. 

"Father," he said, "betake yourself to your tools— 
es spuckt —^there are hobgoblins here. ” 

The good father had not learned as a pdest to defy the 
spiritual host, whom, as a soldier, he had dreaded more 
than any mortal enemy ; but he began, to recite, with 
chattering teeth, the exorcism of the church, ** Conjuro 
vosomnes, ^iritus maligni, ntagni afqueparvi,” —^when 
he was interrupted by the voice of Eveline, who called 
out, " Is it you, Father Aldrovand? " 

Much lightened at heart by finding they had no ghost 
to deal with, Wilkin Flammock and the priest advanced 
hastily to the platform, where they found the lady with 
her faithful Rose, the former with a half-pike in her band, 
like a sentind on duty. 

"How is this, daughter?" said the monk; "how 
came you here, and thus armed? and where is the 
sentinel,—the lazy Flemish hound, that should have 
kept the post?" 

‘' May he not be a lazy hound, yet not a Flemish one, 
father?" said Rose, who was ever awakened by any¬ 
thing which seemed a reflection upon her country; 
"methiaks I have heard of such curs of English 
breed." 

"Go to, Rose, you are too malapert for a young 
maiden," said her father. "Once more, where is Petcr- 
kih Vorst, who should have kept this post ? " 

" liSt him not be blamed for my fault," said Eveline, 
pointing to a place where the Flemish sentinel lay in the 
shade of the battlement fast asleep—" He was overcome 
with toil—had fought hard through the day, and when I 
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saw him a^eep as 1 came hither, like a wandering spirit 
^ that cannot take slumber or repose, I would not disturb 
the rest which I envied. As he had fought for me, I 
might, I thought, watch an hour for him; so I took his 
weapon with the purpose of remaining here till some one 
shotild come to relieve him." 

" 1 will relieve the schelm, with a vengeance 1 ” said 
Wilkin Flamtnock, and saluted the slumbering and pro* 
strate warder with two kicks, which made his corselet 
datter. The man started to his feet in no small alarm, 
which he would have communicated to the next sentinels 
and to the whole garrison, by crying out that the Welsh 
were upon the walls, had not the monk covered his 
broad mouth with his band just as the roar was issuing 
forth.—' * Peace, and get thee down to the under bayley, ” 
said he thou deservest death by all the policies of 
war-~but look ye, varlet, and see who has saved your 
worthless neck, watching while you were dreaming of 
swig's flesh and beer-pots.*' 

Tne Fleming, although as yet but half awake, was 
sufficiently consdous of his situation to sneak off without 
reply, after two or three awkward congees, as well to 
Eveline as to those by whom his repose been so 
unceremoniously interrupted. • 

** He deserves to be tied neck and hed, the hounds- 
foot," said Wilkin. '* But what would you have, lady/ 
My countrymen cannot live without rest or sleep." So 
saying, be gave a yawn so wide, as if he had proposed 
to swallow one of the turrets at an angle of the jdatform 
on which he stood, as if it had only garnished a Christ¬ 
mas pasty. 

"True, good Wilkin," said Eveline: "andado you 
therefore take some rest, and trust to my watchfulness, 
at least till the guards are relieved. I cannot sleep if I 
would, and 1 would not if I could." 

"Thanks, lady," said Flammock ; "and, in truth, as 
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this is a centrical place, and the rounds must pass in an 
hour at farthest, I will e’en dose my eyes for such a 
space, for the lids feel as heavy as flood-gates.'* 

"Oh, father, father!" exclaimed Rose, alive to her 
sire’s unceremonious neglect of decorum^'* think where 
you are, and in whose presence 1" 

"Ay, ay, good Flammock," said the monk, **re- 
membm* the presence of a noble Norman maiden is 
no place for folding of cloaks and doiming of n^t* 
caps." 

’' Let him alone, father," said Eveline,«who in another 
moment might have smiled at the readiness with which 
Wilkin Flammock folded himself in his huge cloak, 
extended his substantial form on the stone bench, and 
gave the most decided tokens of profound repose long 
ere the monk had done speaking—" Forms and fashions 
of respect," she continued, "are for times of ease and 
nicety ;—^when in danger, the soldier's beddhamber is 
hrherever be can find leisure for an hour's $1eep~his 
eating-hall, wherevei bm can obtain food. Si’hthou 
down by Rose and me, good father, and tell us of 
some holy lesson which may pass away these hours 
of weariness and calamity." 

The father obeyed; but however willing to afford 
consolation, his ingenuity and theological skill.suggested 
nothing belter than a recitation of the penitentiary 
psalms, in which task he continued until fatigue became 
too powrerful for him also, when he committed the 
same breach of decorum for which he had upbraided 
Wilkin Flammock* and fdl fast asleep in the midst of his 
devotions. 
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CHAP. IX. 

** Oh, mgkt <(f waft** ^he said and wsfi^ 

*' Oh, night foreboding sorrow f 
Oh, night qfwoef* she said and we^it 
** Bat mare / dread the morrow t ** 

StR Gilbert Elliot. 

H a 

HE fotifue which had exhausted Flammock 
and the monk was unfdt by the two anxious 
maidens, who remained with their eyes bent 
now upon the dim landscape, now on the stars by which 
a was lighted, as if they could have read there the events 
whidi the morrow was to bring forth. It was a placid 
and melancholy scene. Tree and field, and hiU and 
plain, lay before them in doubtful light, while at greater 
distance their eye could with difficulty trace one or two 
places where the river, hidden in general by banks and 
trees, spread its more expanded bosom to the stars, and 
the pale crescent. All was stiU, excepting the solemn 
rush of the vm^ters, and now and then the shrill tinkle of 
a harp, which, heard from more than a mile's distance 
through the midnight silence, announced that some of 
the Welshmen still protracted their most brioved amuse> 
ment. The wild notes, partially heard* seemed like the 
voice of some passing spirit; and, connected as they 
were with ideas of fierce and unrelenting hostility, 
thrill^ oh Eveline's ear, as if propheric of war and woe, 
captivity and death. The only other souiuis which dis> 
turbed the extreme stillness of the idght were the oo 
casional step of a sentinel upon his post, or the hooting 
of the owls, which seemed to wail the approaching down- 
fall of the moonlight turrets in which th^ had estabiUbed 
their ancient habitations. 

The calmness of all around seemed to press tike a 
weight on the bosom of the unhappy Eveline, and brought 
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;o her mind a deeper sense of present grief, and keener 
apprehension of future horrors, than had reigned there 
during the bustle, blood, and confusion of the pre^ 
ceding day. She rose up—she sat down—she moved to 
and fro on the platform—she remained fixed like a statue 
to a single spot, as if she were trying by variety of 
posture to divert her internal sense of fear and sorrow. 

At length, looking at the monk and the Fleming as 
they slept soundly under the shade of the 4}attlement, she 
cotdd no longer forbear breaking silence. **Men are 
happy.” she said, **my beloved Rose; their anxious 
thoughts are either diverted by toilsoifie exertion, or 
drowned in the insensibility which follows it. They may 
encounter wounds and death, but it is we who feel in the 
spirit a more keen anguish than the body knows, and in 
the gnawing sense of present ill and fear of future misery, 
suffer a living death, more cruel than that which ends our 
woes at once.” 

** Do not be thus downcast, my noble lady,” said 
Rose ; *' be rather what you were yesterday—caring for 
the wounded, for the aged, for every one but yoi/rsi^— 
exposing even your dear life among the showers of the 
Welsh arrows, when doing so could give courage to 
others ; while I—shame on me—could but tremble, sob, 
and weep, and nf;eded all the little wit 1 have to prevent 
my touting with the wild cries of the Welsh, or scream¬ 
ing and groaning with those of our friends who fell 
around me.” 

** Alas! Rose,” answered her mistress, ** you may at 
pleasure indulge your fears to the verge of distraction 
itself—you have a father to fight and watch for you. 
Mine—my kind, noble, and honoured parent—lies dead 
on yonder field, and all which remains for me is to act as 
may best become his memory* But this moment is at 
least mine, to think upon and to mourn for him. ” 

So saying, and overpowered by the long-repre&sed 
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burst of filial sorrow, she sunk dovm on the banquette 
which ran along the inside of the embattled parapet of the 
platform, and. murmuring to herself. " He is gone for 
ever I *' abandoned herself to the extremity of grief. 
One hand grasped unconsciously the weapon which she 
held, and served, at the same time, to prop her forehead, 
while the tears, by which she was now for the first time 
relieved, flowed in torrents from her eyes, and her sobs 
rseemed so convubive, that Rose almost feared her heart 
was bursting. Her affection and sympathy dictated at 
once the kindelt course which Eveline's condition per¬ 
mitted. Without attempting to control the torrent of 
grief in its full current, she gently sat her down beside 
the mourner, and possessing herself of the hand which 
had sunk motionless by her side, she alternately pressed 
it to her lips, her bosom, and her brow—now covered it with 
kisses, now bedewed it with tears, and amid these tokens 
of the most devoted and humble sympathy, waited a 
more composed moment to offer her little stock of con* 
solatiBn in such deep silence and stillness, that, as the 
pale light fell upon the two beautiful young women, it 
seemed rather to show a group of statuary, the work of 
some eminent sculptor, than beings whose ^es still 
wept, and whose hearts still throbbed. At a little 
distance, the gleaming corselet of the Fleming, and the 
dark garments of Father Aldrovand, as they lay prostrate 
on the stone steps, might represent the bodies of those 
for whom the principal figures were mourning. 

After a deep agony of many minutes, it seemed that 
the sorrows of Eveline were assuming a more composed 
character; her* convulsive sobs were changed for long, 
low, profound sighs, and the course of her tears, though 
they stiU flowed, was milder and less violent. Her kind 
attendant, availing herself of these gentler symptoms, 
tried softly to win the spear from her lady's grasp. Let 
me be sentinel for a while," slie said, **my sweet lady—I 
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will at least scream louder than you, if any danger should 
approach." She ventured to kiss her cheek, and throw 
her arms around Eveline's neck while she spoke ; but a 
mute caress, which expressed her sense of the faithful 
girl's kind intentions to minister if possible to her repose, 
was the only answer returned. They remained for many 
minutes silent in the same posture,—Eveline, like an 
upright and slender poplar—Rose, who encircled her 
lady in her arms, like the woodbine which twines around it. 

At length Rose suddenly felt her young mistress shiver 
in her embrace, and then Eveline grasped her arm 
rigidly as she whispered. " Do you hear nothing ? " 

" No—^nothing but the hooting of the owl," answered 
Rose, timorously. 

" 1 heard a distant sound," said Eveline,—" I thought 
1 heard it—hark, it comes again 1—Look from the battle¬ 
ments, Rose, while I awaken the priest and thy father." 

" Dearest lady," said Rose, “ 1 dare not—what can 
this sound be that is heard by one only?—You are 
deceived by the rush of the river." < 

"I would not alarm the castle unnecessarily," said 
Eveline, pausing, * ‘ or even break your father's needful 
slumbers, by a fancy of mine—But bark—^hark 1—I hear 
it again—distinct amidst the intermitting sound of the 
rushing water—a low tremulous sound, mingled with a 
tinkling like smiths or armourers at work upon thdr 
anvils." 

Rose had by this time sprung up on the banquette, 
and flinging back her rich tresses of fair hair, had applied 
her hand behind her car to collect the distant sound. '' 1 
hear it," she cried, *' and it increases—^Awake them, for 
Heaven’s sake, and without a moment's delay I" 

Eveline accordingly stirred the sleepers with the 
reversed end of the lance, and as they started to their 
feet in haste, she whispered in a hasty but cautious voice, 
'* To arms—^the Welsh are upon us 1" 
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** What—where ? ” said Wilkin Flammock, ** where be 
they?" 

. '* Listen, and you will hear them arming," she replied. 

'* The noise is but in thine own fancy, lady," said the 
Fleming, whose organs were of the same heavy character 
with his form and his disposition. “ I would 1 had not 
gone to sleep at all, since I was to be awakened so soon." 

• * Nay, but listen, good Flammock—the sound of 
armour comes from the north-east." 

"The Welsh lie not in that quarter, lady," said 
Wilkin, **and,Jbesides, they wear no armour." 

'' I hear it—I hear it t" said Father Aldrovand, who 
had been listening for some time. "All praise to St. 
Benedict! Our Lady of the Garde Doloureuse has been 
gracious to her servants as ever I—It is the trampling of 
horses—it is the clash of armour—the chivalry of the 
Marches are coming to our relief—Kyrie Eleison ! ** 

"I hear something too," said Flammock,—" some¬ 
thing like the hollow sound of the great sea. when it 
burst%into my neighbour Klinkerman’s warehouse, and 
rolled his pots and pans against each other: But it wen* 
an evil mistake, father, to take foes for friends—^we were 
best rouse the people." 

"Tudil" ^id the priest, "talk to me of pots and 
kettles ?—Was I squire of the body to Count Stephen 
Mauleverer for twenty years, and do I not know the 
tramp of a war-horse, or the clash of a mail-coat ?—But 
call -the men to the walls at any rate, and have me the 
best drawn up in the base-court—^we may help them by 
a sally." 

" That wffl not be rashly undertaken with my consent," 
murmured the Fleming; " but to the wall if you wi^, a^d 
in good time. But keep your 'Normans and !plnglish 
idlent, Sir Priest, else their unruly and noiey joy will 
awiikea the Wdsh comp, and prepare them for their un¬ 
welcome visitors.” 
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The monk laid his finger on his lip in sign of acqui> 
escence, and they parted in opposite directions, to rous,e 
the defenders of the castle, who were soon heard drawing 
from all quarters to their posts upon the walls, with 
hearts in a very different mood from that in which they 
had descended from them. The utmost caution being 
used to prevent noise, the manning of the walls was 
accomplished in silence, and the garztson awaited in 
breathless expectation the success of the forces who 
were rapidly advancing to their relief. 

The character of the sounds which now loudly awak¬ 
ened the silence of this eventful night, could no longer 
be mistaken. They were distinguishable from the rush¬ 
ing of a mighty river, or from the muttering sound of 
distant thtmder, by the sharp and angry notes which the 
clashing of the riders* arms mingled with the deep bass 
of the horses* rapid tread. From the long continuance 
of the sounds, their loudness, and the extent of horison 
from which they seemed to come, all in the casye were 
satisfied that the approaching relief consisted of several 
very strong bodies of horse. At once this mighty sound 
ceased, as if the earth on which they trod had either 
devoured the armed squadrons, or had become incapable 
of resotmding to their tramp. The defenders of the 
Garde Doloureuse concluded ^at their friends had made 
a sudden halt, to give tbdr horses tneath, examine the 
leaguer of the enemy, and settle the order of the attack 
upon them. The pause, however, was but momentary. 

The British, so alert at surprising their enemies, were 
themselves, on many occasions, liable to surprise. Their 
men were undisciplined, and sometimes negligent of the 
patient duties of the sentinel; and, besides, their foragers 
and flying parties, who scoured the country during the 
preceding day, had brought back tidings which Jiad 
lulled them into fiatal security. 'Their camp bad been 
therefore carelessly guarded, and, confident in the small- 
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ness of the garrisonj they had altogether neglected the 
important military duty of establishing patrols and out* 
posts at a proper distance from their main body. Thus 
the cavalry of the Lords Marchers, notwithstanding the 
noise whidi accompanied their advance, had approached 
very near the British camp without exciting the least 
alarm. But while th^ were arranging their forces into 
separate columns, in order to commence the assault, 
a loud and idbreasing clamour among the Welsh an* 
nounced that they wbte at length aware of their danger. 
The shrill and discordant cries by which they endeavoured 
to assemble thiir men, each under the banner of his 
chief, resounded from thdr leaguer. But these rallying 
shouts were soon converted into screams, and clamours 
of horror and dismay, when the thundering clmrge of 
the barbed horses and headly-armed cavalry of the 
Anglo-Normans surprised their undefended camp. 

Yet not even under circumstances so adverse did the 
descendants of the ancient Britons renounce their de- 
fence^or forfeit their old hereditary privilege, to be called 
the bravest of mankind. Their cries of defiance and 
resistance were heard resounding above the groans of 
the wounded, the shouts of the triumphant assailants, 
and the universal tumult of the night-battle. It was not 
until the morning light began to peep forth, that the 
slai^hter or dispersion of Gwenwyn's forces was com¬ 
plete, and that the " earthquake voice of victory" arose 
in uncontrolled and unmingled energy of exultation. 

Then the besieged, if they could be still so termed, 
looking from their towers over the expanded countiy 
beneath, witnessed nothing but one wide-spread scene of 
desultory flight and unrelaxed pursuit. That the Welsh 
had been permitted to encamp in fancied securit^p upon 
the hither side of the river, now rendered their ^scom* 
fitiye more dreadfully fatal The single pass by which 
they could cross to the other side was soon complete^ 
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choked by fugitives^ on whose rear Staged the swords of 
the victorious Normans. Many threw themselves into 
the river, upon the precarious chance of gaining the 
farther side, and, except a few, who were uncommonly 
strong, skilful, and active, perished among the rocks and 
in the currents; others, more fortunate, escaped by 
fords, with which they had accidentally been made ac¬ 
quainted : many dispersed, or, in smalk bands, fled in 
reckless despair towards the castle, as if the fortress, 
which had beat them off when viotorious, could be a 
place of refuge to them in their present forlorn con¬ 
dition ; while others roamed wildly over the plain, seek¬ 
ing only e 5 cap>e from immediate and instant danger, 
without knowing whither they ran. 

The Normans, meanwhile, divided into small parties, 
followed and slaughtered them at pleasure ; while, as a 
rallying point for the victors, the banner of Hugo de 
Lacy streamed from a small mount, on which Qwenyfyn 
had latdy pitched his own, and surrounded by a com¬ 
petent force, both of infantry and horsemen, wh^ the 
experienced Baron permitted on no account to wander 
far from it. 

The rest, as we have already said, followed the - chase 
with shouts of i^ultation and of vengeance, ringing 
around the battlements, which resounded with the cries, 
*' Ha, Saint Edward i—Ha, Saint Dennis I—Strike—slay 
—^no quarter to the Welsh wolves^think on Raymond 
Berenger! ” 

The soldiers on the walls joined in these vengeful and 
victorious clamours, and discharged several sheaves of 
arrows upon such fugitives, as, in their extremity, ap¬ 
proached too near the castle. They would fain have 
sallied to give more active assistance in the work of 
destruction ] but the communication being now open 
with the Constable of Chester's forces, Wilkin Flamiflock 
considered himself and the garrison to bf under the 
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orders of that ler^^^ed chief, and refused to listen to 
the eager admonitions of Father Aldrovand, who would, 
' notwithstanding his Sacerdotal character, have willingly 
himself taken charge of the sally which he proposed. 

At length the scene of slaughter seemed at an end. 
The retreat was blown on many a bugle, and knights 
halted on the plain to collect their personal followers, 
muster them sonder their proper pennon, and then march 
them slowly back to the great standard of thdr leader, 
around which the main body were again to be assembled, 
like the cloudS which gather around the evening sun--*a 
fanciful simile, which might 3 ret he drawn iarther, in 
respect of the level rays of strong lurid light which shot 
from those dark battalions, as the beams were flung 
back from their polished armour. 

The plain was in this manner soon cleared of the 
horsemen, and remained occupied only by the dead 
bodies of the slaughtered Welshmen. The hands who 
had followed the pursuit to a greater distance were also 
now*seen returning, driving before them, or dragging 
after them, dejected and unhappy captives, to whom 
they bad given quarter when their thirst of blood was 
satiated. 

It was then that, desirous to attract the attention of 
his liberators, Wilkin Flammock cSmmanded all the 
banners of the castle to be displayed, under a general 
shoot of acdaination from those who had fought under 
them. It was answered by a universal cry of joy from 
De Lacy’s, army, which rung so wide, as might even yet 
have startled such of the Welsh fugitives, as, far distaat 
from this «flsastrous field of flight, might have ventured 
to halt for a moment's repose. . ^ 

Presently after this greeting had been exchanged, # 
single rider advanced from the Constable's army towards 
tUb casUe, showing, even at a distance, an unusual dexi 
terity of J^orsemanship and grace of deportmenL He 
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arrived at the drawbridge, which was instantly lowered 
to receive him, whilst Flammock and the monk (for the 
latter, as far as he could, associated himself with the . 
former in all acts of authority) hastened to receive the 
envoy of their liberator. They found him just alighted 
from the raven>ooloured horse, which was slightly flecked 
with blood as well as foam, and still panted with the 
exertions of th^ mciming; though, answering to the 
caressing hand of his youthful rider, he arched his neck, 
shook his steel caparison, and snorted to announce his 
unabated mettle and unwearied love of combat. The 
young man's eagle look bore the same token of unabated 
vigour, mingled with the signs of recent exertion. His 
helmet hanging at his saddle-bow, showed a gallant 
coimtcnance, coloured highly, but not inflamed, which 
looked out from a rich profusion of short chestnut curls; 
and although his armour was of a massive and simple 
form, he moved under it with such elasticity and ease, 
that it seemed a graceful attire, not a burden or encum¬ 
brance. A furred mantle had not sat on him with' more 
easy grace than the heavy hauberk, which complied with 
evay gesture of his noble form. Yet his countenance 
was so juvenile, that only the down on the upper lip 
announced derisively the approach to manhood. The 
females who thri^nged into the court to see the first 
envoy of their deliverers, could not forbear mixing 
praises of his beauty with blessings on his valour; and 
one comely middle-aged dame, in particular, distin¬ 
guished by the tightness with which her scarlet hose sat 
on a wril-shaped 1^ and ankle, and by the cleanness of 
her ooif, pressed dose up to the young squire, and, more 
forws^d than the rest, doubled the crimson hue of his 
cheek, by crying aloud, that Our Lady of the Garde 
Doloureuse had sent them news of their redemption by 
an angel from the sanctuaryspeech which, althoi^gh 
Father Aldrovand shook his head, was received by her 
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companions with such general acclamation, as greatly 
embarrassed the young man's modesty, 

" Peace all of ye I" said Wilkin Flammock-»** Know 
you no respects, you women, or have you never seen a 
young gentleman before, that you hang on him like flies on 
a honeycomb ? Stand back, 1 say, and let us hear in peace 
what are the commands of the noble Lord of l^cy." 

"These," said the young man, " I can only deliver in 
the presence t>f the right noble demoiselle, Eveline Be- 
renger, if I may be thought worthy of such honour." 

" That thou art, noble sir," said the same forward 
dame, who haa before expressed her admiration so ener¬ 
getically; "1 will uphold thee worthy of her presence, 
and whatever other grace a lady can do thee." 

"Now, hold thy tongue with a wanion I" said the 
monk; while in the same breath the Fleming exclaimed, 
" Beware the cucking-stool. Dame Scant-o'-Grace i" 
while he conducted the noble youth across the court. 

‘ ‘ Let my good horse be cared for," said the cavalier, as 
he pig the bridle into the hand of a menial; and in doing 
so got rid of some part of his female retinue, who began to 
pat and praise the steed as much as they had done the 
rider; and some, in the enthusiasm of their joy, hardly 
abstained from kissing the stirrups and horse fu^ture. 

But Dame Gillian was not so' easiiyediverted from her 
own point as were some of her companions. She con¬ 
tinued to repeat the word cucking-stool^ till the Fleming 
was out of hearing, and then became more specific in 
her objurgation.—"And why cucking-stool, I pray, Sir 
Wilkin Butterfirkin ? You are the man would stop an 
English mouth with a Flemish damask napkin, I trow! 
Marry quep, my cousin the weaver t And why the cuck¬ 
ing-stool, I pray?—because my young lady is colnely, 
and the young squire is a man of mettle, reverence to his 
beapd that is to come yet 1 Have we not eyes to see, 
and have we not a mouth and a tongue? " 
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*'In troth, Dame Gillian, they do you wrong who 
doubt it,” said Eveline's nurse, who stood by; '*but, I 
prithee, keep it shut now, were it but for womanhood.” 

* ‘ How now, mannerly Mrs. Margeiy ? ” replied the 
incorrigible Gillian ; ” is your heart so high, because you 
dandled our young lady on your knee fifteen years since ? 
—^Let me tell you, the cat will find its way to the cream, 
thov^h it was brought up on an abbess’s lap.” 

“ Home, housewife—home! ” exclaimed her husband, 
the old huntsman, who was weary of this public exhi¬ 
bition of his domestic termi^gant—” hon^e, or I will give 
you a taste of my dog-leash—Here are both the confessor 
and Wilkin Flammock wondering at your impudence. ” 

‘' Indeed 1 ” replied Gillian ; ‘ * and are not two fools 
enough for wonderment, that you must come with your 
gmve pate to make up the number three ? ” 

There was a general laugh at the huntsman's expense, 
under cover of which he prudently withdrew his spouse, 
without attempting to continue the war of tongues, in 
which she had shown such a decided superiority. ^ 

This controversy, so light is the change in numan 
spirits, especially among the lower class, awsdcened bursts 
of idle mirth among beings, who had so lately been in 
the jaws of danger, if not of absolute despair. 


CHAP. X. 


TJiuy bore him barefaced on his bier^ 

Six proper jiouihs and iallt 
And many a tear bedew'd his grave 
Within yon kirkyard wall, 

Thx Fxiak of Orobrs Grbv. 



HILE these matters took place in the castle- 
yard, the young squire, Damian Lacy, obtained 
the audience which he hod requested of Eveline 
Berenger, who received him in the great hall of the 
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castle, seated beneath the dais, or canopy, and waited 
upon by Rose, and other female attendants; of whom 
the first alone was permitted to use a tabouret or small 
stool, in her presence, so strict were the Norman maidens 
of quality in maintaining their chums to high rank and 
observance. 

The youth was introduced by the confessor and Flam- 
mock, os the spiritual character of the one, and the trust 
reposed by her late father in the other, authorised them 
to be present upon the occasion. Eveline naturally 
blushed, as the advanced two steps to receive the hand¬ 
some youthful envoy ; and her bashfulness seemed in¬ 
fectious, for it was with some confusion that Damian 
went through the ceremony of saluting the hand whicii 
she extended towards him in token of welcome. Eveline 
was under the necessity of speaking first. 

We advance as far as our limits will permit us,” she 
said, ' ‘ to greet with our thanks the messenger who brings 
us tidings of safety. We speak—^unless we err—to the 
n<Jble Damian of Lacy ? ” 

*' To the humblest of your servants,*' answered Damian, 
falling with some difficulty into the tone of courtesy 
which his errand and character required, *'who ap¬ 
proaches you on behalf of his noble unde, Hugo de 
Lacy, Constable of Chester.” 

Will not our noble deliverer in person honour with 
his presence the poor dwelling which he has saved ? ” 

"My noble kinsman,” answered Damian, "is now 
God’s soldier, and bound by a vow not to come beneatii 
a roof until be embark for the Holy Land. But by my 
voice he congratulates you on the d^eat your savage 
enemies, and sends you these tokens that the i^omrade 
and friend of your noble father hath not left b|i la¬ 
mentable death many hours unavenged.” So saying, 
Me drew forth and laid before Eveline the gold brackets, 
the conmet, and the eudorchawg, og chain linked 
sox 
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gold, which had distinguished the rank of the Welsh 
Prince, • 

Gwenwyn hath then fallen? ” said Eveline, a natural 
shudder combating with the feelings of gratified ven¬ 
geance, as she beheld that the trophies were sprinkled 
with blood,—“ The slayer of my father is no more ! ’’ 

‘' My kinsman’s lance transfixed the Briton as he en¬ 
deavoured to rally his fiying peopltv-he die^ grimly on 
the w'eapon which had passed more than a fathom 
through his body, and exerted his last strength in a 
furious but ineffectual blow with his mace.” 

“Heaven is just,” said Eveline; “may his sins be 
forgiven to the man of blood, since he hath fallen by a 
death so bloody I—One question I would ask you, noble 

sir. My father's remains ”- She paused, unable to 

proceed. 

“An hour will place them at your disposal, most 
honoured lady,” replied the squire, in the tone of sym~ 
pathy which the sorrows of so young and so fair an 
orphan called irresistibly forth. “ Such preparationc as 
time admitted were making even when 1 left the host, to 
transport what was mortal of the noble Berenger from 
the field on which wc found him amid a monument of 
slain which his owp sword had raised. My kinsman's 
vow w ill not allow him to pass your portcullis ; but, w ith 
your permission, I will represent him, if such be your 
pleasure, at these honoured obsequies, having charge to 
that effect." 

“ My brave and noble father,’* said Eveline, making 
an effort to restrain her tears, ‘ * will be best mourned by 
the noble and the brave.” She would have continued, 
but heP'Voice failed her, and she was obliged to withdraw 
abruptly, in order to give vent to her sorrow, and.pre¬ 
pare for the funeral rites with such ceremony as circum¬ 
stances should permit. Damian bowed to the departiig 
mourner as reverently as he would have done to a divi- 
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nity, and taking his horse, returned to his uncle's host, 
which had encamped hastily on the recent held of battle. 

The sun was now high, and the whole plain presented 
the appearance of a bustle, equally different from the 
solitude of the early morning, and from the roar and 
fury of the subsequent engagement. Tlie news of Hugo 
de I Acy’s victory everywhere spread abroad with all the 
alacrity of tiiumph. and had induced many of the inha¬ 
bitants of the country, wiio had fled before the fury of 
the 'Wolf of Plinlimmon, to return to their desolate 
habitations, lumbers also of the loose and profligate 
characters which abound in a country subject to the fre¬ 
quent changes of war, had flocked thither in quest of 
spoil, or to gratify a spirit of restless curiosity. The Jew 
and the I^mibnrd, despising danger where there was a 
chance of gain, might be already seen bartering liquors 
and wares with the victorious men-at-arms, for the blood¬ 
stained ornaments of gold lately worn by the defeated 
British. Others acted as brokers betwixt the Welsh 
capt^es and their captors; and where they could trust 
the means and good faith of the former, sometimes be¬ 
came bound for, or even advanced in ready money, the 
sums necessary for their ransom; whilst a more numerous 
cla.ss became themselves the purchasers of those pri¬ 
soners who had no immediate means of settling with 
their conquerors. 

That the spoil thus acquired might not long encumber 
the soldier, or blunt his ardour for farther enterprise, the 
usual means of dissipating military spoils were already 
at hand. Courtezans, mimes, jugglers, minstrels, and 
tale-tellers of every description, had accompanied the 
night-march ; and, secure in the military reputation of 
the celebrated De Lacy, had rested fearlessly at some 
little distance until the battle was fought'lild won. 
Th%se now approached, in many a joyous group, to 
congratula|^ the victors. Close to the parties which 
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they formed for the dance, the song, or the tale, upon 
the yet bloody field, the countiymcn, summoned in for 
ilie purpose, were opening large trenches fur deposit¬ 
ing the dead—leeches were seen tending the wounded— 
priests and monks confessing those in extremity—soldiers 
transporting from the field the bodies of the more 
honoured among the slain—peasants mourning ovei 
their trampled crops and plundered habTtations—and 
widows and orphans stiarchmg for the bodies of hus¬ 
bands and parents, amid the promiscuojis carnage of 
two combats. Thus woe mingled her wildest notes 
with those of jubilee and bacchanal triumph, and the 
plain of the Garde Doloureuse foi med a singular parallel 
to the varied maze of human life, where joy and gnel 
are so strangely mixed, and where the confines of mirth 
and pleasure often border on those of sorrow and of 
death. 

About noon these various noises w^re at once silenced, 
and the attention alike of those who rejoiced or grieved 
was arrested by the loud and mournf^ul sound of six 
trumpets, which, uplifting and uniting their thrilling 
tones in a wild and melancholy death-note, apprised 
all, that the obsequies ot the valiant Raymond Berenger 
were about to confluence. From a tent, which bad been 
hastily pitched for the immediate reception of the body, 
twelve black monks, the inhabitants of a neighbouring 
convent» began to file out in pairs, headed by their 
abbot, who bore a large cross, and thundered forth 
the sublime notes of the Catholic Miserere nte^ Dontine. 
Then came a chosen body of mcn-at-arms, trailing their 
lance^, with their points reversed and pointed to the 
earth ; and after them the body of the valiant Berenger, 
wrapped in his own knightly banner, w’bich, regaineil 
from the liands of the Welsh, now served its noble 
owner instead of a funeral ]>all. The most gallant 
knights of the Constable’s household (for/ like other 
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great nobles of that pciiod, he had formed it upon a 
scale which appioachcd to that of royally) walked as 
mourners and supporters of the corpse, which was 
borne upon lances ; and the Conshible of Chester him¬ 
self, alone and fully armetl, exce))ting the head, followed 
as chief mourner. A chosen lx)dy of.squires, men-al- 
ann'4, and pages of noble descent, brought up the rear 
of the procession ; while their nakers and trumpets 
echoed bacK, from time to tune, the melancholy song 
of the monks, by replying in a note as lugubrious as 
their own. * 

The course of pleasure w as arrested, and even that of 
sorrow was for a moment turned from her own griefs, 
to witness the last honours bestOTiVed on him, who 
had been in life the father and guardian of his people. 

The mournful procession traversed slowly the plain 
which had been within a few hours the scene of such 
varied events ; and, pausing before the outer gate of the 
barricades of the castle, iti\ited, by a prolonged and 
solqpm flourish, the fortress to receive the remains of its 
late gallant defemler. 'Iho melancholy summons ^^'as 
answered by the warder’s horn—the drawbridge sunk— 
the portcullis rose—aiul Father Aldrovand appeared in 
the middle of the gateway, arrayed in his sacerdotal 
habit, whilst a little way behind lmii*stood the orphaned 
damsel, in such weeds of mourning as umc admitted, 
supported by her attendant Rose, and followed by the 
females of the household. 

The Constable of Chester paused upon the threshold 
of the outer gate, and, pointing to the cross, signed in 
white cloth upon his left shoulder, with a lowly reverence 
resigned to his nephew. Damian, the task of attending 
the remains of Raymond Berenger to the chapel withm 
the castle. The soldiers of Hugo de Lacy, most of 
wdliom were bound by the same vow with himself, also 
halted without the castle gate, and remained under arms. 
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while the death-pcal of the chapel bell announced from 
within the progress of the procession. 

It winded on through those narrow entrances, which 
were skilfully contrived to interrupt the progress of an 
enemy, even should he succeed in forcing the outer gale, 
and arrived at length in the great courtyard, where most 
of the inhabitants of the fortress, and those who, under 
recent circumstances, had taken refuge theror were drawn 
up, in order to look, for the last time, on their departed 
lord. Among these were mingled a few of the motley 
crowd from without, whom curiosity, or the expectation 
of a dole, had brought to the castle gate, and who, by 
one argument or another, had obtained from the warders 
permission to enter the interior. 

'rhe body was here set down before the door of the 
chapel, the ancient Gothic front of which formed one 
side of the courtyard, until certain prayers were recited 
by the pnests, in which the crowd around were supposed 
to join with becoming reverence. 

It was during this interval, that a man, whose pef.ked 
beard, enjbroidered girdle, and high-crowned hat of grey 
felt, gave him the air of a Lombard merchant, addressed 
Margery, the nurse of Eveline, in a whispering tone, 
and with a foreign accent.—" I am a travelling merchant, 
good sister, and am come hither in quest of gain—can 
you tell me whether I can have any custom in this 
castle?" 

“ You are come at an evil time. Sir Stranger—you may 
yourself see that this is a place for mourning and not for 
merchandise. '* 

*' Yet mourning times have their own commerce," said 
the stranger, approaching still closer to the side of 
Margery, and lowering his voice to a tone yet more 
confidential. 1 have sable scarfs of Persian silk'—• 
black bugles, in which a princess might mourn foi^ a 
ueceased monan. , —Cyprus, such as the East luith 
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seTclom sent forth—black cloth for mourning hangings 
—ail that may express sorrow and reverence in fashion 
and attire ; and 1 know how to be gnitcful to those 
who help me to custom. Come, bethink you. good 
dame—such things must be had—1 will sell as good 
ware and as cheap as another ; and a kirtle to yourself, 
or. at your pleasure, a purse with five florins, shall be 
the meed your kindness.” 

“ 1 prithee peace, friend,” said Margery, “and choose 
a better time for vaunting your wares—you neglect both 
place and season ; and if you be farther importunate, I 
must sj)cak to those who will show you the outward side 
of the castle gate. I marvel the warders would admit 
pedlars upon a day such as this—they would drive a 
gainful bargain by the bedside of their mother, w'ere 
she dying, I trow,” So saying, she turned scornfully 
from him. 

While thus angrily rejected on the one side, the mcr*' 
chant felt his cloak receive an intelligent twritch upon the 
otker. and, looking round upon the signal, be saw a 
dame, whose black kerchief was affectedly disposed, so 
as to give an appearance of solemnity to a set of light 
laughing features, which must have been captivating 
when young, since they retained so many good points 
when at least forty years had passed over them. She 
winked to the merchant, touching at the same time her 
under lip with her forefinger, to announce the propriety 
of silence and secrecy ; then gliding from the crowd, 
retreated to a small recess formed by a projecting 
buttress of the chapel, as if to avoid the pressure likely 
to take place at the moment when the bier should be 
lifted. The merchant failed not to follow her example, 
and was soon by her side, w hen she did not give him the 
trouble of opening his affairs, but commenced the con¬ 
versation herself. 

“ 1 have heard what you said to our dame Margery*— 
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Mannerly Margery, as I call her—heard os much, at 
least, as led me to guess the rest, for I have got an eye 
in my head, I promise you." 

“A pair of them, my pretty dame, and as bright as 
drops of dew in a May morning." 

“ Oh, you say so, because I have been weeping," said 
the scarlet-hosed Gillian, for it was even herself who 
‘'jioke ; “ and to be sure, I have good ca\ise, for our 
lord was always my very good lord, and would somc- 
iimes chuck me under the chin, and call me buxom 
Gillian of Croydon—not that the good geallenian was 
j'ver uncivil, for he would thrust a silver twopennies into 
my hand at the same time.—Oh ! the friend that 1 have 
lost!—And I have had anger on his account too—I 
have seen old Raoul as sour as vinegar, and fit for no 
place but the kennel for a whole day about it; but, as I 
btiid to him, it was not for the like of me to be affronting 
our master, and a great baron, about a chuck under the 
chin, or a ki.ss, or such like." 

** No wonder you are so sorry for so kind a masrrr, 
dame," said the merchant. 

“ No wonder indeed," replied the dame, with a sigh ; 
'* and then what is to become of us?—It is like niy young 
mistress will go to her aunt—or she will mari^ one of 
these Lacys that they talk so much of—or, at any rate, 
.she will leave the castle ; and it's like old Raoul and 1 
will be turned to grass with the lord’s old chargers. The 
Lord knows, they may as well hang him up with the old 
hounds, for he is both footless and fangless, and fit for 
nothing on earth that 1 know of." 

Your young mistress is that lady in the mounting 
mantle,',' said the merchant, "who so nearly sunk d'own 
upon the body just now ? " 

‘ * In good troth is she, sir—and much cause she has to 
sink down. 1 am sure she will be to seek for suoh 
another father/' 
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** 1 see you are a most dibccrning woman, gossip 
/iilli.in,” answered the merchant; “and yonder youth 
liiat supported her is her bridegroom ? " 

“Much need she has for some one to support her, ** 
Slid Gillian ; “and so have 1 for that matter, for what 
i.,in poor old rusty Raoul do ? ’* 

'' But as to your young lady's marriage ? said the 
merchant. * 

*' No one knows more, than that such a thing w'as in 
ireaty between our late lord and the great constable of 
t'hester, that came lo-di».y but just in lime to prevent the 
' Velsh from cutting all our throats, and doing the Lord 
know'clh what mischief beside. Bui there is a marriage 
t.liked of, that is certain—and most folk think it must be 
i'tT this smooth-cheeked boy, Damian, as tlicy call him ; 
lur though the Constable has gotten a beard, which his 
nephew hath not, it is something too grizzled for a 
bridegroom’s, chin—licsides, he goes to the Holy Wars 
—fitt^t place for all elderly warriors—I wish he would 
t.ikc Raoul with him,—But w'hat is all this to what you 
were saying about your mourning wares even now ?—It is 
a sad truth that my poor lord is gone—But w'hat then ? 
—Well-a-day, you know the good old saw,-— 

Cloth must we w'ear, • 

Hat beef and drink beer. 

Though the dead go to bier. 

And for your merchandising. I am as like to help you 
with ray good word as Mannerly Margery, provided you 
hid fair for it; since, if the lady loves rac not so much, 1 
can turn the steward round my finger." 

“ Take this in part of your bargain, pretty Mistress 
Gillian," said the merchant ; “and when my wain^corae 
up, 1 will consider you amply, if 1 get good sale by your 
lav^urable report.—But how shall I gel into the castle 
.again ? for 1 would wish to consult you, being a sensible 
woman, before 1 come in with my luggage." 
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**Why,” answered the complaisant dame, our 
English be on guard, you have only to ask for Gillian, 
and they will open the wicket to any single man at once ; 
for we English stick all together, were it but to spite the 
Normans ;—but if a Norman be on duty, you must ask 
for old Raoul, and say you come to speak of dogs and 
hawks for sale, and 1 warrant you come to speech of me 
that way. If the sentinel be a Fleming, you have but to 
say you are a merchant, and he will let you in for the 
love of trade.” ^ 

The merchant repeated his thankful acknowledgment, 
glided from her side, and mixed among the spectators, 
leaving her to congratulate herself on having gained a 
brace of florins by the indulgence of her natural talkative 
humour; for which, on other occasions, she had some> 
times dearly paid. 

The ceasing of the heavy toll of the castle bell now 
gave intimation that the noble Raymond Berenger had 
been laid in the vault with his fathers. That part«pf the 
funeral attendants who had come from the host of De 
Lacy, now proceeded to the castle<hall, where they 
partook, bvit with temperance, of some refreshments 
which were offered as a death-meal ; and presently after 
left the castle, headed by young Damian, in the same 
slow and melancholy form in which they had entered. 
The monks remained within the castle to sing repeated 
services for the soul of the deceased, and for those of his 
faithful men-at-arms who had fallen around him. and who 
had been so much mangled during, and after, the contest 
with the Welsh, that it was scarce possible to know one 
individual from another; otherwise the body of Dennis 
Morolt would have obtained, as his faith well deserved, 
the honours of a separate funeral 
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CHAP. XI. 

> The funeral baked meats 
Did coldly furnish forth the marriage table* 

Hamlbt. 

H HE religious rites which followed the funeral of 
Raymond Berenger endured without interrup¬ 
tion for the period of six days ; during which 
alms were distributed to the poor, and relief administered, 
at the expense tof the Lady Eveline, to all those who had 
suffered by the late inroad. Death-meals, as they were 
termed, were also spread in honour of the deceased; but 
the lady herself, and most of her attendants, observed a 
stern course of vigil, discipline, and fasts, which appeared 
to the Normans, a more decorous manner of testifying 
their respect for the dead, than the Saxon and Flemish 
custom of banqueting and drinking inordinately upon 
such occasions. 

Mdanwhile. the Constable De Lacy retained a large 
body of his men encamped under the walls of the Garde 
Doloureuse, for protection against some new irruption 
of the Welsh, while with the rest he took advantage of 
his victory, and struck terror into the British by many 
well-conducted forays, marked with nwages scarcely less 
hurtful than their own. Among the enemy, the evils of 
discord were added to those of defeat and invasion; 
for two distant relations of Gwenwyn contended for the 
throne he had lately occupied, and on this, as on many 
other occasions, the Britons suffered as much from 
internal dissension as from the sword of the Normans. 
A worse politician, and a less celebrated soldier, thgin the 
sagacious and successful De Lacy, could not have failed, 
under such circumstances, to negotiate as he did an advan¬ 
tageous peace, which, while it deprived Powys of a part of 
its frontier, and the command of some important passes, 
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In which it was the Constable's purpose to build castlen., 
rendered theCrarde Doloureusc more secure than fonncriv, 
from any sudden attack on the part of their fiery and rest¬ 
less neighbours. Dc I«acy's carcalso went to re-establishing 
those settlers who had fled from their possessions, and 
putting the whole lord.ship, which now descended upon 
an unprotected female, into a state of defence a.s perfect 
as its situation on a hostile frontier could ppssibly permit. 

Whilst thus anxiously provident in the aiTairs of the 
orphan of the Garde Diilourcuse, De I-acy, during the 
space we b.ave mentioned, sought not to disturb her filial 
grief by any personal iniercfiurse. Ilis nephew, indeed, 
was dispatched by times every morning to lay before her 
his uncle's devoirs, in the high-flown Language of the 
day, and acquaint her with the .slep.s which he had taken 
in her affairs. As a meed due to his relative's high ser¬ 
vices, Damian was always admitted to see Eveline on 
such occasions, and returned charged with her grateful 
thanks, and her implicit acquiescence in whatever the 
Constable proposed for her consideration. 

But when the days of rigid mourning were elap.sed, the 
young De Lacy stated, on the part of his kinsman, that 
his treaty w ith the Welsh being concluded, and all things 
in the district arranged as well as circumstances would 
permit, the ConstA,ble of Chester now proposed to return 
into his own territory, in order to resume his instant 
preparations for the Holy I^nd, which the duty of chas¬ 
tising her enemies had for some days interrupted. 

'* And Will notahe noble Constable, liefore be departs 
from this place," said Eveline, with a burst of gratitude 
which the occasion well merited, "receive the personal 
thanks of her that was ready to perish when he so 
mlianlly came to her aid." 

It w'as even on that point that I was commissioned 
to speak,” replied Damian; "but my noble kinsman 
feels diflident to propose to you that which he most 
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earnestly desires—the privilege gf streaking to your own 
ear certain matters of high import, and with which he 
. judges it ht to intrust no third party." 

"Surely,” said the maiden, blushing, "there can 1>; 
nought beyond the bounds of maidenhood in my seeing 
the noble Constable whenever such is his pleasure." 

"But his vow," replied Damian, "binds mykitismim 
not to come beneath a roof until he sets sail for Palestine ; 
and in order lo meet him you must grace him so far as 
to visit his pavilion—a condescension which, as a knight 
and a Normari noble, he can scarcely ask of a damsel of 
high degree." 

' ‘ And is that all ? " said Eveline, w’ho, educated in a 
remote situation, was a stranger to some of the nice 
points of etiquette which the damsels of the time ob.serverl 
in keeping their state towards the other sex. "2ShaIl f 
not," she said, " go to render my thanks to my deliverer, 
since he cannot come hither to receive them ? Tell the 
noble Hugo de Lacy, that, next to my gratitude to 
Heagcn, it is due to him and to his brave companions in 
arms. I will come to his tent as to a holy shrine ; .and, 
could such homage please him, 1 w’ould come barefooted, 
were the road strewed with flints and with thorns." 

‘' My unde will be equally honoured and delighted 
with your resolve," said Damian ; • but it will be his 
study to save you all unnecessary trouble, and with that 
view a pavilion shall be instantly planted before your 
castle gate, which, if it please you to grace it with your 
presence, may be the place for the de.sircd interview." 

Eveline readily acquiesced in what w'as proposed, as 
the expedient agreeable to the Constable, and recom¬ 
mended by Damian ; but, in the simplicity of her heart, 
she saw no good reason w'hy, under the guardianship of 
the latter, she should not instantly, and without farther 
form, have traversed the little familiar plain on which, 
when a child, she used to chase butterflies and gather 
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king's-cups, and where of later years she was wont to 
exercise her palfrey on this well-known plain, being the 
only space, and that of small extent, which separated her 
from the camp of the Constable. 

The youthful emissary, with whose presence she had 
now become familiar, retired to acquaint his kinsman 
and lord with the success of his commission ; and 
Eveline experienced the first sensation anxiety upon 
her own account which had agitated her bosom since the 
defeat and death of Gwenwyn gave her permission to 
dedicate her thoughts exclusively to grief for the loss 
which she had sustained in the person of her noble 
father. But now, when that grief, though not satiated, 
was blunted by solitary indulgence—now that she was to 
appear l^efore the person of whose fame she had heard 
so much, of whose powerful protection she had received 
such recent proofs, her mind insensibly turned upon the 
nature and consequences of that important interview, 
ihe had seen Hugo de l^cy, indeed, at the great tour^* 
nament at Chester, where his valour and skill wercr the 
theme of every tongue, and she had received the homage 
which he rendered her beauty when he assigned to her 
the prize with all the gay flutterings of youthful vanity; 
but of his person and figure she had no distinct idea, 
excepting that he auras a middle-sized man, dressed in 
peculiarly rich armour, and that the countenance, which 
looked out from under the shade of his raised visor, 
seemed to her juvenile estimate veiy nearly as old as that 
of her father. This person, of whom she had such slight 
recollection, had been the chosen instrument employed 
by her tutelar protectress in rescuing her from captivity, 
and in avenging the loss of a father, and she was bound 
by her '^ow to consider him as the arbiter of her fate, if 
indeed he should deem it worth his while to become so. 
She wearied her memory with vain efforts to recollect .vo 
much of his features as might give h* 9 r some means of 
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guessing at his disposition, and her judgment toiled in 
conjecturing what line of conduct he was likely to pursue 
towards her. 

The great Baron himself seemed to attach to their 
meeting a degree of consequence which was intimated by 
the formal preparations which he made for it. Eveline 
had imagined that he might have ridden to the gate of 
the castle ii* five minutes, and that, if a pavilion were 
actually necessary to the decorum of their interview, a 
tent could have been transferred from his leaguer to the 
castle gate, aitd pitched there in ten minutes more, but 
it was plain that the Constable considered much more 
form and ceremony as essential to their meeting; for, 
in about half-an>hour after Damian de Lacy had left the 
castle, not fewer than twenty soldiers and artificers, 
under the direction of a pursuivant, whose tabard was 
decorated with the armorial bearings of the house of 
Lacy, were employed in erecting before the gate of the 
Garde Doloureuse one of those splendid pavilions which 
wci^ employed at tournaments and other occasions of 
public state. It was of purple silk, valanced with gold 
embroidery, having the cords of the same rich materials 
The doorway was formed by six lances, the staves of 
which were plated with silver, and the blades composed 
of the same precious metaL These were pitched into 
the ground by couples, and crossed at the top, so as to 
fonu a sort of succession of arches, which were covered 
by drapeiy of sea-green silk, forming a pleasing contrast 
with the purple and gold. 

The interior of the tent was declared by Dame Gillian 
and others, whose curiosity induced them to visit it, to 
be of a splendour agreeing with the outside. Tl^ere were 
Oriental carpets, and there were tapestries of Ghent and 
Bruges mingled in gay profusion, while the top of the 
pavilion, covered with sky-blue silk, was arranged so as 
to reseigble the firmament, and richly studded with 
IIS 
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a sun, moon, and stars, composed of solid silver. This 
gorgeous pavilion had been made for the use of the ccle> 
brated William of Ypres, who acquired such great w'ealth 
as general of the mercenaries of King Stephen, and was 
by him created Earl of Albemarle; but the chance of 
war had assigned it to De Lacy, after one of the dreadful 
engagements, so many of which occurred during the 
civil wars betwixt Ste]>ben and the Einj^rCSs Maude, or 
Jllatilda. Tlic Constable had never before been known 
to use It ; for although wealthy and powerful, Hugo de 
Lacy was, on most occasions, plain and Unostentatious ; 
which, to those who knew him, made his present conduct 
seem the more remarkable. At the hour of noon he 
arrived, nobly mounted, at the gate of the castle, and 
drawing up a small body of servants, pages, and cquer- 
nes, who attended him in their richest liveries, placed 
himself at their head, and directed his nephew to iriti> 
mate to the Lady of the Garde Doloureuse, that the 
humblest of her servants awaited the honour of her 
presence at tlie castle gate. 

Among the spectators who witnessed his arrival there 
were many who thought that some part of the state and 
splendour attached to his pavilion and his retinue had 
been better applied to set forth the person of the Con¬ 
stable himself, as his attire was simple even to meanness, 
and his person by no means of such distinguished bear¬ 
ing as might altogether dispense with the advantages of 
dress and ornament. The opinion became yet more pre¬ 
valent when he descended from horseback, until which 
time his masterly management of the noble animal he 
bestrode gave a dignity to his person and figure which 
he lost upon dismounting from his steel saddle. In 
height the celebrated Constable scarce attained the 
middle size, and his limbs, though strongly built a^d 
well knit, were deficient in grace and ease ot movement. 
His legs were slightly curved outwards, which «gave him 
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advantage as a horseman, but showed unfavourably 
when he was upon foot. He halted, though very slightly, 
IB consequence of one of his legs having been broken by 
the fall of a charger, and inartifidally set by an inexpe- 
nenced surgeon. This, .also, was a blemish in his de¬ 
portment ; and though his broad shoulders, sinewy arms, 
.ind expanded chest, betokened the strength which he 
often displayed, it was strength of a clumsy and un- 
gracefvil character. His language and gestures were 
those of one seldom used to converse with equals, more 
seldom still with^ superiors—short, abnipt, and decisive, 
almost to the verge of sternness. In the judgment of 
those who w'cre habitually acquainted with the Constable 
there was both dignity and kindness in his keen eye and 
expanded brow ; but such as saw him for the first time 
mdged less favourably, and pretended to discover a harsh 
and passionate expression, although they allowed his 
countenance to have, on the whole, a bold and martial 
character. His age was in reality not more than five- 
and-fc^y ; but the fatigues of war and of climate had 
added in appearance ten years to that period of time¬ 
ly far the plainest dressed man of his train, he wore 
only a short Norman mantle over the close dress of 
chamois-leather, which, almost alw'ays covered by his 
armour, was in some places slightly soiled by its pressure. 
A brown hat, in which w'e wore a sprig of rosemary in 
memory of his vow, served for his head-gear—his good 
>word and dagger hung at a belt made of seal-skin. 

Thus accoutred and at the head of a glittering and 
gilded band of retainers, who watched his lightest 
glance, the Constable of Chester awaited the arrival of 
the l.ady Eveline Berenger at the gate of her castle of 
Garde Doloureuse. * 

The trumpets from within announced her presence— 
4he Jpridge fell, and led by Damian de Lacy in his gaye.st 
iiabit, and followed by her train of females, and menial 
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or vassal attendants, she came forth in her loveliness 
from under the massive and antique portal of her pater< 
nal fortress. She was dressed without ornaments of any 
kind, and in deep mourning weeds, as best bi^fittcd her 
recent loss; forming, in this respect, a strong contrast 
with the rich attire of her conductor, whose costly dress 
gleamed with jewels and embroidery, while their age and 
personal beauty made them in every other respect the 
fair counterpart of each other ; a circumstance which 
probably gave rise to the delighted murmur and burz 
which passed through the bystanders on their appear^ 
ance, and which only respect for the aeep mourning of 
Eveline prevented from breaking out into shouts of 
applause. 

The instant that the fair foot of Eveline had made a 
step beyond the palisades which formed the outward 
barrier of the castle, the Constable de l^acy stepped for* 
ward to meet her, and bending his right knee to the 
earth, craved pardon for the discourtesy which his vow 
had impiosed on him. while he expressed his sens^ of the 
honour with which she now graced him, as one for which 
his life, devoted to her service, would be an inadequate 
ackn o wledgment. 

The action and speech, though both in consistence 
with the romantic gallantry of the times, embarrassed 
Eveline ; and the rather that this homage was so publicly 
rendered. She entreated the Constable to stand up, and 
not to add to the confusion of one who was already suffi¬ 
ciently at a loss how to acquit herself of the heavy debt 
of gratitude which she owed him. The Constable rose 
accordingly, after saluting her hand, which she extended 
to him, and prayed her, since she was so far condescending, 
to deign to enter the poor hut he had prepared for 
her shelter, and to grant him the honour of the audience 
he had solicited. Eveline, without farther answer than a 
bow, yielded him her hand, and desiring the rest of her 
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train to remain where they were, commanded the at« 
tendance of Rose Flammock. 

• " Lady," said the Constable, “ the matters of which I 
am compelled thus hastily to speak, are of a nature the 
most private." 

* * This maiden," replied Eveline, “is my bower-woman, 
and acquainted with my most inward thoughts ; I beseech 
you to permit her presence at our conference." 

“ It were better otherwise," said Hugo de Lacy, with 
some embarrassment; “ but your pleasure shall be 
obeyed.” • 

He led the Lady Eveline into the tent, and entreated 
her to be seated on a large pile of cushions, covered with 
rich Venetian silk. Rose placed herself behind her mis¬ 
tress, half kneeling upon the same cushions, and watched 
the motions of the all-accomplished soldier and statesman, 
whom the voice of fame lauded so loudly ; enjoying his 
embarrassment as a triumph of her sex, and scarcely of 
opinion that his chamois doublet and square form 
accorded with the splendour of the scene, or the almost 
angelic beauty of Eveline, the other actor therein. 

“ Lady,” .«aid the Constable, after some hesitation, 
“ I would willingly say what it is my lot to tell you, in 
such tenns as ladies love to listen to, and which surely 
your excellent beauty more especially deserves ; but I 
have been too long trained in camps and councils to ex¬ 
press my meaning othenvise than simply and plainly." 

“1 shall the more easily understand you, my lord," 
said Eveline, trembling, though she scarce knew 
why. 

“ My story, then, must be a blunt one. Something 
there passed between your honourable father and myself, 
touching a union of our houses."—He paused, as if he 
wished or expected Eveline to say something, but as she 

* wait silent, he proceeded. “ 1 would to God, that as he 
was at the beginning of this treaty, it had pleased Heaven 
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lie should liave conducted and concluded it with his usual 
wisdom ; but wh.it remedy?—^he has gone the path whici. 
we must all tread.'* 

“Your Lordship," said E%'eUne, “has nobly avenged 
the death of vour noble friend." 

w 

“ I have but done iny devoir, lady, as a good knight, 
in defence of an endangered maiden—a Lord Marcher in 
jirotcction of the frontier—an<l a friend in avenging his 
friend. But to the point.—Our long tmd noble line 
draws near to a close. Of my remote kinsman, Randal 
Lacy, I ivill not speak ; for in him 1 see,nothing that i- 
good or hopeful, nor have we been at one for man) 
years. My nephew, Damian, gives hopeful promise to 
be a worthy branch of our ancient tree—but he is scarce 
tw'enty years old, and hath a long career of aiivcnture 
and p<.'ril to encounter, ere he can honourably propose tc 
himself the duties of domestic privacy or matrimonia! 
engagements. His mother also is English, some abate¬ 
ment iierhaps in the escutcheon of his arms ; yet, had ten 
years more passed over him with the honours of chjvalry, 
I should have proposed Damian de Lncy for tlic happi¬ 
ness to which I at present myself aspire." 

“ You—you, my lord I—it is impossible ! " said Eve¬ 
line, endeavouring at the same time to suppress all that 
could be offensive* in Uie surprise which she could not 
help exhibiting. 

“Ido not wonder," replied the Constable calmly,— 
for the ice being now broken, he resumed the natural 
steadiness of his manner and character,—“that you 
express surprise at this daring proposal. I have not 
perhaps the fonn that pleases a lady’s eye, and I have 
forgotten,—that is, if I ever knew them,—the terms and 
phrasds which please a lady’s ear ; but, noble Eveline, the 
Lady of Hugo de I.Acy will be one of the foremost among 
the mationage of England." *■ 

*' It will the better become the individual to whom so 
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hiiih a dignity is offered,” said Eveline, “to consider how 
frir she is capable of discharging its duties.” 

*'Of that 1 fear nothing," said Dc Lacy. “ She who 
hath been so exadlent a daughter, cannot be less esti¬ 
mable in every other relation in life." 

“I do not find that confidence in myself, my lord," 
replied the embarrassed maiden, “ with which you are so 
willing to loac^ine—^And I—^forgive me—nu’st crave time 
for other inquiries, as well as those whicli respect myself.” 

“Your lather, noble lady, had this union warmly at 
heart. Tins soroll, signed with his own hand, will show 
It.” He brnt his knee as he gave the paper. “The 
wife of De Lacy will have, as the daughter of Raymond 
Berengcr merits, the rank of a princess ; his widow', the 
dowTy of a queen.” 

“Mock me not with your knee, my lord, while you 
plead to me the paternal commands, which, joined to 
other circumstances ”—she paused, and sighed deejily— 
“ leave me, perhaps, but little room for free will! ” 

Emboldened by this answ'er, De Lacy, who had 
hitherto remained on his knee, rose gently, and assuming 
a scat beside the l.<ady Eveline, continued to press his 
suit,—not, indeed, in the language of passion, but of a 
plain-spoken man, eagerly urging a proposal on which 
his liappiness depended. ITie visioif of the miraculous 
image was, it may be supposed, uppermost in the mind 
of Eveline, who, tied down by the solemn vow she had 
made on that occasion, felt herself constrained to return 
evasive answers, w'hcre she might perhaps have given a 
direct negative, had her own wishes alone been to decide 
her reply, 

“ You cannot,” she said, “ expect from me, my lord, 
in this my so recent orphan state, that 1 should (ome to 
a speedy determination upon an affair df such deep im- 
pf>rlancc. Give me leisure of your nobleness for con¬ 
sideration with myself—for consultation with my friends. ” 
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"AlasI fair Eveline" said the Baron, "do not be 
offended at my urgency. I cannot long delay setting 
forward on a distant and perilous expedition ; and the 
short time left me for soliciting your favour, must be an 
apology for my importunity." 

"And is it in these circumstances, noble De Lacy, 
that you would encumber yourself with family tics?" 
asked the maiden, timidly. , 

" I am God's soldier," said the Constable, "and He, 
in whose cause I hght in Palestine, will defend my wife 
in England. *' , 

" Hear then my present answer, my lord," said Eve¬ 
line Berenger, rising from her seat. "To-morrow I pro¬ 
ceed to the Benedictine nunnery at Gloucester, where 
resides my honoured father’s sister, who is Abbess of 
that reverend house. To her guidance I will commit 
myself in this matter." 

"A fair and maidenly resolution," answered De I.acy, 
who seemed, on his part, rather glad that the conference 
was abridged, " and, as I trust, not altogether unfavour¬ 
able to the suit of your humble suppliant, since the good 
Lady Abbess hath been long my honoured friend." He 
then turned to Rose, who was about to attend her lady : 
—"Pretty maiden,” he said, offering a chain of gold. 

* ‘ let this carcandt encircle thy neck, and buy thy good 
will." 

" My good will cannot be purchased, my lord," said 
Rose, putting back the gift which he proffered. 

" Your fair word, then,’* said the Constable, again 
pressing it ujjon her. 

" Fair words are easily bought," said Rose, still re¬ 
jecting the chain, "but they are seldom worth the 
purclikse-money, ’’ 

" Do you scorn my proffer, damsel? " said De Lacy ; 
" it has graced the neck of a Norman count." * 

" Give it to a Norman cotmtess then, my lord," said 
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the damsel; “ I am plain Rose IFlammock, the weaver’s 
danghlcr. I keep ray Rood word to go with my good 
yvill, and a lattcn chain will become me as well as beaten 
gold.” 

“ Peace, Rose,” said her lady ; “ you are over mala¬ 
pert to talk thus to the Lord Constable.—And you, my 
lord," she continued, "permit me now to depart, since 
you are possessed of my answer to your present proposal. 
I regret* it h. A not been of some less delicate nature, 
that by granting it at once, and without delay, I might 
have shown my sense of your services." 

The lady was nandiid forth by the Const.able of Chester 
with the same ceremony which had been obsen’ed at 
their entrance, and she returned to her own castle, sad 
and anxious in mind for the event of this important con¬ 
ference. She gathered closely around her the great 
mourning veil, that the alteration of her countenance 
might not be observed ; and, without pausing to speak 
even to Father Aldrovand, she instantly withdrew to the 
privatjj^ of her own bower. 


CHAP. XII. 

Nerut all ye ladies of faif Siofla/ttl, 

A ud ladies of Englattd that haffy would prove^ 

Marry never/or houses, nor marry for land. 

Nor marry/eor uotking but only love. 

Family Quarkels. 

HEN the Lady Eveline had retired into her own 
private chamber, Rose Flammock followed her 
unbidden, and proffered her assistance in re¬ 
moving the large veil which she had worn white she 
was abroad ; but the lady refused her permission, say- 
jng,«" You are forward with service, maiden, when it is 
not required of you." 
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** You are displrased with me, lady I" said Rose. 

And if I am, I have cause," replied Eveline. " You 
know my difficulties—you know what my duty demands , 
yei, instead of aiding me to make the sacrifice, you 
render it more difficult," 

*' Would 1 had influence to guide your path! ’* said 
Rose ; '* you should find it a smooth one—ay, an honest 
and straight one, to boot." 

How mean you, maiden? *’ said EvAine. ► 

** I would have you," answered Rose, “recall the 
encouragement—the consent, I may ^most call it— 
you have yielded to this proud baron. He is too great 
to be loved himself—too haughty to love you as you 
deserve. If you wed him, you wed gilded misery, and, 
It may be, dishonour as well as discontent." 

“ Remember, damsel," answered Eveline Berenger, 
*' his services towards us." 

“ His services?" answered Rose. “He ventured hi? 
life for us, indeed, but so did every soldier in his host. 
And am I bound to wed any ruffling blade among them, 
beaiuse he fought when the trumpet sounded. I wonder 
what is the meaning of their datoir, as they call it, when 
it shames them not to claim the highest reward woman 
can bestow, merely for discharging the duty of a gentle¬ 
man, by a distretsed creature. A gentleman, said 1 ?— 
The coarsest boor in Flanders would liardly expect 
thanks for doing the duty of a man by women in such 
a case." 

“ But my father’s wishes ?" said the young lady. 

“ They bad reference, without doubt, to the inclination 
of your father’s daughter," answered the attendant. “ 1 
will not do my late noble lord—(may God assoilzie 
bini*:}—the injustice to suppose he would have urged 
aught in this matter which squared not with your free 
choice." t 

••Then my vow—my fatal row, as I had well-nigh 
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called it/' said Eveline. “ May Heaven forgive me my 
ingratitude to my patroness ! ” 

** Even this shakes me not,” said Rose; " I will never 
’ believe our Lady of Mercy would exact such a penalty 
for her protection, as to desire me to wed the man I 
could not love. She smiled, you say, upon your prayer. 
Go—Uy at her feet these difficulties which oppress you, 
and see if she will not smile again. Or seek a dispensa> 
tion from yoiar vow—seek it at the expense of the half 
of your estate,—seek it at the expense of your whole 
projxjrty. Go a pilgrimage barefooted to Rome—do 
anything but give your hand w'here you cannot give 
your heart.” 

“ You speak warmly, Rose,” said Eveline, still sighing 
as she spoke. 

“Alas! my sweet lady, 1 have cause. Have I not 
seen a household where love was not,—^where, although 
there was worth and good-will, and enough of the mean.s 
of life, all was embittered by regrets, which were not 
only vain but criminal ? " 

‘' fet, methinks, Rose, a sense of what is due to 
ourselves and to others may, if listened to, guide and 
comfort us under such feelings even as thou hast de¬ 
scribed." 

“ It will save us from sin, lady, but not from sorrow,” 
answered Rose ; * ‘ and wherefore should we, w ith our 
eyes open, rush into circumstances where duty must 
war with inclination ? Why row against wind and tide, 
when you may as easily take advantage of the breeze ? ” 

“ Because the voyage of my life lies where winds and 
currents oppose me,” answered Eveline. “ It is my fate. 
Rose.” 

“ Not unless you make it such by choice,” aivswered 
Rose. " Oh, could you but have seen the pale cheek, 
sunken eye, and dejected bearing of my poor mother 1— 
* I Itave said too much/' 
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" It was then your mother," said her young lady, *• of 
whose unhappy wedlock you have spoken? " 

“ It was—it was," said Rose, bursting into tears. *' I 
have exposed my own shame to save you from sorrow. 
Unhappy she was, though most guiltless—so unhappy, 
that the breach of the dike, and the inundation in which 
she perished, were, but for my sake, to her welcome as 
night to the weary labourer. Slie had a heart like yours, 
formed to love and be loved ; and it wculd be doing 
honour to yonder proud baron, to say he had such 
worth as my father's. — Yet was she most unhappy. 
Oh I my sweet lady, be warned, and bitiak off this ilU 
omened match !" 

Eveline returned the pressure with which the affec¬ 
tionate girl, as she clung to her hand, enforced her well- 
meant advice, and then muttered, with a profound sigh, 
—" Rose, it is too late." 

"Never—never," said Rose, looking eagerly round 
the room. "Where are those writing materials?—Let 
me bring Father Aldrovand, and instruct him of your 
pleasure—or, stay, the good father hath himself an eye 
on the splendours of the world which he thinks he has 
aliandoned—he will be no safe secretary.—I will go my¬ 
self to the Lord Cronstable— me his rank cannot dazzle, 
or his wealth bril^, or his power overawe. I will tell 
him he doth no knightly part towards you, to press his 
contract with your father in such an hour of helpless 
sorrow—no pious part, in delaying the execution of his 
vows for the purpose of marrying or giving in marriage 
—no honest part, to press himself on a maiden whose 
heart has not decided in his favour—no wise part, to 
marry one whom he must presently abandon, either 
to solkude, or to the dangers of a profligate court." 

"You have not courage for such an embassy, Rose." 
said her mistress, &idly smiling through her tears, at^her. 
youthful attendant's zeaL 

sa6 f 
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** Not courage for it!—and wherefore not ?—^Try me,” 
answered the Flemish maiden in return. ** I am neither 
Saracen nor Welshman—^his lance and sword scare me 
‘not. 1 follow not his banner—his voice of command 
concerns me not. I could, with your leave, boldly tell 
him he is a selfish man, veiling with fair and honourable 
pretexts his pursuit of objects which concern his own 
pride and gratification, and founding high claims on 
having rendered the services which common humanity 
demanded. And all for what?—Forsooth the great 
De Lacy must have an heir to his noble house, and his 
fair nephew is not good enough to be his representative, 
because his mother was of Anglo-Saxon strain, and the 
real heir must be pure unmixed Norman ; and for this, 
Lady Eveline Bercnger, in the first bloom of youth, 
must be wedded to a man who might be her father, 
and who, after leaving her unprotected for years, will 
return in such guise as might beseem her grandfather i ” 
** Since he is thus scrupulous concerning purity of 
lineage,” said Eveline, "perhaps he may call to mind, 
what Vo good a herald as he is cannot fail to know— 
that I am of Saxon strain by my father's mother.” 

"Oh,” teplted Rose, "he will forgive that blot in the 
heiress of the Garde Doloureuse.” 

"Fie, Rose, ” answered her mistresr, "thou dost him 
wrong in taxing him with avarice. ” 

" Perhaps so,” answered Rose, "but he is undeniably 
ambitious; and Avarice, I have heard, is Ambition’s 
bastard brother, though Ambition be sometimes ashamed 
of the relationship.” 

" You speak too boldly, damsel,” said Eveline; "and 
while I acknowledge your affection, it becomes me to 
check your mode of expression. ” » 

"Nay, take that tone, and I have done,” said Rose. 
—" To Eveline, whom I love, and who loves me, I can 
speak freely—^but to the Lady of the Garde Doloureuse, 
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the proud Norman damsel (which when you choose 
to be you can be). 1 can courtesy as low as my station 
demands, and speak as little truth as she cares to hear." 

"Thou art a wild but a kind girl," said Eveline; 
"no one who did not know thee would think tliat soft 
and childish exterior covered such a soul of fire. 'Fhy 
mother must indeed have been the being of feeling and 
passion you paint Iicr ; for thy father—^pay, nay, never 
arm in his defence until he be attacked—I only meant 
to say, that his solid sense and sound judgment arc his 
most distinguished qualities." t, 

* ‘ And 1 would you would avail yourself of them, 
ladv," said Rose. 

* ‘ In fitting things I will; but he were rather an un¬ 
meet counsellor in that which we now treat of,” said 
Eveline. 

"You mistake him,”answered RoseFlammock, " and 
underrate his value. Sound judgment is like to the gra¬ 
duated measuring wand, which, though usually applied 
<^nly to coarser cloths, will give witlt equal truth the 
dimensions of Indian silk, or of cloth of gold." 

" Well—well—this affair presses not instantly at least,” 
said the young lady. " Leave me now. Rose, and send 
Gillian, the tirewoman hither—I have directions to give 
about the packing and removal of my wardrobe.” 

‘' That Gillian the tirewoman hath been a mighty 
favourite of late,” said Rose; "time was when it was 
otherwise.” 

" I like her manners as little as thou dost,” said 
Eveline; " but she is old Raoul's wife—^she was a sort of 
half favourite with my dear father, who, like other men, 
was perhaps taken by that very freedom which we think 
unseemly in persons of our sex ;< and then there is no 
other woman in the Castle that hath such skill in em- 
packeting clothes without the risk of thdr being 
injured." 

ia8 ' 
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**That last reason alone,” said Rose, smiling, ‘‘is, 1 
admit, an irresistible pretension to favour, and Dame 
Gillian shall presently attend you.—But take niy advice, 
l.tdy—keep her to her bales and her mails, and let her 
not prate to you on what concerns her not” 

So saying. Rose left the apartment, and her young 
lady looked after her in silence—then murmured to her¬ 
self—" Rose loves me truly; but she would willingly be 
more of the mistress than the maiden ; and then she is 
somewhat jealous of every other person that approaches 
me.—It is strange, that I have not seen Damian de Lacy 
since my interview with the Constable. He anticipates, 
1 suppose, the chance of his finding in me a severe 
aunt I" 

But the domestics, who crowded for orders with reference 
to her removal early on the morrow, began now to divert 
the current of their lady’s thoughts from the considera¬ 
tion of her own particular situation, which, as tine 
prosjxict presented nothing pleasant, with the c>iastic 
spirit youth, she willingly postponed till farther 
leisure. 


CHAP. xm. 

Tap much rest is rust, 

Thrt-e's ei>er cheer in chatt^ing ; 

W-’i' ijffte by too much trust. 

So weV/ be u^ and ranging. —Old SonG. 

a ARLY on the subsequent aioming, a gallant 
company, saddened indeed by the deep mourn¬ 
ing which their principals wore, left the well- 
defended Castle of the Garde Dolourcuse, which had 
been so lately the scene of such remarkable events. 

The sun was just beginning to exhale the heavy dews 
w hich ,|iad fallen during the night, and to disperse the 
thin grey mist which eddied around towers and battle- 
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ments, when Wilkin Flammock, with six crossbowmen 
on horseback, and as many spearmen on foot, sallied 
forth from under the Gothic gateway, and crossed the 
sounding drawbridge. After this advanced guard came 
four household servants well mounted, and after them as 
many inferior female attendants, all in mourning. Then 
rode forth the young Lady Eveline herself, occupying 
the centre of the little procession, and her long black 
robes formed a striking contrast to thf colour of her 
milk-white palfrey. Beside her on a Spanish jennet, the 
gift of her affectionate father,—who had procured it at a 
high rate, and who would have given half his substance 
to gratify his daughter,—^sat the girlish fonn of Rose 
Flammock, who had so much of juvenile shyness in her 
manner, so much of feeling and of judgment in her 
thoughts and actions. Dame Margery followed, mixed 
in the parly escorted by Father Aldrovand, w'hose com¬ 
pany she chiefly frequented ; for Margery affected a little 
th? character of the devotee, and her influence in the 
family, as having been Eveline’s nurse, was so great as to 
render her no improper companion for the oLaplain, 
when her lady did not require her attendance on her own 
person. Then came old Raoul the huntsman, his wife, 
and two or three other officers of Raymond liercnger’s 
household ; the steward with his golden chain, velvet 
cassock, and white wand, bringing up the rear, which 
was closed by a small band of archers, and four men-at- 
arms. The guards, and indeed the greater part of the 
attendants, were only designed to give the necessary 
degree of honour to the young lady's movements, by 
accompanying her a short space from the castle, where 
they were met by the Constable of Chester, who, with a 
retinue of thirty lances, proposed himself to escort 
F.veline as far as Gloucester, the place of her destination. 
Under his protection no danger was to be apprehended, 
even if the severe defeat so lately sustained by the >-Welsh 
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had not of itself been likely to prevent any attempt, on 
t!jo i)!irt of those hostile mountaineers, to disturb the 
safely of the marches for some time to come. 

In pursuance of this arrangement, which permitted th.e 
armed part of Eveline’s retinue to return for the protec¬ 
tion of the castle, and the restoration of order in the 
district around, the Constable awaited her at the fatal 
bridge, at the head of the gallant band of selected horse¬ 
men whom ^le bad ordered to attend upon him. The 
parties halted, as if to salute each other ; but the Con¬ 
stable, observing that Eveline drew her veil more closely 
around her, recollecting the loss she had so lately 
sustained on that luckless spot, had the judgment to 
confine his greeting to a mute reverence, so low that the 
lofty plume which he wore (for he was now in complete 
armour) mingled with the flowing mane of his g.ilUnt 
horse. Wilkin Flammock next halted, to ask the lady if 
she had any further commands. 

“None, good Wilkin,” said Eveline ; **but to be, as 
ever, true and watchful.'* 

'* d’lie proixirties of a good mastiff,” said Flammock. 

Some rude sagacity, and a stout hand insU'ad of a 
sharp case of teeth, are all that I can claim to be added to 
them—I will do my best.—l*arc thee well, Roschen I 
I'hou art going among strangers—foi^ct not the qualities 
which made thee loved at home. The saints bless thee 
—farewell I ” 

The steward next approached to take his leave, but in 
doing so had nearly met with a fatal accident. It had 
been the pleasure of Raoul, who was in his own disposi¬ 
tion cross-grained, and in person rheumatic, to accom¬ 
modate himself with an old Arab horse, which had been 
kept for the sake of the breed, as lean, and almost as 
lame as himself, and with a temper as vicious as that of 
a fiend. Betwixt the rider and the horse was a constant 
* misunderstanding, testified on Raoul's part by oath^ 
x^i • Fa 
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rough checks with the curb, and severe digging with the 
spurs, which Mahound (so paganishly was the horso 
named) answered by plunging, bounding, and endeavour¬ 
ing by all expedients to unseat his rider, as well as strikin.q 
and lashing out furiously at whatever else approached 
him. It was thought by many of the household that 
Raoul preferred this vicious cross-tempered animal upor. 
all occasions when he travelled in company with his wife, 
in order to take advantage by the chance,* that amongst 
the various kicks, plunges, gambades, lashings out, and 
other eccentricities of Mahound, his heels might eome in 
contact with Dame Gillian’s ribs. And now, when, as 
the important steward spurred up his palfrey to kiss 
young lady's hand, and to take his leave, it seemed to 
the bystanders as if Raoul so managed his bridle and 
spur that Mahound yerked out his hoofs at the same 
moment, one of which, coming in contact with tht 
stew'ord's thigh, would have splintered it like a rotten 
reed, had the parties been a couple of inches nearer to 
each other. As it was, the steward sustained cojisider- 
able damage ; and they that observed the grin upon 
Raoul’s vinegar countenance, entertained little doubt 
that Mahound’s heels then and there avenged certain 
nods, winks, and wreathed smiles, which had passed 
betwixt the gold-chained functionary and the coquettish 
tire-woman, since the party left the castle. 

This incident abridged the painful solemnity of parting 
betwixt the Lady Eveline and her dependants, and 
lessened, at the same time, the formality of her meeting 
with the Constable, and. as it were, resigning herself to 
his protection. 

HtjLgo de Lacy, having commanded six of his men-at- 
arms to proceed as an advanced guard, remained himself 
to see the steward properly deposited on a litter, and 
then, with the rest his followers, marched in miUtar^ 
fitdiion about one hundred yards in the rear of Lady 
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Eveline and her retinue, judiciously forbearinjg; to present 
tiiiTiself to her society while she was engaged in the 
orisons which the place where they met naturally sug> 
gestcd, and waiting patiently until the elasticity of youth- 
Uil temper should require some diversion of the gloomy 
thoughts which the scene inspired. 

Guided by this policy, the Constable did not approach 
the ladies ui)it>i the atlvance of the morning rendered it 
politeness to remintl them that a pleasant spot for break¬ 
ing their fast occurred in the neighbourhood, where he 
had ventured dto make some prei^aralions for rest and 
refreshment. Immediately after the Lady Eveline had 
intimated her acceptance of this courtesy, they came in 
sight of the spot he alluded to, marked by an ancient 
oak, which, spre.'iding it.s broad branches far and wide, 
reminded the favcller of that of Mamre, under which 
Ci'lestial beings .ioe< pted the hospitality of the patriarch. 
Across two of these huge projecting arms was flung a 
{iiece of rose-coloured sarcenet, as a canopy to keep off 
the Btoming beams, which were already nsing high. 
Cushions of .silk, interch.ingcd with others covered with 
the furs of aniin.il.s of the chase, were arranged round a 
repast which a Nornt.ui cook had done his utmost to 
i'i 'tinguish, by the sui>crior delicacy of his art, from the 
gross meals of tlu* Saxons, and the penurious simplicity 
of the Welsh tables. A fountain, which bubbled from 
under a large m is~>y stone at some distance, refreshed 
the air with its sound, and the taste with its liquid 
crystal; while, nf the same time, it formed a cistern for 
cooling two or th <*<' flasks of Gascon wine and hippocras, 
which were at that time the necessary accompaniments 
of the morning m. .al. • 

When Eveline, w'ith Rose, the Confessor, and at some 
farther distance iier faithful nurse, was seated at thia 
eilvan banquet, the leaves rustling to a gentle breeze, the 
w.atcr bubbling in the background, the birds twittering 
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around, while the half-heard sounds of conversation and 
lauj^hter at a distance announced tiiat their guard was in 
the vicinity, she could not avoid making the Constable 
some natural compliment on his happy selection of a 
place of repose. 

‘’You do me more than justice," replied the Baron ; 
" the spot was selected by my nephew, who hath a fancy 
like a minstrel. Myself am but slow in imagining such 
devices. ” 

Rose looked full at her mistress, as if she endeavoured 
to look into her very inmost soul; but Evejine answered, 
with the utmost simplicity—"And wherefore hath not 
the noble Damian waited to join us at the entertainment 
which he hath directed ? ** 

"He prefers riding onward,” said the Baron, "with 
some light horsemen ; fur, notwithstanding there arc now 
no Welsh knaves stirring, yet the marches are never free 
from robbers and outlaws ; and though there is nothing 
to fear for a band like ours, yet you should not be 
alarmed even by the approach of danger." r 

" 1 have indeed seen but too much of it lately,” said 
Eveline ; and relapsed into the melancholy mood from 
which the novelty of the scene had for a moment 
awakened her. 

Meanwhile, the Constable, removing, with the assist- 
ance of his squire, his mailed-hood and its steel crest, as 
well as his gauntlets, remained in his flexible coat of 
mail, composed entirely of rings of steel curiously inter¬ 
woven, his hands bare, and his brows covered with a 
velvet bonnet of a peculiar fashion, appropriated to'the 
use of knights, aiid called a mortier, which permitted 
him bath to converse and to cat more easily than when 
he wore the full defensive armour. His discourse was 
plain, sensible, and manly ; and, turning upon the state 
of the country, and the precautions to be ohserveti ifwr, 
governing and defending so disorderly a frontier, it be- 
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came gradually interesting to Eveline, one of whose 
warmest wishes was to be the protectress of her father's 
vassals. De Eacy, on his part, seemed much pleased ; 
for, young as Eveline w'as, her questions showed intelli¬ 
gence, and her mode of answering, both apprehension 
and docility. In short, familiarity was so far established 
betwixt them, that in the next stage of their journey, the 
Constable ^med to think his appropriate place was at 
the Lady Eveline’s bridle-rein ; and although she cer¬ 
tainly did not countenance his attendance, yet neither 
did she sccip w'illing to discourage it. Himself no 
ardent lover, although captivated by the beauty and the 
amiable qualities of the fair orphan. De l.acy wns satis¬ 
fied with being endured as a comjxinion, and made no 
efforts to improve the opportunity which this familiarity 
aiTorded him, by recurring to any of the topics of the 
jireceding day. 

A hah was made at noon in a small village, where the 
same purveyor had made preparations for their acconi- 
moekition, and [xarlicularly for that of the Lady Eveline, 
but, something to her surprise, he himself remainetl in¬ 
visible '^I’he conversation of the Constable of Chester 
was, doubtless, in the highest degree instructive ; but at 
Eveline’s years, a maiden might be excused for wishing 
some addition to the society in the person of a younger 
and less serious attendant; and when she recollected the 
regularity with which Damian Lacy had hitherto made 
his respects to her, she rather wondered at his continued 
absence. But her reflection went no deeper than the 
passing thought of one who was not quite so much de¬ 
lighted with her present company, as not to believe it 
capable of an agreeable addition. She was leading a 
patient ear to the account which the Constable gave her 
of the descent and pedigree of a gallant knight of the 
di''tinguished family of Herbert, at whose castle he 
proposed to repose during the night, when one of the 
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retinue announced a messenger from the Lady of Bal- 
dringham. 

My honoured father's aunt/' said Eveline, arising to 
testify that respect for age and relationship which the 
manners of the time required. 

“I knew not," said the Constable, "that my gallant 
friend had such a relative." " 

'* She was my grandmother’s sister," answered Eveline, 
"a noble Saxon lady ; but she disliked the match formed 
with a Norman house, and never saw her sister after the 
period of her marriage." ^ 

She broke off, as the messenger, who had the appear¬ 
ance of a steward to a person of consequence, entered 
their presence, and, bending his knee reverently, delivere^-l 
a letter, which, being examined by Father Aldrovand. 
was found to contain the following invitation, expressed, 
not in French, then the general lan,*;nage of communica¬ 
tion amongst the gentry, but in the old Saxon languag'*. 
modified as it now was by some intermixture of 
French 

" If the grand-daughter of Aclfreid of Baldringhnm 
hath so much of the old Saxon strain as to desire to see 
an ancient relation, who still dwells in the house of her 
forefathers, and lites after their manner, she is thus in¬ 
vited to repose for the night in the dwelling of Eriuen - 
garde of Ealdringham." 

' * Your pleasure will be, doubtless, to decline the pre¬ 
sent hospitality?" said the Constable de Lacy; "the 
noble Herbert expects us, and has made great prepara¬ 
tion.’’.. 

"Your presence, my lord," said Eveline, "will more 
than console him for my absence. It is fitting and 
proper that I should meet my aunt’s advances to reeon.) 
ciliation. since she has condescended to make them." 
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t)e Lacy's brow was slightly clouded, for seldom had 
he met with anything approaching to contradiction of 
his pleasure. “ 1 pray you to reflect, T^dy Eveline,” he 
said, “ that your aunt's house is probably defenceless, 
or at least very imperfectly guarded.—Would it not be 
your pleasure that 1 should continue my dutiful attend¬ 
ance i ” 

*' Of that, my lord, mine aunt can, in her own house, 
be the sole judge ; and methinks, as khc has not deemed 
it necessary to request the honour of your lordship’s 
company, it vere unbecoming in me to permit you to 
lake the trouble of attendance ;—^you have already had 
but too much on my account. ” 

" But for the sake of your own safety, madam," said 
D.e Lacy, unwilling to leave his charge. 

*' My safety, my lord, cannot be endangered in the 
house of so near a relative ; whatever precautions she 
may take on her own behalf, will doubtless be amply 
sufficient for mine.” 

hope it will lie found so," said De l^cy ; " and I 
will at least add to them the .security of a patrol around 
the castlt.* during your abode in it,” He stopped, and 
then proceeded with some he.sitation to express his hope, 
that Evcliiw*, now about to visit a kinswoman whose pre¬ 
judices against the Norman race were generally knowm, 
would be on her guard against what she might hear 
upon that subject. 

Eveline answered with dignity, that the daughter of 
Raymond Berengcr was unlikely to listen to any opinions 
which would affect the dignity of that good knight's 
nation and descent; and with this assurance, the Con¬ 
stable, finding it impossible to obtain any whid: had 
more special reference to himself and his suit, was com¬ 
pelled to remain satisfied, fie recollected also that the 
castle of Herbert was within two miles of the habitation 
of the ^dy of Baldringham, and that his separation 
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from Eveline was but for one night; yet a sense of the 
difference betwixt their years, and perhaps of his own 
deficiency in those lighter qualifications by which the 
female heart is supposed to be most frequently won, 
rendered even this temporary absence matter of anxious 
thought and apprehension ; so that during their aller- 
noon journey, he rode in silence by Eveline’s side, rather 
meditating what might chance to-morrow, tjian endea¬ 
vouring to avail himself of presf^nt opportunity. In this 
unsocial manner they travelled on until the point was 
reached where they were to separate for thq evening. 

This was an elevated spot, from which they could see, 
on the right hand, the Castle of Anielot Herbert, rising 
high upon an eminence, with all its Gothic pinnacles and 
turrets ; and on the left, low-embowered amongst oaken 
woods, the rude and lonely dwelling in which the T^ady 
of lialdringham still maintained the customs of the 
Anglo-Saxons, and looked with contempt and hatred on 
all innovations that had been introduced since the battle 
of Hastings. 4 

Here the Constable Dc Lacy, having charged a part of 
his men to attend the Lady Eveline to the house of her 
relation, and to keep watch around it with the utmost 
vigilance, but at such a distance as might not give offence 
or inconvenience to the family, kissed her hand and took 
a reluctant leave, Eveline proceeded onwards by a path 
so little trodden, as to show the solitary condition of the 
mansion to which it led. I,arge kine, of an uncommon 
and valuable breed, were feeding in the rich ]mstures 
around ; and now and then fallow deer, which appeared 
to have lost the shyness of their nature, trip{>ed across 
the glades of the woodland, or stood and lay in small 
groiq.s under some great oak. The transient pleasvire 
which such a scene of rural quiet was calculated to afford, 
changed to more serious feelings, when a sudden tuNi 
brought her at once in front of the mansion-house, of 
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which siie had seen nothing since she first beheld it frona 
the point where she parted with the Constable, and 
which she had more than one reason for regarding with 
some apprehension, 

The house, for it could not be termed a castle, was 
only two storeys high, low and massively built, with 
doors and windows forming the heavy round arch which 
is usually called Saxon;—the walls were mantled w’ith 
various crcdjiing plants, which had crept along them un¬ 
disturbed—^grass grew up to the very threshold, at which 
hung a buffalo's horn, suspended by a brass chain. A 
massive doof of black o.ak closed a gate, which much 
resembled the ancient entrance to a ruined sepulchre, at 
which not a soul appeared to acknowledge or greet their 
arrival. 

"Were I you, my Lady Eveline," said the officious 
dame Gillian, "I W'ould turn bridle yet; for this old 
dungeon seems little likely to afford food or shelter to 
Cliristian folk." 

j^vclinc imposed silence on her indiscreet attendant, 
though herself exchanging a look with Rose which con- 
fc.ssed something like timidity, as she commanded Raoul 
to blow the horn at the gate. *' 1 have heard," she said, 
"that my aunt loves the ancient customs so well, that 
she is loath to admit into her halls any thing younger 
than the time of Edward the Confessor." 

Raoul, in the meantime, cursing the rude instrument 
which baffled his skill in sounding a regular call, and 
gave voice only to a tremendous and discordant roar, 
which seemed to shake the old walls, thick as they were, 
repeated his summons three times before they obtained 
admittance. On the third sounding the gate opened, 
and a numerous retinue of servants of both «exes ap¬ 
peared in the dark and narrow hall, at the upper end of 
which a great fire of wood was sending its furnace-blast 
UP an antique chimney, whose front, as extensive as that 
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of a modern kitchen, was carved over with ornaments of 
massive stone, and jjfamishf! on the top with a lon^; 
kange of niches, from each of which frowned tlie im^t 
of some Saxon Saint, whose itarharous nante was scarce 
to be found in the Romish calendar. 

The same ofhccA' who had brought the invitation from 
his lady to Eveline, now ste)>t)ed forward, as she sup> 
posed, to assist her from hi'r palfrey ; but it was in 
reality to lead it by the bridle-rtMii into the paved hall 
itself, and up to a raised plati'onn, or dais, at the upper 
end of which she w'as at length pemntted to dismount 
Two matrons of advanced years, and four young women 
of gentle birth, educated by the bounty of Ermengarde. 
attended with reverence the arrival of her kinswoman 
Eveline would have inquired of them for her grand-aunt, 
but the matrons with much respect laid their fingers on 
Uicir mouths, as if to enjoin her silence ; a gesture which, 
united to the singularity ol her reception in other respects, 
still further excited her curiosity to .see her venerablf- 
relativc. # 

It was soon gratified; for, through a pair of folding- 
doors, which opened not far from the phitform on whici 
she stood, she was itsh^^rcd into a iaige low' apartment 
hung with arras; at the upper end of which, under a 
species of canopy, v}^ seated the ancient Lady of Ilalrl- 
nngham. Fourscore years hatl not quenched the bright¬ 
ness of her eyes, or bent an inch of her stately height: 
her grey hair was still so profuse as to form a tier, com¬ 
bined as it was with a chaplet of ivy leaves; her long 
dark-coloured gown fell in ample folds, and the broidcred 
girdle, which gathered It around her, was fastened by a 
buckle of gold, studded with precious stones, which were 
worth ah Earl’s ransom; her features, which had once 
been beautiful, or rather majestic, l>ore still, though 
fitded and wrinkled, an air of melancholy and sUSki 
grandeur, that assorted well with her garb and deport- 
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nicnt. She had a staff of ebony in her hand ; at her feet 
rested a lari^e aged wolf-dog. who pricked liis cars and 
bristled up tiis neck, as the step of a stranger, a sound 
so seldom heard in those halls, approached the chair in 
which his aged mistress sat motionless. 

"Peace, Thryme," said the venerable dame; "and 
thou, daughter of the house of Baldringham, approach, 
and fear not their ancient servant." 

The hound sunk down to his couchant posture when 
she spoke, and, excepting the red glare o£ his eyes, 
might have seemed a hieroglyphical emblem, lying at the 
feet of some ancient priestess of Woden or Freya; so 
strongly did the appearance of Ermcngarde, with her 
rod and her cliaplct, correspond with the ideas of the 
days of Paganism. Yet he who had thus deemed of 
her would have done therein much injustice to a vener¬ 
able Christian matron, who had given many a hide of 
land to holy church, in honour of God and Saint 
Dunstan. 

firmengiinle’s reception of Eveline was of the same 
antiquated and formal cast with her mansion and her 
exterior. She did not at first arise from her seat when 
the noble maiden approached lier, nor did .slie even admit 
her to the salute which she advanced to offer ; but laying 
her hand on Eveline’s arm, stoppcd\er as she advanced, 
and perused her countenance with an earnest and un¬ 
sparing eye of minute observation. 

" Bcrwinc," she said to the mR>st favoured of the two 
attendants, "our niece hath the skin and eyes of the 
Saxon hue; but the hue of her eyebrows and hair is from 
the foreigner and alien.—Thou art, nevertheless, wel¬ 
come to iny house, maiden," she added, addressing 
Eveline, " especially if thou caiist bear to hear that thou 
art not absolutely a perfect creature, as doubtless these 
flatterers around thee have taught thee to believe." 

So Siwing, she at length arose, and saluted her niece 
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with a kiss on the forehead. She released her not, how> 
ever, from her grasp, but proceeded to give the attention 
to her garments which she had hitherto bestowed upon 
her features. 

" Saint Dunstan keep us from vanity! ** she said; 
** and so this is the new guise—and modest maidens 
wear such tunics as these, showing the shape of their 
persons as plain as if (Saint Mary defend u^!) they were 
altogether without garments? And see, Berwine, these 
gauds on the neck, and that neck itself uncovered as low 
as the shoulder—these l)e the guises winch strangers 
have brought into merry England ! and this pouch, like 
a player’s phxckct, hath but little to do with housewifery, 
I wot; and that dagger, too, like a glee-man’s wife, that 
rides a mumming in masculine apparel—dost thou ever 
go to the wars, maiden, that thou wearest steel at thy 
girdle?” 

Eveline, equally surprised and disobliged by the de¬ 
preciating catalogue of her apparel, re]jlied to thc^^ast 
question with some spirit,—“The mode may have al¬ 
tered, madam; but I only wear such garments as are 
now worn by those of my age and condition. For the 
poniard, may it please you, it is not many days since 
1 regarded it as thfr last resource betwixt me and dis¬ 
honour. ” 

“The maiden speaks well and boldly, Berwine,” said 
Dame Ennengarde; “^and, in truth, pass we but over 
some of these vain fripperies, is attired in a comely 
fashion. Thy father, 1 hear, fell knight-like in the held 
of battle. ” 

“He did so,” answered Eveline, her eyes filling with 
tears at \he recollection of her recent loss. 

“ 1 never saw him,” continued Dame Ermengarde; 
‘*he carried the old Norman scorn towards the Saxqn 
stock, whom they wed but for what they can make by 
them, as the bramble clings to the elm;—n^, never 
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seek to vindicate him," she continued, observing that 
Eveline was about to speak; 1 have known the Norman 

spirit for many a year ere thou wen born.” 

At this moment tlic steward appeared in the chamber, 
and, after a long genuflection, asked his lady’s pleasure 
concerning the guard of Norman soldiers who remained 
without the mansion. 

“ Norman«oldicrs so near the house of Baldringham! ” 
said the old lady, fiercely; “who brings them hither, 
and for what pitrpose? ’’ 

“ They came, as 1 think,” said the sewer, “ to wait on 
and guard this gracious young lady.” 

** What, my daughter," said Ermengarde, in a tone 
of melancholy reproach, “ darest thou not trust thyself 
unguarded for one night in the castle of thy fore* 
lathers? " 

“God forbid else!" said Eveline. “But these men 
arc not mine, nor under my authority. They are part 
of the train of the Constable De I.<acy, who left them to 
watch around the castle, thinking there might be danger 
from robbers." 

“Robbers," .said Ermengarde, “have never harmed 
the house of Baldringham, since a Norman robber stole 
from it its best treasure in the person of thy grand¬ 
mother—And so, poor bird, thou already captive— 
unhappy flutterer! But it is thy lot, and wherefore 
should 1 wonder or repine ? When was there fair maiden 
with a wealthy dower, but she was ere maturity destined 
to be the slave of some of those petty kings, who allow 
us to call nothing ours that their passions can covet? 
Well—I cannot aid thee—I am but a poor and neglected 
woman, feeble both from sex and age,—And to which 
of these De Lacys art thou the destined household 
drudge ?” 

' A question so asked, and by one whose prejudices were 
of such ^ determined character, was not likely to draw 
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from Eveline any confession of tbe real circumstances in 
which she was placed, since it was too plain her Saxon 
relation could have afforded her neither sound counsel 
nor useful assistance. She replied therefore briefly^ that 
as the Lacys, and the Normans in general, were unwel¬ 
come to her kinswoman, she would entreat of the com¬ 
mander of the patrol to withdraw it from the neighbour¬ 
hood of Baldrjngham. ^ 

“ Not so, my niece," said ♦he old lady ; “as we can¬ 
not escape the Norman neighbourhood, or get beyond 
the sound of their curfew, it signifies nt't whether they 
l)e near our w’alls or more far off, so that they enter them 
not. And, Berwine, bid Hundvvolf drench the Normans 
with liquor, and gorge tlicm with food—the food of the 
best, and liquor of the stiongest. Let them not say the 
old Saxon hag is churlish of her hospitality. Broach a 
piece of wine, for 1 w'arrant their gentle stomachs brook 
no ale." 

Berwine, her huge bunch of keys jangling at her 
girdle, withdrew to give the necessary direcUonsr and 
presently returned. Meanwhile Mrmengarde proceeded 
to question her niece more closely. “ Is it that thou 
wilt not, or canst not, tell me to w'hich of tlie De Lacys 
thou art to be bondswoman?—to the overweening 
Constable, who, shr^thed in impenetrable armour, and 
mounted on a swift ana strong horse as invulnerable as 
himself, takes pride that he rides down and stabs at his 
case, and with perfect aefety, the naked Welshmen ?—or 
is it to his nephew, the beardless Damian ?—or must thy 
possessions go to mend a breach in the fortunes of that 
other cousin, Randal I^acy, the decayed reveller, who. 
they say, can no longer ruffle it among the debaucbeil 
crusaders for want of means ? " 

“My honoured aunt,” replied Flveline, naturally dis¬ 
pleased with this discourse, * * to none of the Lacys, aEid 
I trust to none otliler, Saxon cr Nonnan, will your kins- 
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woman become a household drudge. There was, before 
tho death of my honoured father, some treaty betwixt 
him and the Constable, on which account 1 cannot at 
present decline his attendance; but what may be the 
issue of it, fate must determine." 

' * But 1 can show thee, niece, how the balance of fate 
inclines," said Ermengardc, in a low and mysterious 
voice. **Th<Ae united with us by blood have, in some 
sort, the privilege of looking forward beyond the 
points of present time, and seeing in their very bud thr 
thorns fiowErs which arc one day to encircle their 
head." 

“ For my own sake, noble kinswoman," answered Eve¬ 
line, *' I would decline such foreknowledge, even were it 
possible to acquire it without transgressing the rules of 
the Church. Could I have foreseen what has befallen me 
within these last unhappy days, I had lost the enjoy¬ 
ment of every happy moment before that time." 

*' Nevertheless, daughter," said the I-ady of Baldring- 
ham, * thou, like others of thy race, must within this 
bouse conform to the rule, of passing one night witliin 
the chambet of the Red-Finger.—Berwine, see that it be 
prepared for my niece’s reception." 

•• i^i—have heard speak of that qhamber, graciou.s 
aunt," said Eveline, timidly, " and if it may consist with 
your good plea.sure, I would not now choose to pass the 
night there. My health has suffered by my late perils 
and fatigues, and with your good-will 1 will delay to 
another time the usage, which 1 have heard is peculiar to 
the daughters of the house of Baldringham." 

*'And which, notwithstanding, you would willingly 
avoid," said the old Saxon lady, bending her t>rows 
angrily. '' Has not such disobedience cost your bouse 
enough already ? " 

* '* Indeed, honoured and gracious lady," said Berwine, 
unable to ffrbear interference, though well knowing the 
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obstinacy of her patroness, '' that chamber is in disre¬ 
pair, and cannot easily on a sudden be made fit for the 
Lady Eveline ; and the noble damsel looks so pale, and 
hath lately suffered so much, that, might I have the per¬ 
mission to advise, this were better delayed.” 

“ Thou art a fool, Berwine,” said the old lady, 
sternly; "thinkest thou I will bring anger and misfor¬ 
tune on my house, by suffering this girl to leave it with¬ 
out rendering the usual homage to the Red-Finger ? Go 
to—^let the room be made ready—small preparation may 
serve, if she cherish not the Norman nicety about bed and 
lodging. Do not reply ; but do as I command thee.— 
And you, Eveline—arc you so far degenerated from the 
brave spirit of your ancestry, that you dare not pass a 
few hours in an ancient apartment? ” 

" You are my hostess, gracious madam,*' said Eveline, 
and must assign iny apartment where you judge proper 
—my courage is such as innocence and .some pride of 
blood and birth have given me. It has been, of late, 
severely tried ; but, since such is your pleasure, and the 
custom of your house, my heart is yet strong enough to 
encounter what you propose to subject me to. ” 

She paused here in displeasure ; for she resented, in 
some measure, her aunt's conduct, as unkind and inhos¬ 
pitable. And yet when she reflected upon the foundation 
of the legend of the chamber to which she was consigned, 
she could not but regard the Lady of Baldringham as 
having considerable reason for her conduct, according 
the traditions of the family, and the belief of the times, 
m which Eveline herself was devout. 
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CHAP. XIV. 


SomethneSt methinks, I hear the groans of ghosU, 

Then hollow sounds and lamentable screams ; 

Then, like a dying echo from efar. 

My mothers voice, that cries, “ ]Vednot, AlmeyJa— 
Forewarnd^Almeyda, marriage is thy crime." 

Don Sebastian. 



HE evening at Baldringham would have seemed 
of portentous and unendurable length, had it 
not been that apprehended danger makes tune 


pass quickly betwixt us and the dreaded hour, and that if 


Eveline felt little interested or amused by the con versa 


tion of her aunt and Berwine, which turned upon the 
long deduction of their ancestors from the warlike Horsa, 
and the feats of Saxon champions, and the miracles of 


Saxon monks, she was still better pleased to listen to 
these legends, than to anliciijate her retreat to the des¬ 
tined jfhd dreaded apartment where she was to pass the 
night. There lacked not, however, such amusement as 
tlie House oi Baldringham could afford, tO]>ass away the 
evening. Blessed by a grave old Saxon monk, the 
chaplain of the house, a sumptuous entertainment, which 
might have sufficed twenty hungry meh, was sers'ed up 
before Ermcngarde and her niece, whose sole assistants, 
besides the reverend man, were Berwine and Rose FVim- 


mock. Eveline was the less inclined to do justice to 
this excess of hospitality, that the dishes were all of the 
gross and substantial nature which the Saxons admired, 
but w'hich contrasted disadvantageously with the refined 


and delicate cookery of the Normans, as did the moeWrate 
cup of light and high-flavoured Gascon wine, tempered 
with more than half its quantity of the purest water, with 
fhc mighty ale, the high-spiced pigment and hippocras. 


and the other potent liquors, which, one after another, 
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were in vain proffered for her acceptance by the steward 
Hundwolf, in honour of the hospitality of Baldringham. 

Neither were the stated amusements of the evening 
more congenial to Eveline's tastes, than the profusion of 
her aunt's solid refection. When the boards and tresses, 
on which the viands had been served, were withdrawn 
from the apartment, the menials, under direction of the 
steward, proceeded to light several longr-^a.vcn torches, 
one of which was graduated for the purpose of marking 
the passing time, and dividing it into portions. These 
were announced by means of brazen bal4s, suspended by 
threads from the torch, the spaces betwixt them being 
calculated to occupy a certain time in burning ; so that, 
when the flame reached the thread, and the balls fell, 
each in succession, into a brazen basin placed for its 
reception, the office of a modem clock was in some 
degree discharged. By this light the party was arranged 
for the evening. 

The ancient Ermcngardc's lofty and ample chair was 
removed, according to ancient custom, from the middle 
of the apartment to the warmest side of a large grate, 
filled with charcoal, and her guest was placed on her 
right, as the seat of honour. Berwine then arranged in 
due order the fegiales of the household, and, having seen 
that each was engaged with her own proper task, sat her¬ 
self down to ply the spindle and distaff. The men, in a 
more remote circle, betook themselves to the repairing 
of their implements of husbandry, or new furbishing 
weapons of the chase, under the direction of the steward 
Hundwolf. For the amusement of the family thus as¬ 
sembled, an old glee-man sung to a harp, which had but 
*our strings, a long and apparently interminable legend, 
upon seme religious subject, which was rendered almost 
unintelligible to Eveline, by the extreme and complicated 
affectation of the poet, who, in order to indulge in tne 
alliteration which was accounted one grea^ ornament of 
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Saxon poetry, had sacrthced sense to sound, and used 
words in the most forced and remote sense, provideii 
they could be compelled into his service. There was also 
all the obscurity arising from elision, and from the most 
extravagant and hyperbolical epithets. 

Eveline, though well acquainted with the Saxon lan> 
guage, soon left off listening to the singer, to reflect for 
a moment on^ the gay fabliaux and imaginative lai% 
of the Nomian minstrels, and then to anticipate, with 
anxious apprehension, what nature of visitation she might 
be exposed to injtbe mysterious chamber in which she wa.^ 
doomed to pass the night. 

The hour of parting at length approached. At half- 
on-hour before midnight, a period ascertained by the 
consumption of the huge waxen torch, the ball which 
was secured to it fell clanging into the brazen basin 
placed beneath, and announced to all the hour of rest. 
The old glce-man paused in his song, instantaneously, 
and in the middle of a stanza, and the household were 
all on’*foot at the signal, some retiring to their own 
apartments, others lighting torches or bearing lamps tc 
conduct the visitors to their places of repose. Among 
these last was a bevy of bower-women, to whom the 
duty was assigned of conveying the I.^dy Eveline to her 
chamber for the night. Her aunt took*a solemn leave of 
her, crossed her forehead, kissed it, and whispered in her 
ear, '' Be courageous, and be fortunate. ” 

* ‘ May not my bower-maiden. Rose Flammock, or my 
tire-woman. Dame Gillian, Raoul’s wife, remain in the 
apartment with me for the night ? " said Eveline. 

•• Flammock—Raoul T* repeated Ermengarde, angrily, 
*' is thy household thus made up? The Flemings are 
the cold palsy to Britain, the Normans the burning 
fever,” 


• "And the poor ^Welsh will add,” said Rose, whose 


resentment began to surpass her 
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Saxon dame, “that the Anglo-Saxons were the original 
disease, and resemble a wasting pestilence." 

“Thou art too bold, eetheart," said the Lady Er- 
mcngardc, looking at the Flemish maiden from under 
her dark brows; “and yet there is wit in Ihy words. 
Saxon, Dane, and Norman, have rolled like successive 
billows over the land, each having strength to subdue 
what they lacked wisdom to keep. When shall it be 
otherwise ? " 

“When Saxon, and Briton, and Norman, and Flem¬ 
ing," answered Rose, boldly, “ shall learn to call them¬ 
selves by one name, and think themselves alike children 
of the land they were bom in." 

“ Ha !" exclaimed the Lady of Baldringham, in the 
tone of one half-surprised, half-pleased. Then turning 
to her relation, she said, “There are words and wit 
in this maiden ; sec that she use but do not abuse 
them." 

“ She is as kind and faithful as she is prompt and 
ready-witted,” said Eveline. “ I pray you, dean'st aunt, 
let me use her company for this night." 

“ It may not be—it were dangerous to both. Alone 
you must learn your destiny, as have all the females of 
our race, excepting your grandmother, and what have 
been the consequences of her neglecting the rules of our 
house ? Lo ! her descendant stands before me an orphan 
in the very bloom of youth," 

“ I will go then," said Eveline, with a sigh of re.signa- 
tion; '' and it shall never be said I incurred future woe, 
to shun present terror." 

“ Your attendants," said the Lady Ermengarde, “may 
occupy the anteroom, and be almost within your call. 
1 lerwine will show you the apartment—1 cannot; for we, 
thou knowest, who have once entered it, return not 
thither again. Farewell, niy child, and may F.eavsn 
bless thee I" 
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With more of human emotion and sympathy than she 
had yet shown, the T.ady again saluted Eveline, and 
signed to her to follow lierwine, who, attended by two 
damsels hearing torches, waited to conduct her to the 
dreaded apartment. 

Their torches glared along the rudely-built walls and 
dark arched roofs of one or two long winding passages ; 
these by their light enabled them to descend the steps of 
a winding stair, whose inequality and ruggedness showed 
its antiquity ; and finally led into a tolerably large cham* 
ber on the lower storey of the edifice, to which some old 
hangings, a lively fire on the hearth, the moonbeams 
stealing through a latticed window, and the bouglis of a 
myrtle plant w'hich grew around the casement, gave nc 
uncomfortable appearance. 

“This," said 13erwine, “is the resting-place of your 
attendants," and she pointed to the couches which had 
been prepared for Rose and Dame Gillian ; “we," she 
ad ded, ‘ ‘ proceed farther. ’' 

She men took a torch from the attendant maidens, 
both of whom seemed to shrink back with fear, which 
was readily caught by Dame (jillian, although she was 
not probably aware of the cause. But Rose Mammock, 
unbidden, f^olluwcd her mistress without hesitation, as 
Berwine conducted her through a small wicket at the 
upper end of the apartment, clenched with many an iron 
nail, into a .second but smaller anteroom or wardrobe, at 
the end of which w'as a similar door. This wardrobe 
had also its casement mantled with evergreens, and, 
like the former, it was faintly enlightened by the iiioou- 
bcam. 

Berwine paused here, and, pointing to Rose, demanded 
of Eveline, “ Why docs she follow ? " 

“ To share my mistress's danger, be it what it may/ 
tinsw^red Rosie, with her characteristic readiness of S)>ecch 
and resolution. “ Speak,” she said, “ iny dearest lady," 
iSi 
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gnra«!ping Eveline’s hand while she addressed her; “you 
will not drive your Rose from you ? If I am less high- 
minded than one of your boasted race, 1 am bold and 
quick-witted in all honest service.—You tremble like the 
aspen ! Do not go into this apartment—do not be gulled 
by all this pomp and mystery of terrible preparation ; 
bid defiance to this antiquated, and, 1 think, half-pagan 
superstition." • 

" The Lady Eveline must go, minion,' replied Ber- 
wine. sternly ; ^*and she must go without any malapert 
adviser or companion." • 

•' Must go—wwj/ go ! ’’ repeated Rose. *' Is this lan¬ 
guage to a free and noble maiden ?—Sweet lady, give me 
once but the least hint that vou wish it, and their * must 
go' shall be put to the trial. I will call from the case¬ 
ment on the Norman cavaliers, and tell them we have 
fallen into a den of witches, instead of a house of hospi¬ 
tality." 

" Silence, madw'oman,” said Berwine, her voice quiver¬ 
ing with anger and fear; * ‘ you know not who cPivells in 
the next chamber." 

" I will call those who will soon see to that," said 
Rose, flying to the ca.senient, when Eveline, seizing her 
arm in her turncompelled her to stop. 

“ I thank thy kindness, Rose," she said, “ but it cannot 
help me in this matter. She who enters yonder door 
must do so alone." 

“ Then I will enter it in your stead, my dearest lady," 
s,aid Rose. '* You are pale—^you are cold—you will die 
of terror if you go on. l^ere may be as much of trick 
.is of supernatural agency in this matter—me they shall 
nof deceive—or if some stern spirit craves a victim,— 
better Rose than her lady. ” 

'* Forbear, forbear," said Eveline, rousing up her own 
spirits; “you make me ashamed of myself. Thisf is kn 
ancient ordeal, which regards the females d^ended from 
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the house of Baldrihghara, us far as in the third degree 
and them only. 1 did not indeed exj^ect. in my present 
circumstances, to have been called upon to undergo it; 
but. since the hour summons me, 1 \%ill meet it as freely 
as any of my ancestors. “ 

So saying, she took the torch from the hand of Ber* 
wine, and wishing good-night to her and Rose, gently 
disengaged heig^elf from the hold of the latter, and ad¬ 
vanced into the mysterious chamber. Rose pressed after 
her so far as to see that it was an apartment of moderate 
dimensions, resembling that through which they had 
last passed, and lighted by the moonbeams which came 
through a window lying on the same range with those ot 
the anterooms. More she could not see, for Eveline 
turned on the threshold, and kissing her at the same 
time, thrust her gently liack into the smaller apartment 
which she had just left, shut the door of communication, 
and barred and bolted It, as if in sectuity against her 
well-meant intrusion. 

Bcr<Finc now exhorted Rose, as she valued her life, to 
retire into the first anteroom, where the beds were pre¬ 
pared, and betake herself, if not to rest, at least to silence 
and devotion ; but the faithful Flemish girl stoutly refused 
her entreaties, and resisted her commands. 

“Talk not to me of danger," she saifl ; “ here I remain 
that 1 may be at least within hearing of my mistress's 
danger, and woe betide iho'^c who shall offer her injury ! 
-—Take notice, that twenty Norman spears surround this 
inhospitable dwelling, prom])t to avenge whatsoever 
injury shall be offered to the daughter of Raymond 
BerengCr." 

“ Reserve your threats for those who are mortal," said 
Berwine, in a low but piercing whisper; “ the owneir of 
yonder chamber fears them not. Farewell—thy danger 
be cRi thine own head ! '* 

She departed, leaving Rose strangely ogitated by what 
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had passed, and somewhat appalled at her last words. 
"These Saxons,” said the maiden within herself, "are 
but half converted after all, and hold nianv of their old 
hellish rites in the worship of elementary spirits. Their 
very saints are unhke to the saints of any Christian 
country, and have, as it were, a look of something savage 
and fiendish—their very names sound pagan and dia¬ 
bolical. It is fearful being alone here—and all i.s silent 
as death in the apartment into which my lady has been 
thus strangely compelled. Shall I call up Gillian ?—but 
no—she has neither sense, nor courage, nor principle, to 
aid me on such an occasion—Ijetter alone than have a 
fal.s«‘ friend for company. I will see if the Normans are 
on their po.st, since it is to them I must trust, if a moment 
of need should arrive. ” 

Thus reflecting. Rose Flammock went to the window 
of the little apartment, in order to .satisfy herself of the 
vigilance of the sentinels, and to ascertain the exact 
situation of the corps de garde. I’hc moon was at the 
full, and enabled her to sec with accuracy the nfitiire of 
the ground without. In ihefiist place, she was rather 
disappointed to find, that instead of being so near the 
earth as .she supposed, the range of windows wdiich gave 
light as well to the two anterooms as to the mysterious 
chamber itself, kjoked down upon an ancient moat, by 
which they were divided from the level ground on the 
farther side. The defence which this fosse afforded 
seemed to have been long neglected, and the bottom, 
entirely dry, was choked in many places with bushes 
and low trees, which rose up against the wall of the 
castle, and by means of which it seemed to Rose the 
windows might be easily scaled, and the mansion 
entered. From the level plain beyond, the space ad¬ 
joining to the castle was in a considerable degree clear, 
and the moonbeams slumbered on its close and l^eauji. 
ful turf, mixed with long shadows of the towers and 
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trees. Beyond this esplanade lay the forest ^ound, 
with a few gigantic o^s scattered individually along 
the skirt of its dark and ample domain, like champions, 
w ho take their ground of defiance in front of a line of 
arrayed battle. 

The calm beauty and repose of a scene so lovely, the 
stillness of all around, and the more matured reflections 
which the whole suggested, quieted, in some measure, 
the apprehensions which the events of the evening had 
inspired. “After all," she reflected, “ why should 1 be 
so an.Kious on account of the l^dy Eveline ? There is 
among the proud Normans and the dogged Saxons 
scarce a single family of note, but must needs be held 
distinguished from others by some superstitious ob¬ 
servance peculiar to their race, as if they thought it 
scorn to go to Heaven like a poor simple P'leming, such 
as I am.—Could 1 but sec the Norman sentinel, 1 would 
hold myself satisfied with my mistress’s security.—And 
yonder one stalks along the gloom, wrapped in his long 
white 4 nantlc. and the moon tii^ping the point of ins 
lance w'ith silver.—What ho. Sir t’avalier I ’’ 

7'he Norman turned his steps, and ap])roached the 
ditch as she spoke. “ What is your pleasure, damsel? " 
he demanded. 

“The window next to mine is that of the Lady 
Eveline lierenger, whom you are apjiointed to gUtard. 
FMease to give heedful watch U]}on this side of the 
castle." 

“Doubt it not, lady," answered the cavalier; and 
enveloping himself in his long chappe, or military watch- 
cloak. he withdrew to a large oak-tree at some distance, 
and stood there with folded arms, and leaning on his 
lance, more like a trophy of armour than a living 
warrior. 

• Emboldened by the consciousness, that in case of need 
succour W'as close at hand. Rose drew back into her 
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little chamber, and having ascertained, by listening, 
that there was no noise or stirring in that of Eveline, 
she began to make some preparations for her own 
repose. For this purpose she went into the outward 
anteroom, where Danic Gillian, whose fears had given 
way to the soporiferous effects of a copious draught of 
tithe-alos (mild ale, of the first strength and quality), 
slept as sound a sleep as that generous l^xon beverage 
could procure. 

Muttering an indignant censure on her sloth and in¬ 
difference, Rose caught, from the empty couch which 
had been destined for her own use, the upper covering, 
and dragging it with her into the inner anteroom, dis¬ 
posed it so as, with the assistance of the rushes which 
strewed that apartment, to form a sort of couch, upon 
which, half seated, half reclined, she resoWed to pass the 
night in as close attendance upon her mistress as cir¬ 
cumstances permitted. 

Thus seated, her eye on the pale planet which sailed 
in full glory through the blue sky of midnight, she 
proposed to herself that .sleep should not visit her eye* 
lids till the dawn of morning should assure her of 
Eveline's safety. 

Her thoughts, meanwhile, rested on the boundless 
and shadowy woiid beyond the grave, and on the great 
and perhaps yet undecided question, whether the sepa¬ 
ration of its inhabitants from those of this temporal 
sphere is absolute and decided, or whether, influenced 
by motives which w’e cannot appreciate, they continue to 
hold shadowy communication with those yet e.visting in 
earthly reality of flesh and hiood ? To have denied this, 
wouljl, in the age of crusades and of miracles, have 
incurred the guilt of heresy ; but Rose's firm good 
sense led her to doubt at least the frequency of super¬ 
natural interference, and she comforted herself with air 
opinion, contradicted, however, by her own involuntary 
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starts and shudderings at every leaf which moved, that, 
in submitting to the performance of the rite imposed on 
her, Eveline incurred no real danger, and only sacrificed 
to an obsolete family superstition. 

As this conviction strengthened on Rose's mind, her 
purpose of vigilance began to decline—her thoughts 
wandered to objects towards which they were not 
directed, like sheep which stray beyond the charge of 
their shepherd—^her eyes no longer brought back to her 
a distinct apprehension of the broad, round, silver orb 
on which they continued to gaze. At length they closed, 
and, seated oh the folded mantle, her back resting 
against the wall of the apartment, and her white arms 
folded on her bosom, Rose Flanimock fell fast asleep. 

Mcr repose was fearfully broken by a shrill and piercing 
shriek from the apartment where her lady reposed. To 
start up and fly to the door was the work of a moment 
with the generous girl, who never permitted fear to 
struggle with love or duty. The door was secured with 
both kdr and bolt; and another fainter scream, or 
rather groan, seemed to say, aid must be instant, or 
in vain. Rose next rushed to the window, and screame<] 
rather than called to the Norman soldier, who, distin¬ 
guished by the white folds of his watch-cloak, still 
retained his position under the old oaMree. 

At the cry of Help, help 1—the Lady Evdine Ls 
murdered 1" the seeming statue, starting at once into 
active exertion, sped with the swiftness of a race-horsc 
to the brink of the moat, and was about to cross k 
opposite to the spot where Rose stood at the open 
casement, urging him to speed by voice and gesture. 

*' Not here—^not here I ” she exclaimed with breathless 
precipitation, as she saw him make towards her—'*" the 
window to the right—scale it, for God's sake, aitd undo 
(he (jioor of communication." 

The soldier seemed to compreheiul her—he dashed 

157 ' 



THE BETROTHED. 

into the moat without hesitation, securing himself by 
catching at the boughs of trees as he descended. In 
one moment he vanished among the under^\ood ; and 
in another, availing himself of the branches of a dwarf 
oak, Rose saw him upon her right, and closer to the 
window of the fatal apartment. One fear remained— 
the casement might be secured against entrance frciin 
without—but no ! at the thrust of the Norman it yielded, 
and, its clasps or fastenings being word with time, fell 
inward with a crash which even Dame Gillian’s slumbers 
w'ere unable to resist. 

Echoing scream upon scream, in the usual fashion of 
fools and cow'ards, she entered the cabinet from the 
anteroom just as the door of Eveline’s chamber opened, 
and the soldier appeared, bearing in his arms the half- 
undressed and lifeless form of the Norman maiden her¬ 
self. Without speaking a word, he placed her in Rose's 
«rms, and with the same precipitation with which he had 
.ntcred, threw himself out of the opened window from 
which Rose had summoned him. 

Gillian, half distracted with fear and wonder, heaped 
exclamations on questions, and mingled questions with 
cries for help, till Rose sternly rebuked her in a tone 
which seemed to recall her scattered senses. She be¬ 
came then comf90sed enough to fetch a< lamp which 
remained lighted in the room she had left, and to render 
herself at least partly useful in suggesting and applying 
the usual modes for recalling the suspended sense. In 
this they at length succeeded, for Eveline fetched a 
fuller sigh, and opened her eyes; but presently shut 
them again, and letting her head drop on Rose’s l^som, 
fell, into a strong shuddering fit ; while her faithful 
damsel, chafing her hands and her temples alternately 
with affectionate assiduity, and mingling caresses with 
these efforts, exclaimed aloud, “She lives 1 — l^he.is 
tccovering I—Praised be God 1" 
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** Praised be God!" was echoed in a solemn tone 
from the window of the apartment ; and turning to- 
W'ards it in terror, Rose beheld the armed and plumed 
head of the soldier who had come so opportunely to 
their assistance, and who, supported by his arms, had 
raised himself so high as to be able to look into the 
interior of the cabinet. 

Rose immediately ran towards him, '' Go—^go—good 
friend, ” she said ; ‘ * the lady recovers—your reward shall 
await you another time. Go—begone !—yet stay—^keep 
on your post, and I will call you if there is farther need. 
Begone—be faithful, and be secret." 

The soldier obeyed without answering a word, and 
she presently saw him descend into the moat. Ro.se 
then returned back to her mistress, whom she found 
supported by Gillian, moaning feebly, and muttering 
hurried and unintelligible ejaculations, all intimating 
that she laboured under a violent shock sustained from 
some alarming cause. 

Dame Gillian had no sooner recovered some degree of 
self-p«ssession, than her curiosity became active in pro¬ 
portion, “What means all this?" she said to Rose; 
“ what has been doing among you ? " 

“ I do not know," replied Rose. 

“ If you do not," said Gillian, “ who should ?—Shall 1 
caH the other women, and raise the hcusc?" 

“ Not for your life," said Rose, “till my lady is able 
to give her own orders ; and for this apartment, so help 
me Heaven, as I will do my best to discover the secrets 
it contains !—Support my mistress the whilst." 

So saying, she took the lamp in her hand, and, cross¬ 
ing her brow, stepped boldly across the mysterious 
threshold, and, holding up the light, surveyed the apart¬ 
ment. 

It was merely an old vaulted chamber, of very mede- 
•nit* dimensions. In one corner was an image of tha 
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Virgin, rudely cut, ^and above a Saxon font of 

curious workmanship. There were two seats and a 
coucht covered with coarse tapestry, on which it seemed 
T hat Eveline had been, reposing. The fragments of the 
shattered casement lay .on the floor; but that opening 
had been only made when tlie soldier forced it in, and 
she saw no other access- by which a stranger could have 
entered an apartment, the ordinaty access to which was 
hatred and bolted. « 

Rose felt the induraoe* of those terrots which she had 
hi&erto surmounted ; she cast hermantle hastily around 
bead, as if to shroud her sight from come blightihg 
vision, and tripping back to the cabinet with more speed 
and a le.ss firm step than when she left it, she direct^ 
Gillian to lend her assistance in conveying Eveline to the 
next room; and having done so, carefully secured the 
door of communication, as if to put a barrier betwixt 
then) and the suspected danger. 

The Lady Eveline was now so far recovered that she 
could sit up, and was trying to speak, though but faintly. 
*'^lose,’’ she said, at length, “I have seen her—my 
doom is sealed." 

_ f » _ 

Rose immediately recollected the imprudence of suffer* 
ing Gillian to hear what her mistress might say at such 
an awfiiL moment, and hastily adopting the proposal she 
had before declinedT desired her to go and c^l other tuin 
maidens of their mistress's household. 

"And where am I to had them jn this house," said 
Dame Gillian, "where strange men run about one 
chamber at midnight, and devils, for aught I know, fre* 
quent the rest of the habitation ? '* 

' * Find them where you chn," said .Rose, sharply; 
" but begohe presently." ^ 

Gillian w 
same time 
understood, 
i6o 


thdrew lingeringly, and muttering at 
somethmg whi could - not distinctly 
No sooner iras she gone, than 
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living way to the enthusiastic affection which she felt for 
her mistress, implored her in the most tender terms, to 
open her eyes (for she had a^n dosed them), and 
speak to Rose, her own Rose, who was ready, if neces* 
sary, to die by her mistress's side, 

''To-morrow—to-morrow. Rose,"murmured Evdine 
<—** 1 cannot speak at present." 

** Only disburden your mind with one word-~tdI what 
has thus alarmed you—what danger you apprehend." 

" I have seen her," answered Eveline—" I have seen 
the tenant of yonder chamber—the vision fatal to my race t 
—Urge me no more—to-morrow you shall know * 

As Gillian entered with two of the maidens of her 
mistress's household, th^ removed the Lady Evdine, 
by Rose's directions, into a chamber at some distance 
which the latter had occupied, and (daced her in one of 
their beds, where Rose, dismissing the others (Gillian 
excepted) to seek repose where they could find it, con* 
tinned to watdt her mistress. For some time she con* 
tinued^ery much disturbed, but gradually fatigue, and 
the influence of some narcotic which Gillian had sense 
enough to recommend and prepare, seemed to compose 
her spirits. She fell into a deep slumber, from which 
she did not awaken until the sun was high over the 
distant hills. * 


CHAP. XV. 


t u*a kandyoH cannot uft 
Which beckons mo away; 
i hear a voice you cannot heat^. 

Which says / must not MalutT. • 


HEN Evdine first opened her eyes, it seemed to 
be without any recollection of what had passed 
on the night preceding. She looked round the 
apartment, which was coorsdy and scantily furnished, as 
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one destined for the use of domestics and menials^ and 
said to Rose with a smile. ' ‘ Our good kinswoman main¬ 
tains the ancient Saxon hospitality at a homely rate, so 
far as lodging is concerned. I could have willingly 
parted with last night's profuse supper to have obtained 
a bed of a softer texture. Methinks my limbs fed as if 
1 had been under all the flails of a Franklin's bam-yard," 

“ 1 am glad to see you so pleasant, madam," answered 
Rose, discreetly avoiding any reference to the events of 
the night before. 

Dame Gillian was not so scrupulous ** Your lady¬ 
ship last night lay down on a better bed than this," she 
said, “unless 1 am much mistaken: and Rose flam- 
mock and yourself know I^st why you left it." 

If a look could have killed. Dame Gillian would have 
been in deadly peril from that which Rose shot at her, 
by way of rebuke for this Unadvised communication. It 
had instantly the effect which was to be apprehended, 
for Lady Eveline seemed at first surprised and confused ; 
then, as recollections of the past arranged themsdives in 
her memory, she folded her hands, looked on the ground, 
and wept bitterly, with much .agitation. 

’ Rose entreated her to be comforted, and offered to 
fetch ^le oild Saxon chaplain of the Louse to administer 
spiritual consolation, if her grief rejected temporal com¬ 
fort. 

“ No—call him not," said Eveline, raising her head 
and drying her eyes—“ I have had enough of Saxon 
kindness. What a fool was I to expect, in that hard 
and unfeeling woman, any commiseration for my youth 
—my lg,te sufferings—my orphan condition 1 I will not 
permit her a poor triumph over the Norman blood of 
Berenger, by letting her see how much I have suffered 
tinder inhuman infliction. But first, Rose, answer 
fine truly, was any inmate of Baldringham witness 10 bbj 
distress last night ? " 
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Rose assured her that she had been tended exclumvely 
by her own retinue, herself and Gillian, Blanche and 
Temotte. She seemed to receive satisfaction from this 
assurance. "Hear me, both of you,'* she said, "and 
observe my words, as you love and as you fear me. Let 
no syllable be breathed from your lips of what had 
happened this night. Carry the same charge to my 
maidens. Lend me-thine instant aid, Gillian, and thine, 
my dearest Rose, to change these disordered garments, 
and arrange this dishevelled hair. It was a poor ven* 
geance she sovight, and all because of my country. I 
am resolved she shall not see the slightest trace of the 
sufferings she has indicted." 

As she spoke thus her eyes flashed with indignation, 
which seemed to dry up the tears that had before filled 
them. Rose saw the clrange of her manner with a mix¬ 
ture of pleasure and concern, being aware that her 
mistress's predominant failing was incident to her, as a 
spoiled child, who, accustomed to be treated with kind¬ 
ness, deference, and indulgence, by all around her, was 
apt to resent warmly whatever resembled neglect or con¬ 
tradiction. 

"God knows," said the faithful bower-maiden, "I 
would hold my hand out to catch drop^ of molten lead, 
rather than endure your tears ; and yet, my sweet mis¬ 
tress, I .would rather at present see you grieved than 
angry. This ancient lady hath, it would seem, but 
acted according to some old superstitious rite of her 
family, which is in pan yours. Her name is respect¬ 
able, both from her conduct and possessions; and, hard 
pressed as you are by the Normans, with whom your 
kinswoman, the Prioress, is sure to take i>art, I was in 
hope you might have had some shelter and countenance 
from the Lady of Baldringham. ” 

*" Wever, Rose, never," answered Evdinc; "you know 
not—you gannot guess what she has made me suffer 
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—exposing me to witchcraft and fiends. Thyself said it* 
and said it truly—the Saxons are still half Pagans* void 
of Christianity, as of nurture and kindliness.*' 

“Ay, bat," replied Rose, “1 spoke then to dissuade 
you from a danger; now that the danger is passed and 
over, I may judge of it otherwise. ** 

“ Speak not for them, Rose," replied Eveline, angrily ; 
** no innocent victim was ever offered up at the altar of a 
fiend with more indifference than my father's kinswoman 
delivered up me—me an orphan, bereaved of my natural 
and powerful support. 1 hate her crusty—I hate her 
house—I hate the thought of all that has happened here 
—of all. Rose, except thy matchless faith and fearless 
attachment. Go, bid our train saddle directly—I will be 
gone instantly—I will not attire myself," she added* 
rejecting the assistance she had at first required—“ 1 will 
have no ceremony—tarry for no lea.ve-taking." 

In the hurried and agitated manner of her mistress, 
Rose recognised with anxiety another mood of the same 
irritable and excited temperament, which had <before 
dischaiged itself in tears and fits. But perceiving at the 
same time, that remonstrance was in vain, she gave the 
necessary orders for collecting their company, saddling, 
and preparing for departure; hoping, that as her 
mistress removed to a farther distance from the scene 
where her mind had received so severe a shock, her 
equanimity might, by d^rees. be restored. 

Dame Gillian, accordingly, was busied with ananging 
the packages of her lady, and all the rest l^y 
Eveline’s retinue in preparing for instant departure, when* 
preceded by her steward, who acted also as a sort of 
genUeman-usher* leaning upon her confidential Berwine* 
and followed by two or three more of the most dis< 
tingtiished of her household, with looks of displeasure on 
her ancient yet lofty brow, the Lady Ermengarde entered 
the apartment. 
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Cveline, with a trembling and hurried hand, a burning 
cheek, and other signs of agitation, was herself busied 
about the arrangement of some baggage, when her 
relation made her appearance. At once, to Rose's great 
surprise, she exerted a strong command over herself, and 
repressing every external appearance of disorder, she 
advanced to meet her relation, with a calm and haughty 
stateliness e(%ual to her own. 

“ I come to give you good morning, our niece,” said 
Ermengarde, haughtily indeed, yet with more deference 
than she seemed at first to have intended, so much did 
the bearing of Eveline impose respect upon her;—"I 
find that you have been pleased to shift that chamber 
which was assigned you, in conformity with the ancient 
custom of this household, and betake yourself to the 
apartment of a menial.” 

Are you surprised at Uiat, lady? ” demanded Eveline 
in her turn ; “or are you disappointed that you find me 
not a corpse, within the limits of the chamber which your 
‘'lOspnality and affection allotted to me?” 

“Your sleep, then, has been broken?” said Ermen¬ 
garde, looking fixedly at the I^dy Eveline, as she spoke. 

** If I complain not, madam, the evil must be deemed 
of little consequence. What has haopened is over and 
passed, and it is not my intention to trouble you with 
the recital.” 

“ She of the ruddy finger,” replied Ermengarde, 
triumphantly, “loves not the blood of the stranger.” 

* * She had less reason, while she walked the earth, to 
love that of the Saxon,” said Eveline, “ unless her legend 
speaks false in that matter; and unless, as I well suspect 
3'our house is haunted, not by the soul of the deafl who 
suffered within its walls, but by evil spirits, such as the* 
descendants of Hengist and Horsa are said still in secret 
to worship.” 

“ You pleasant, maiden," replied the old lady, 
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scornfully, " or, if your words are meant in earnest, tlic 
shaft of your censure has glanced aside. A house, 
blessed by the holy Saint Dunstan, and by the royal and 
holy Confessor, is no abode for evil spirits," 

“The house of Baldringham,” replied Eveline, “ is no 
abode for those who fear such spirits ; and as I will, with 
all humility, avow m3'.self of the number, I shall presently 
leave it to the custody of Saint Dunstan." * 

** Not till you have broken your fast, I trust?" said 
the Lady of Baldringham ; “ you will not, 1 hope, do 
my years and our relationship such foul diegrace? " 

“ Pardon me, madam,” replied the Lady Eveline; 
“ those who have experienced your hospitality at night, 
have little occasion for breakfast in the morning.—Rose, 
are not those loitering knaves assembled in the court¬ 
yard, or are they yet on their couches, making up for the 
slumber they have lost by midnight disturbances?" 

Rose announced that her train was in the court, and 
mounted; when, with a low revereiice, Eveline en.^ 
deavoured to pass her relation, and leave the apartment 
W'ithout further ceremony. Errnengarde at first con¬ 
fronted her with a grim and furious glance, which seemed 
to show a soul fraught with more rage than the thin 
blood and rigid j(i^tures of extreme old age had the 
power of expressing, and raised her ebony staff as if 
about even to proceed to some act of personal violence. 
But she changed her purpose, and suddenly made way for 
Eveline, who passed without further parley ; and as she 
descended the staircase, which conducted from the 
apartment to the gateway, she heard the voice of her 
aunt .behind her, like that of an aged and offended 
sibyl, denouncing wrath and woe upon her insolence 
and presumption. 

“Pride," she exclaimed, “ goeth before destruction, 
and a haughty spirit before a fall. She who scorhetll 
the house of her forefathers, a stone from its battlements 
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crash her! She who mocks the ^rey hairs of a 
parent, never shall one of her own locks be silvered with 
age! She who weds with a man of war and of blood, 
her end shall neither be peaceful nor bloodless ! ’* 

Hurrying to escape from these and other ominous 
denunciations, Eveline rushed from the house, mounted 
her palfrey with the precipitation of a fugitive, and, sur¬ 
rounded by flier attendants, who had caught a part of 
her alarm, though without conjecturing the cause, rode 
hastily into the forest; old Raoul, who was well ac¬ 
quainted with the country, acting as their guide. 

Agitated more than she was willing to confess to 
herself, by thus leaving the habitation of so near a relation, 
loaded with maledictions instead of the blessings which 
arc usually bestowed on a departing kinswoman, Eveline 
hastened forward, until the huge oak-trees with inter¬ 
vening arms had hidden from her view the fatal mansion. 

The trampling and galloping of horse was soon after 
heard ^announcing the approach of the patrol left by the 
Constable for the protection of the mansion, and who 
now, collecting from their different stations, came pre¬ 
pared to attend the Lady Eveline on her farther road to 
Gloucester, great part of which lay through the extensive 
forest of Deane, then a sylvan regiom of large extent, 
though now much denuded of trees for the service of the 
iron-mines. The cavaliers came up to join the retinue of 
Lady Eveline, with armour glittering in the morning 
rays, trumpets sounding, horses prancing, neighing, and 
thrown, each by his chn’alrous rider, into the attitude 
best quali&cd to exhibit the beauty of the steed and 
dexterity of the horseman ; while their lances, streaming 
with long penoncelles, were brandished in every manner 
which could display elation of heart and readiness of 
h|cn<^ The sense of the military character of her coun¬ 
trymen of Normandy gave to Eveline a feeling at once 
<of secttrit]!«and of triumph, which qperated towards the 
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dlflpelEng of her gloomy thoughts, and of the feverish dEb* 
order which affected her nerves. The rising sun also^ 
the song of the t»rds amohg the bowers—^the lowing of 
the cattle as they wCre driven to pasture—the sight of the 
hind, who, with her fawn trotting by her side, often 
crossed some forest glade within view of the travencrs,>» 
all contributed to dispel the terror of Eveline's nocturnal 
visions, and soothe to rest the more angry fissions which 
had agitated her bosom at her departure from Baldring* 
ham. She suffered her pclfrey to slacken his pace, and, 
with female attentiem to propriety, begau to adjust her 
riding robes, and compose her head-dress, disordered 
in her hasty departtire. Rose saw her cheek assume 
a paler but ■ more settled hue, instead of the angry 
hectic which had coloured it—saw her eye become more 
steady as she locked with a sort of triumph upon her 
military attendants, and pardoned (what on other occa* 
sions she would probably have made some reply to) 
her enthusiastic exclamations in praise of her cc^intry- 
men. 

** We journey safe,” said Eveline, under the care of 
the princely and victorious Normans. Theirs is the nobfe 
wrath of the lion, which destroys or is appeased at once 
—^there is no guile in their romantic affection, no suUen- 
ness mixed with their generous indignation—they know 
the duties of the hall as well as those Of battle; and were 
they to be surpassed in the aits of war (which will only 
be when Plinlimmon is removed feom its base), th<^ 
would still remain "supenor to ever^ other pe^e in 
generosity and courtesy.” 

*' If I do not feel all their merits so strongly as' if I 
shar^ their blood,” said Rose, ** 1 am at least glad to 
see them atound us, in woods which are said to abound 
with dangers of various kinds. And I confess, my heait 
is the lighter, that I can now no longer observe the )east 
vestige of that andent mansion, in which we ^passed so 
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twpleajKmt a night, and the lecoUectkm of will 

always be odious to me.** 

Eveline looked sharply at her. ** Confess the truth. 
Rose; thou wouldst give thy best kirtle to know all of 
my horrible advotture/* 

'* It is but confessing that 1 am a woman," answered 
Rose; **and did I say a man, I dare say the difference 
of sex woxild^imply but a small abatement of curiosity. ’’ 

**Thou n^est no parade of other feelings, which 
prompt thee to inquire into my fortunes,*' said Eveline; 
**but. sweet i^ose, I give thee not the less credit for 
thenou Believe me, thou shall know all—but, 1 think, 
not now." 

*' At your pleasure," said Rose; '* and yet, methinks, 
the bearing in your solitary bosom such a fuuful secret 
will only render the weight more intolerable. On my 
silence you may rely as on that of the Holy Image, which 
hears us confess what it never reveals. Besides, such 
things become familiar to the imagination when they 
have%een spoken of, and that which is fismiliar gradu* 
ally becomes stripped of its terrors." 

Thou speakest with reason, my prudent Rose; and 
surely in this gallant troop, borne like a flower on a bush 
by my good palfrey Yseulte—afresh gales blowring round 
US, flowers opening and birds singing, and having thee 
by my bridle-rein, I ought to feel this a fitting time tn 
communicate what thou hast so good a title to know, 
And-^yes!—^thou shall know all I—Thou art not, 1 pro* 
sume, ignorant of the qualities of what the Saxons of this 
land call a Bahr-geistf'* 

** Pfirdon me, lady," answered Rose, ** my fisther dis- 
douraged my listening to such discourses. I miglfl see 
evil spirits enough, he said, without my imagination 
being taught to form such as were fantastical. The 
won* Bahr-gdst. X have heard used by Gillian and other 
Saxons ; but to me it only conveys some idea of indefl- 
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nite terror, of which I have never asked nor received an 
explanation.” 

** Know, then,” said Eveline, it is a spectre, ustially 
the image of a departed person, who, either for wrong 
sustained in some particular place during life, or through 
treasure hidden there, or from some such other cause, 
haunts the spot from time to time, becomes familiar to 
those who dwell there, takes an interest in their fate, 
occasionally for good, in other instances or times for 
evil. The Bahr-geist is, therefore, sometimes regarded 
as the good genius, sometimes as the s^venging fiend, 
attached to particular families and classes of men. It 
is the lot of the family of Baldringham (of no mean 
note in other respects) to be subject to the visits of such 
a being.” 

May I ask the cause (if it be known) of such visita¬ 
tion ? ” said Rose, desirous to avail herself to the utter¬ 
most of the communicati%'e mood of her young lady, 
which might not perhaps last very long. 

** I know the legend but imperfectly,” rejilied Ei^eline, 
proceeding with a degree of calmness, the result of strong 
exertion over her mental anxiety, " but in general it runs 
thus:—Baldrick, the Saxon hero who first possessed 
yonder dwelling, became enamoured of a fair Briton, 
said to have been'descended from those Druids of whom 
the Welsh speak so much, and deemed not unacquainted 
with the arts of sorcery which they practised, when they 
offered up human sacrifices amid those circles of unhewn 
and living rock, of which thou hast seen so many. After 
more than two years' wedlock, Baldrick became weary of 
his wife to such a point, that he formed the cruel resolu¬ 
tion 'of putting her to death. Some say he doubted her 
fidelity—some that the matter was pressed on him by the 
iditirch, as she was suspected of heresy—some that he 
icmoved her to make way for a more wealthy maniagu 
—but all agree in the result. He sent two of ^ Cnichts 
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to the house of Baldringham, to put to death the unfor¬ 
tunate Vanda, and commanded them to bring him the 
ring which had circled her hnger on the day of wedlock, 
in token that his orders were accomplished. The men 
were ruthless in their office ; they strangled Vanda in 
yonder apartment, and as the hand was so swollen that 
no effort could draw off the ring, they obtained possession 
of it by severing the finger. But long before the return 
of those cnflel perpetrators of her death, the shadow of 
Vanda had appeared before her appalled husband, and 
holding up to him her bloody hand, made him fearfully 
sensible how ^cU his savage commands had been obeyed. 
After haunting him in peace and war, in desert, court, 
and camp, until he died despairingly on a pilgrimage to 
the Holy Land, the bahr-geist, or ghost of the murdered 
Vanda, became so terrible in the House of Baldringham, 
that the succour of Saint Dunstan was itself scarcely 
sufficient to put bounds to her visitation. Yea, the 
blessed saint, when he had succeeded in his exorcism, 
did, jn requital of Baldrick's crime, impose a strong and 
enduring penalty upon every female descendant of the 
house in the third degree; namely, that, once in their 
lives, and before their twenty^first year, they should 
each spend a solitary night in the chamber of the mur¬ 
dered Vanda, saying therein certain prayers, as well for 
her repose, as for the suffering soul of her murderei. 
During that awful space it is generally believed that the 
spirit of the murdered person appears to the female who 
observes the vigil, and shows some sign of her fiiture 
good or bad fortune. If favourable, she appears with a 
smiling aspect, and crosses them with her unblooded 
band; but she announces evil fortune by showing the 
hand from which the finger was severed, with a stem 
countenance, as if resenting upon the descendant of her 
jmsband his inhuman cruelty. Sometimes she is said to 
speak. These particulars 1 learned long since from an 
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old Saxon dame, the mother of our Margery, who had 
been an attendant on my grandmother, and left the house 
of Baldringham when she made her escape from it with 
my father’s father." 

*'Did your grandmother ever render this homage,** 
said Rose, ** which seems to me—sunder favour of Saint 
Dunstan—to bring humanity into too dose intercourse 
with a being of a doubtful nature ? *’ 

** My grandfather thought so, and never p&rroitted my 
grandmother to revisit the House of Baldringham after 
her marriage; hence disunion betwixt ^im and his son 
on the one part, and the members of thatTamily on the 
other. They laid sundry misfortunes, and particularly 
the loss of male-heirs, which at that time befell them, to 
my parent’s not having done the hereditary homage to 
the bloody-fingered Bahr-gdst." 

** And how could you, my dearest lady,’* said Rose, 
''knowing that •they held among them a usage so 
hideous, think of accepting the invitation of Lady £r> 
mengarde?’* t 

"1 can hardly answer you the question,” answered 
Eveline. " Partly I feared my father's recent calamity, 
to be slain (as I have heard him say his aunt once pro¬ 
phesied of him) by the enemy he most despised, might 
be the result of this rite having been neglected; and 
partly I hoped, that if my mind should be appalled at 
the danger, when it presented itsdf closer to my eye, ii 
could not be urged <m me in eourteqr and humanity. 
You saw how soon my cruel-heaned relative pmunced 
upon the opportunity, and how impossible it became 
for me, bearing the name, and, I trust, the spirit of 
Berenger, to escape from the net in which 1 had involved, 
myself.” 

" No regard name or rank should have engaged 
19a, ” replied Rose, " to place myself where apprcbensjpn „ 
ajbne, even without the terrors of a real visitation, ndight 
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have punished ray presumption with insanity. But what. > 
in the name of Heaven, did you see at this horrible 
rendezvous ? ** - , 

" Ay, there is the question," said Eveline, raising her 
hand to her brow>->**how 1 could witness that which 1 
distinctly saw, yet be able to retain command of thought 
and intellect!—I had recited the prescribed devotions t 
for the murderer and his victim, and sitting down on the 
couch which ^as assigned me, had laid aside such of my 
clothes as might impede my rest—1 had surmounted, in • 
short, the first shock which I experienced in committing 
myself to this giy^terious chamber, and 1 hoped to pass * 
the night in slumber as sound as my thoughts were inno* , 
cent. But I was fearfully disappointed. I cannot Judge 
how long I had slept, when my bosom was oppressed by 
an unusual weight which seemed at once to stifle my 
voice, stop the beating of my heart, and prevent me 
from drawing my breath; and when 1 looked up to 
discover the cause of this horrible suffocation, the form 
of the murdered British matron stood over my couch, 
taller than life, shadowy, .and with a countenance where 
traits of dignity and beauty were mingled with a fierce 
expression of vengeful exultation. She held over me the 
hand which bore the bloody marks of her husband’s 
crudity, and seemed as if she signed the cross, devoting 
me to destruction; while, with an ifhearthly tone, she 
uttered these words 

Widow’d wife, and married maid. 

Betrothed, betrayer, and betrayed f 

The phantom stooped over me aS she spoke, and lowered 
her gory fingers, as if to touch my face, when, terror 
giving me the power of which at first it deprived <me. 1 
screamed aloud—the casement of the apartment vras 
thro^l^n open with a loud noise,—and—But what signifies 
telling all this to thee. Rose, who show so pitunly, by 
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the movement of eye and lip, that you consider me as a 
silly and childish dreamer? ” 

"Be not angry, my dear lady," said Rose; ** I do 
indeed believe that the witch we call Mara has been 
dealing with you ; but she, you know, is by leeches con¬ 
sidered as no real phantom, but solely the creation of our 
own imagination, disordered by causes which arise from 
bodily indisposition." 

"Thou art learned, maiden," said BVeline, rather 
peevishly; " but when I assure thee that my better angel 
came to my assistance in a human form—that at his ap¬ 
pearance the bend vanished—and that,lie*transported me 
in his arms out of the chamber of terror, I think thou 
wilt, as a good Christian, put more faith in that which I 
tell you." 

" Indeed, indeed, my sweetest mistress, 1 cannot," 
replied Rose. "It is even that circumstance of the 
guardian angel, which makes me consider the whole as 
a dream. A Norman sentinel, whom 1 myself called 
from his post on purpose, did indeed come tq your 
assistance, and, breaking into your apartment, trans¬ 
ported you to that where I myself received you from 
his arms in a lifeless condition." 

"A Norman soldier, ha!" said Eveline, colouring 
extremely; "anc^,to whom, maiden, did you dare give 
commission to break into my sleeping-chamber?" 

" Your eyes dash anger, madam, but is it reasonable 
they should ?—Did I not hear your screams of agony, 
and was I to stand fettered by ceremony at such a mo¬ 
ment ?—no more than if the castle had been on fire*" . 

" I ask you again, Rose," said her mistress, stQl with 
discomposure, though less angrily than at first, " whom 
you directed to break into my apartment?" 

" Indeed, I know not, lady," said Rose; "for besides 
that he was muffled in his mantle, little chance was ther^ 
of my knowing his featiures, even had I seen them fully. 
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But I can soon discover the cavalier; and I trill set 
about it, that I may give him the reward I promised, 
and warn him to be silent and discreet in this matter." 

** Do so," said Eveline ; and if you find him among 
those soldiers, who attend us, X will indeed lean to thine 
opinion, and think that fantasy had the diief share in 
the evils I have endured the last night." 

Rose struck her palfrey with the rod, and, accompa* 
nied by hei^ mistress, rode up to Philip Goarine, the 
Constable's squire, who for the present commanded their 
little escort. " GOod Guarine,*' she .said, " I had talk 
with one of dtestf sentinels last night from my window, 
and he did me some service, for which 1 promised him 
recompense—Will you inquire for the man, that I may 
pay mm his guerdon ? " 

** Truly, I will owe him a guerdon also, pretty maiden," 
answered the squire ; " for if a lance of them approached 
near enough the house to hold speech from the windows, 
he transgressed the precise oYders of his watch. '* 

“ Cush I you must forgive that for my sake," said 
Ro.se. ** I warrant, had I called on yourself, stout 
Guarine, I should have had influence to bring you under 
my chamber window." 

Quarine laughed, and shrugged his shoulders, "True 
it is," he said, " when women are insplace, discipline is 
in danger." 

He then went to make the necessary inquiries among 
his band, and returned with the assurance, that his 
soldiers, generally and severally, denied having ap* 
proadned the mansion of the Lady Ermengarde on the 
preceding night. 

"Thou seest. Rose," said Eveline, with a significant 
look to her attendant. 

"The poor rogues are afraid of Goarine’s severity," 
M&H Rose, "and dare not tell the tmth—I shall have 
some one in private claiming the reward of me." 
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**I would 1 had the pfh41«|ge nyadf, damnl,'* aaM 
Guajritte; ** but for these fellows, they are not so tfmor* 
ous as you suppose them,- being even too ready >to 
avouch thdr roguery when it hath less excuse—Besides, 
I promised them impunity. ^Have you anything fhvtfaer 
toonkr?** 

** Nothing, good Guarine,** said Eveline* *' Only this 
amidl donaidve to proeore wine tor thy soldiers, that 
th<^ may spend the next tdght more merely than the 
last^^And now he is gone-*^Maideo, thou miist, i thihK; 
be now well aware that what thou sawest was noeardiiy 
being?" * 

** 1 must bdtove mine own ears and eyes, madam,** 
lepUed Rose. 

•«Do~-but allow me the Same privBege;** answered 
EveUne^ ** Believe me, that my deliverer (tor so I must 
call Inm) bore the features of one who nehher was, nor 
could be, in the neighbourhood of Baldringhani TeH 
me but one thing-^-Wbat dost thou think of this extra- 
ordinary ptediotion—< i 

wifv, and wedded maid. 

Betrothed, betrayer, aad betray’d? 

Thou wOt say it is an idle invention of my braih-Md)iit 
think'it fora moiupnt toe speetto of a true diviner, and 
what wouldst thou say of it?" 

**That you may be betrayed, my dearest lady,>bttf 
never can be a betrayer," answered Rose with anima- 
tiott. > . - . 

Eveline teaehed her hand -out to her frientt* etui ^ 
she pressed affeoticmateiy that whldi Rose gave bi 
tetunti she whispered to her with ener^,’ toahk 
thee for the judgment, whidi my own heart confirms/* 

A doud of dust now announced toe approabb Of the 
Constable of Chester mid bis retinue, auj^nented 
attendance of his host Sir William if erbert; 'add Some 
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pc his adg^iboani and hinsineii. wbo'cama ta fmy llicdr 
Inspects to the orphan oC. the Garde Dolouneoser by 
nrhidi appdlation Evdine was Jcaown upon her passage 
throttglh tbdr tetritoiy. . ■ 

Evdiae remarked that* at tthcir gseetUig, De Lacy 
looked with displeased surprise at the disarrangement Of 
her. dress and eqtiipi^ei whidi hes hasty departure from 
Baidringhom had necessarily occasioned; and she W8S« 
on. her party struck with an expression of coimtenanoe 
which seemed to say, *'l am sot to be treated as an 
pr^nary person, utho may be.fecdved' .with negligeaoe, 
and treated sMghity with impunity." For the first titse, 
she,thought that, though always deficient an grace and 
beauty, the Constable’s countenance was formed to 
ex|Mress>the more angry rpasskms with force and vivacity, 
wd that sihe who duued his rads.and name must lay 
her account with the implidt surrender of her will and 
wishes to those cC an arbitrary lord and mastar. 

, But the cloud soon passed from the Constable’s brow: 
and jn the conversation which he afterwards maudaifwd 
with Herbert and the other knights and gentlemen, who 
from time to time came to greet and accompany than 
for a little way* on their journey, Eveline had occasion 
to admire his superiority, bothipf sense and expressioa, 
ao4 to,remark the attention and deference with udbich 
his words were listened to by men vtoo high in rank, and 
too proud, readily to admit any pre•eminence that was 
not pounded on acknowlpfjged mefiL Tho regard of 
women is generally much influenced by the estimation 
Wbie^an individu^ OUWOthhup^.lhe opioiou of moa ; 
unci Eyeliaa, when ahe icoiidudcid her journey la the 
£lienedicttne nunnery in Gloucester, could apt iJuak 
without resist upon the renow;iied> warrior, and oele- 
hrated poUtidan, whose adcnowledged abifities appealed 
toplue him.above eyery one •whom• she bad sewi «p- 
pltjo^.blm. His wife. ^bought |aod aha waa 
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not without ambition), if relinquishing^ some of those 
qualities in a husband which are in youth most cap¬ 
tivating to the female imagination, must be still generally 
honoured and respected, and have contentment, if not 
romantic fdicity, within her reach. 


CHAP. XVI. 

nnn he Lady Eveline remained neazfy four months 
MjH with her aunt, the Abbess of the Benedictine 
nunnery, under whose auspices Che Constable of 
Chester saw his suit advance and prosper as it would 
probably have done under that of the deceased Raymond 
Berenger, her brother. It is probable, however, that 
but for the supposed vision of the virgin, and the vow of 
gratitude which that supposed vision had caUed forth, 
the natural dislike of so young a person to a match so 
unequal in years might have effectually opposed his suc¬ 
cess. Indeed, Eveline, while honouring the Consii1)le’s 
virtues, doing justice to his high character, and ad. 
miring his talents, could never altogether divest herseif 
of a secret fear of him, which, while it prevented her 
from expressing any direct disapprobation of his ad¬ 
dresses, caused ber sometimes to shuddo*, she scarce 
knew why, at the idea of their becoming successful. 

The ominous words, *' betraying and betrayed," would 
then occur to her memory; -and when her aunt (the period 
of the deepest mourning being elapsed) had fixed a period 
for her betrothal, she looked fonrard to it with a fad¬ 
ing of terror, for which she was unable to account to 
hersdf* and which, as wdl as the particulars of her 
dream, die concealed even from Father Aldrovand in 
the hours of confession. It was not aversion to the 
Cbnstable—it was far los preference to any odier sidt<H; 
was one of those instinctive movements and emo> 
tye 
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tions by which Nature seems to warn us of approaching 
danger, though furnishing no information respecting its 
nature, and suggesting no means of escaping f^rom it. 

So strong were these intervals of apprehension, that if 
they had been seconded by the remonstrances of Rose 
Flammock, as formerly, they might perhaps have led to 
Eveline’s even yet forming some resolution unfavourable 
to the suit of the Constable. But, still more zealous 
for her ]ady% honour than for her happiness. Rose had 
strictly forborne every effort which could affect Evdine’s 
purpose, when she had once expressed her approbation 
of De L^y's addresses; and whatever she thought or 
anticipated concerning the proposed marriage, she 
seemed from that moment to consider it as an event 
which must necessarily take place. 

De Lacv himself, as he learned more intimately to 
know the merit of the prize which be was desirous of 
possessing, looked forward with different feelings towards 
the union than those with which he had first proposed 
the i]|ea$ure to Raymond Berenger. It was then a mere 
match of interest and convenience, which had occurred 
to the mind of a proud and politic feudal lord, as the best 
mode of consolidating the power and perpetuating the 
line of his family. Nor did even the splendour of 
Eveline's beauty make that imi^essipn upon De Lacy 
which it was calculated to do on the fiery mid impassioned 
chivalry of the age. He was passed that period of life 
when the wise are captivated by outward form, and might 
have said, with truth as well as with discretion, that he 
could have wished his beautiful bride several years older, 
and possessed of a more moderate portion of personal 
charms, in order to have rendered the match more fitted 
for his own age and disposition. This stoktsm, however, 
vanished when, on repeated interviews with his destined 
bride, he found that she was indeed inexperienced m hfe. 
but'Vlesirous to be guided by superior wisdom ; and that* 
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although gifted with high .spirit, and a disposition which 
began to recover its natural elastic gaiety, she was gentle, 
docile, and, above all, endowed with a firmness dl 
principle, which seemed to give assurance that she would 
tread uprightly, and without spot, the slippery paths in 
which youth, rank, and beauty are doomed 4o move. 

As feelings of a wanner and more impassioned kind 
towards Eveline b^an to glow in De Lacy's bosom, his 
engagements as a Crusader became more and more 
burdensome to him. The Benedictine Abbess, the natural 
guardian of Eveline'* happiness, added to these leehugs 
by her reasoning and remonstrances. ^Uthpugh a nun 
and a devotee, she held in reverence the holy state of 
matrimony, and comprehended so much of it as to be 
aware, that its important purposes could not be ac- 
compUshed while &e whole continent of Europe was 
interposed betwixt the married pair; for as to a hint 
from the Constable that his 3 roung sponse might accom¬ 
pany him into the dangerous and dissoAute precincts of 
the Crusaders' camp, the good lady crossed hersdC^witb 
horror at the proposal, and never permitted it to be a 
second time mentioned in her presence. 

It was not, however, uncommon for kings, princes, 
and other persons o^ high consequence, who had taken 
upon them the vouj^to rescue Jerusalem, to obtain delays, 
and even a total remission of their engx^ement, by inoper 
application to the Church of Rome. The Constable was 
sure to possess the lull advantage of his soyerelign’s 
interest and countenance, in seeking permissioa to remain 
in England, for he was the noble to whose valonr and 
policy Henry had chiefly intrusted the defence of the dis* 
orderly Welsh Marches; and it was by no means with 
his good>will that so useful a subject had ever assumed 
the cross. 

It was settled, therefore, in private betwixt the Abbess 
aod tbe Constable, that the laUer shotild solicit at 
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and with the Pope's Legate in Enghind, a remission of 
his vow for at least two years; a favour which it was 
thought could scarce be refused to one of his wealth and 
influence, hacked as it was with the most liberal offers of 
assistance towards the redemption of the Holy Land. 
His oflOTs were indeed munificent; for he proposed, if 
his own personal attendance were dispensed with, to send 
an hundred lances at Ins own cost, each lance accom' 
panied by tmo squires, three archers, and a varlet or 
hOirse 4 K 9 y; being double the retinae by, which his own 
person was to have been accompanied. He offered 
besides to deposit the sum of two thousand bezants to 
the general expenses of the expedition, to surrender to 
the use of die Christian armament those equipped vessels 
which he had provided, and which even now awaited the 
embarkation of himself and his foUowesrs. 

“Yet, while making these magnificent .proffers, the 
Constable could not help feeling they would be in* 
adeqiuUe to the expectatums of the rigid prelate Baldwin, 
who, M be bad himself preached the crusade, and brought 
the dmstable and many others into that holy engage¬ 
ment, must i>eeds sec with displeasure the work of his 
eloquetice endangered, by the retreat of so important an 
associate.from his favourite enterprise. To soften, there* 
fore, his disappointment as much as possible, the Con* 
stal:^ af£ered'to the Archbishop, that, in the event of his 
obtaining license to remain in Britain, his forces should 
be led by his nephew, Dmnian Lacy, already renowned 
for bis earh^ feats of chivaliy, the i^esent hope of his 
honse, and,'failing heirs of his own body, its future head 
and support. ' 

The Ccnatable took the most prudent method of com¬ 
municating this proposal to the Archbishop Baldwin, 
through a mutual friend, on whose good offices he could 
depend, and whose interest widi the Prelate was regarded 

-But notwithstanding die spl^^our o^ the 
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proposal, the Prelate heard it with sullen and obstinate 
silence, and referred for answer to a personal conference 
with the Constable at an appointed day, when concerns 
of the church would call the Archbishop to the city of 
Gloucester. The report of the mediator was such as in* 
duced the Constable to expect a severe struggle with the 
proud and powerful churchman ; but, himself proud and 
powerful, and backed by the favour of his sovereign, he 
did not expect to be foiled in the contest. • 

The necessity tliat this i>oint should be previously 
adjusted, as well as the recent loss of Eveline's father, 
gave an air of privacy to De Lacy's courtship, and pre¬ 
vented its being signalised by tournaments and feats of 
military skill, in which he would have been otherwise 
desirous to display his address in the eyes of his 
mistress. Tbe rules of the convent prevented his givin g 
entertainments of dancing, music, or other more pacific 
revels ; and although the Constable displayed his affection 
by the most splendid gifts to bis future bride and her 
attendants, the whole affair, in the opinion of ^e ex¬ 
perienced Dame Gillian, proceeded more wiw the 
solemnity of a funeral, than the light pace of an ap« 
proaching bridal. 

Tbe bride herself felt something of this, and thought 
occasionally it might have been lightened by the visits of 
young Damian, in whose age, so nearly corresponding to 
own, she might have expected some relief from the 
formal courtship of bis graver uncle. But he came not; 
and from what the Constable said concerning him, she 
was led to imagine that the relations had, for a time at 
least, exchanged occupations and character. The elder 
De Lacy, continued, indeed, in nominal observance of 
his vow, to dwell in a pavilion by the gates of Gloucester; 
but he seldom donned his armour, substituted costly 
damask and silk for his war-worn shamois doublet, and 
affected at his advanced time of life more gaiety of ktti^e 
i8a 
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than his contemporaries remembered as distinguishingr 
his early youth. His nephew, on the contrary, resided 
almost constantly on the marches of Wales, occupied in 
settling by prudence, or subduing by main force, the 
various disturbances which these provinces wore con¬ 
tinually agitated ; and Evdine learned with surprise, that 
it was with difficulty his uncle had prevailed on him to 
be present at the ceremony of their being betrothed to 
each other, hr, as the Normans entitled the ceremony, 
their Jianfailles, This engagement, which preceded the 
actual marriage for a space more or less, according to 
circumstances,* was usually celebrated with a solemnity 
corresponding to the rank of the contracting parties. 

The Constable added, with expressions of regret, that 
Damian gave himself too little rest, considering his early 
youth, slept too little, and indulged in too restless a dis¬ 
position—^that his health was saffering—^and that a learned 
Jewish leech, whose opinion had been taken, had given 
his advice that the warmth of a more genial climate was 
nece^ry to restore his constitution to its general and 
natural vigour. 

Eveline beard this with much regret, for she remem¬ 
bered Damian as the angel of good tidings, who first 
brought her news of deliverance from the forces of the 
Welsh; and the occasions on which th^ had met, though 
mournful, brought a sort of pleasure in recollection, so 
gentle had been the youth's deportment, and so con¬ 
soling his expressions of (sympathy. She wished she 
could see him, that she might herself judge of the nature 
of his illness; for, like other damsels of that age, she was 
not entirely ignorant of the art of healing, and had been 
taught by Father Aldrovand, himself no mean phyaidan, 
Itow to extract healing essences from plana and herbs 
gathered under planetary hours. She thought it possible 
that her talents in this art, slight as they were, mighl 
petnaps be of service to one already her friend and 
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liberator, ooii soon about to become her very RC9M 
relation. 

It was therefore with a smksation criT pleasure,, mingled 
with some confusion (at the idea, doubtless, of asinuning 
the part of medical adviser to so young a patient), 
one evening, while the convent was assembled about 
some business of their chapter, she hesu'd Gillian an¬ 
nounce that the kinsman of the Lord Constable desired 
to speak with her. She snatched up the veil, which she 
wore in compliance with the customs of the house, and 
hastily descended to the parlour, comm^ding the at¬ 
tendance of Gillian, who, nevertheless, did not .think 
proper to obey the signal. 

When she entered the apartment, a man whom she had 
never seen before advanced, knelt on one knee, and 
taking up the hem of her veil, saluted it an air of the 
most proibimd respect. She stepped back, surprised and 
alarmed, althotigh there was nothing in the appearance of 
the stranger to justify her apprehension. He seemed to 
be about thirty years of age, tall of stature, and beaming a 
noble though wasted form, and a coimtenanoe on which 
disease, or perhaps youthful indulgence, had anticipated 
the traces of age. His demeanour seemed courteous and 
respectful, even in a degree which approached to ramess. 
He observed Eveline’s surprise, and said, in a tone of 
pride, mingled with emotion, ** I fear that t have bm 
mistaken, and that my visit is regarded as an imwclcoine 
intrusion.” 

** Arise, sir,** answered Evdine, **and lien me hhov 
your name and business. 1 was summooed fo. a 
man of the Constable of Chester.** 

** And you expected the stripling Damien/* amipei^ 
the stranger. ‘*But the match with whi^ E ngla n d 
Tings will connect you with others of the house b^iideB 
that young person ; and amongst these, urith t^ husk - 
less Randal de Lacy. Perhaps,*’ co ntinu ed be, 
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fidr Eveline Berenger may not even have heaid hb name 
breathed by his more fortunate kinsman—^more fortunate 
in eveiy respeet» but most fortunate in his present pro¬ 
spects.^' 

This compliment was accompanied by a deep rever* 
enCe, cmd Eveline stood much embarrassed how to reply 
to his dvitities; for although she now remembered to 
have beard ttnis Randal slightly mentioned by the Con¬ 
stable when speaking of his family, it was in terms which 
implied there was no good understanding betwixt them. 
!^e therefore, only returned his courtesy by general 
thanks for the honour of his visit, trusting he would then 
retire; but such jvas not his purpose. 

*'l comprehend." he said, *'from the coldness with 
which the Lady Eveline Berenger receives me, that what 
she has heard of me from my kinsman (if indeed he 
thought me worthy of being mentioned to her at aU) 
has b^, to say the least, unfavourable. Aad yet my 
naum^ once stood as high in fields and courts, as that of 
the. Constable; nor is it aught more disgraceful than 
what is indeed often esteemed the worst of disgraces'— 
poverty, which prevents my still aspiring to places of 
honour and fame. If my youthful follies Ime been 
mtmerousi I have paid for them by the loss of my for- 
ttuie, and the degradation of my condition; and therein, 
my happy Idnsman might, if he pleased, do me some 
mean not with his purse or estate ; fbr, poor as 1 
am, I would not live on alms extorted from the rductant 
of an estranged friend; but his countenance would 
jpot'him to no cost, and, in so far, 1 might expect some 
favour." 

'*^lh that my Lord Constable," said Eveline, *'must 
for himself. 1 have—as yet, at least—no right to inter- 
his famfly affairs ; and if I should evm have sudk 
wi]il well become me to be cautious how I use iL" 
is pmdentbr answered," replied Randal; **but 
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'Wi'hat I asked of you is merely, that you, in your genfto* 
ness, would please to convey to my cousin a suit, which 
I find it hard to bring my ruder tongue to utter with 
sufficient submission. The astu^rs, whose claims have 
eaten like a canker into my means, now menace me with 
a dungeon~a threat which they dared not mutter, far 
less attempt to execute, were it not that they see me an 
outcast, unprotected by the natural head of my family, 
and regard me rather as they would some unfnended 
vagrant, than as a descendant of the powerful house of 
Lacy." 

" It is a sad necessity.” replied Eveline ; but I see 
not how 1 can help you in such extremity." 

Easily." replied Randal de Lacy. /'The day of 
your betrothal is fixed, as 1 hear reported ; and it is your 
right to select what witnesses you please to the solemnity, 
which may the saints bless I To every one but myself, 
presence or absence upon that occasion is a matter of 
mere ceremony->-to me it is almost life or death. ^ am 
I situated, that the marked instance of slight or con¬ 
tempt. implied by my exclusion from/his meeting of 
our family, will be bdd for the signal of my final expul¬ 
sion from the House of the De Lacys, and for a thou¬ 
sand bloodhounds to assail me without mercy or for¬ 
bearance, whom, eWards as thQr are, even the slightest 
show of countenance from my powerful kinsman would 
compel to stand at bay. But why should I occupy 
your time in talking thus ?—Farewell, madam—^be happy 
—and do not think of me the more harshly, that for a 
few minutes I have broken the tenor of your happy 
tlioughts, by forcing my misfortunes on your notice." 

*' Stay, sir," said Eveline, affected by the tone and 
manner of the noble suppliant; " you shall not have ft 
to say that you have told your distress to Eveline Beren- 
ger, without receiwng such aid as is in her power to 0ve.' 
I will mention ymu' request to the Constable of Chester.** 
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** Voa must do more, if you really mean to assist me, 
said Randal de Lacy; "you must make that request 
your own. You do not know," said he, continuing to 
bend on her a fixed and expressive look, ' * how hard it 
is to change the fixed purpose of a De Lacy—a twelve* 
month hence you will probably be better acquainted 
with the firm texture of our resolutions. But, at present, 
what can withstand your wish should you deign to 
express it ? ** 

*' Your suit, sir, shall not be lost for want of my 
advancing it wkh my good word and good wishes," 
replied Eveline ; ' ‘ but you must be well aware that its 
success or failure must rest with the Constable himself." 

Randal de I.Acy took his leave with the same air of 
deep reverence which had marked his entrance ; only 
tiiat, as he then saluted the skirt of Eveline's robe, he 
now rendered the same homage by touching her hand 
with his lip. She saw him depart with a mixture of 
emotions, in which conipassion was predominant; al* 
though in his complaints of the Constable’s unkindness 
to him there was something oflFensive, and his avowal of 
follies and excess seemed uttered rather in the spirit of 
wouhded pride, than in that of contrition. 

When Eveline next saw the Constable, she told him 
of the visit of Randal and of his request; and, strictly 
observing his countenance while she spoke, she saw, 
that at the first mention of his kinsman’s name, a gleam 
of anger shot along his features. He soon subdued it, 
however, and, fixing his eyes on the ground, listened to 
Eveline’s detailed account of the visit, and her request 
' ‘ that Randal might be one of the invited witnesses to 
their fian^aillts." 

The Constable paused for a moment, as if ha weM 
considering how to etude the solicitation. At length ha 
replid^, '' You do not know for whom you ask this, or 
you wouldjperhaps 1 ave forborne your request; neither 
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are you apprised of its full import* though my cmfty 
cousin well knows, that when I do him this grace which 
he asks, I bind myself, as it were, in the eye of the world 
once more—and it will be for the third time—to iitteifere 
in his affairs, and place them on such a footing as may 
afford him the means of re-establishing his fallen conse¬ 
quence, and repairing his numerous errors." 

"And wherefore not, my lord?" saidtthe generous 
Eveline. "If he has been ruined only through follies^ 
he is now of an age when these are no longer tempting 
snares ; and if his heart and hand he good, he may y(eX 
be an honour to the House of De Lacy." 

The Constable shook his head. " He hath indeed," 
be said. " a heart and hand fit for service, God knoweth, 
whether in good or evil. But never shall it be said that 
you, my fair Eveline, made request of Hugh de Lacy, 
which he was not to his uttermost willing to comply 
with. Randal shall attend at our fiangailUs: there is 
indeed the more cause for his attendance, as I soipewhat 
fear we may lack that of our valued nephew Damian, 
whose malady rather increases than declines, and, as 1 
hear, with strange symptoms of unwonted disturbance 
of mind and starts of temper, to which the youth had 
oot hitherto been subject." 


CHAP. XVI 1 . 

Ring^oui th» merry bell^ the bride a^d^feaekee. 

The blush her cheek has shamed the moraiie(% < 

For that ie dawning paUly, Grant, good saintSf 
These clouds betoken nought id twl omen I — Old Plav. 

B HE day of the JianfailUs, or espousals,' was 
now approaching; and it seems that neither the 
profrasion of the Abbess, nor' her practice' at 
least, were so rigid as to prevent her selecUn^ the great 
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parlour of the convent for that holy rite, although fieees* 
sarily introducing many male guests within those vestal 
precincts, and notwithstanding that the rite itself was 
the preliminary to a state which the inmates of the 
cloister bad renounced for ever. The Abbess's Norman 
pride of birth, and the real interest which she took in 
her niece's advancement, overcame all scruples ; and the 
venerable n^other might be seen in unwonted bustle, 
now giving orders to the gardener for decking the aparu 
ment with dowers—^now to her cellaress, her precentrix, 
and the lay-sisters of the kitchen, for preparing a splendid 
banquet, mingling her commands on these worldly sub¬ 
jects with an occasional ejaculation on their vanity and 
WOTthlessness, and every now and then converting the 
busy and anxious looks which she threw upon her pre¬ 
parations into a solemn turning upward of eyes and 
folding of bands, as one who sighed over the mere 
earthly pomp which she took such trouble in super- 
mtei^ng. At another time the good lady might have 
been seen in close consultation with Father Aldrovand* 
uix>n the ceremonial, civil and rdigious, which was to 
accompany a solemnity of such consequence to her 
fainily. 

Meanwhile the reins of discipline, although relaxed 
for a season, were not entirely thrown* loose. The outer 
court of the convent was indeed for the time opened for 
the reception of the male sex; but the younger sisters 
and novices of the house being carefully secluded in the 
more inner apartments of the extensive building, under 
the immediate eye of a grim old nun, or, as the con¬ 
ventual rule designed her, an ancient, sad, and virtuous 
person, termed Mistress of the Novices, were not per- 
n^ted to pcdlute their eyes by looking cm waving i^umes 
and rustling mantles. A few sisters, indeed, of ihtt 
Abbess's own standing, were left at liberty, b^ng such 
goods ss it was thought could not, in shopman's phrase. 
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take hann from the air, and are therefore left lyin.? 
loose on the counter. These antiquated dames went 
mumping about with much affected indifference, and a 
great deal of real curiosity, endeavouring indirectly to 
get information concerning names, and dresses, and 
decorations, without daring to show such interest in 
these vanities as actual questions on the subject might 
have implied. 

A stout band of the Constable's spearmen guarded 
the gate of the nunnery, admitting within the hallowed 
precinct the few only who were to be present at the 
solemnity, with their principal attendants, and while the 
former were ushered with all due ceremony into the 
apartments dressed out for the occasion, the attendants, 
although detained in the outer court, were liberally sup* 
plied with refreshments of the most substantial kind ; 
and had the amusement, so dear to the menial classes, 
of examining and criticising their masters and mistresses, 
as they passed into the interior apartments prepared for 
their reception. 

Amongst the domestics who were thus employed were 
old Rdoul the huntsman and his jolly dame ;~he gay 
and glorious, in a new cassock of green velvet, sho 
gracious and comely, in a klrtle of yellow silk, fringed 
with mimvair, and that at no mean cost, were equally 
busied in beholding the gay spectacle. The most in¬ 
veterate wars have their occasional terms of truce ; the 
most bitter and boisterous weather its hours of warmth 
and of calmness; and so was it with the matrimonial 
horizon of this amiable pair, which, usually cloudy, had 
now for brief space cleared up. The splendour of their 
new apparel, the mirth of the spectacle around them, 
^(th the aid, perhaps, of a bowl of muscadine quaffed 
^y Raoul, and a cup of hippocras sipped by his wife, 
had rendered them rather more agreeable in each other'i 
^es than was their wont; good cheer being in such 
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c&sest as oil is to a rusty lock, the means of making 
those valves move smoothly and glibly, which otherwise 
work not together at all, or by shrieks and groans ex¬ 
press their reluctance to move in union. The pair had 
stuck themselves into a kind of niche, three or four steps 
from the ground, which contained a small stone bench, 
whence their curious eyes could scrutinise with advan¬ 
tage every gu,est who entered the court. 

Thus placed, and in their present state of temporary 
concord, Raoul with his frosty visage formed no unapt 
representative of January, the bitter father of the year; 
and though Gillian vras past the delicate bloom of youth¬ 
ful May, yet the melting fire of a full black eye, and tlie 
genial glow of a ripe and crimson cheek, made her a 
lively type of the fruitful and jovial August. Dame 
Gillian used to make it her boast, that she could please 
everybody with her gossip, when she chose it, from 
Raymond Berenger down to Robin the horse-boy ; and 
like a good house-wife, who, to keep her hand in use, 
will sometimes even condescend to dress a dish for her 
husband's sole eating, she now thought proper to prac¬ 
tise her powers of pleasing on old Raoul, fairly conquer¬ 
ing, in her successful sallies of mirth and satire, not only 
his c^cal temperament towards all human kind, but 
his peculiar and special disposition toPbc testy with his 
spouse. Her jokes, such as they were, and the coquetry 
with which they were enforced, had such an effect oa 
this Timou of the woods, that he curled up his cynical 
nose, displayed his few straggling teeth like a cur about 
to bite, broke out into a barking laugh, which was 
more like the cry of one of his own hounds—^stopped 
short in the explosion, as if he had suddenly recollected 
that it was out of dmracter; yet, ere he resumed his 
aoimomous gravity, shot such a glance at Gillian 
iflade his nut-crackcr jaws, pinched eyes, and convolvedr 
nose, bear no small resemblance to one of those fan-, 
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tastic faces which decorate the upper end of old fxuHi 
viuls. 

** Is not this better than laying your dog4eash on your 
loving wife, as if she were a hrach of the kennd?’* said 
August to j anuary. 

“In troth is it," answered January, in afrost>tntten 
tone ;—“ and so it is also better than doing the brach- 
tricks which bring the leash into exerdse." , 

“ Humph!" said Gillian, in the tone of one who 
thought her husband's proposition might bear bdng dis* 
puted; but instantly changing the note to that of tender 
complaint, “Ah! Raoul," she said, “do you not re> 
member how you once beat me because our late lord-» 
Our Lady assoilzie him 1—took my crimson breast-knot 
for a peony rose ? " 

“Ay, ay," said the huntsman; “I remember our old 
master would make such mistakes—Our Lady assoilzie 
him ! as you say—The best hound will hunt counter," 

*' And how could you think, dearest Raoul, to let the 
wife of thy bosom go so long without a new ki^e ? ** 
said his helpmate. 

“ Why, thou hast got one from our young lady that 
might serve a Countess," said Raoul, his concord jarred 

her touching this diord—>“ how many kittles wouldst 
thou have ? " ' 

“ Only two. kind Raoul; just that folk may not count 
their children's age by the date of Dame Gillian's last 
new gown." 

“ Well, well—it is hard that a man cannot be in good 
humour once and away without being made to pay f<w 
it. But thou shalt have a new kittle at Michaelmas, 
when 1 sell the bucks' hides for the season. The very 
r ,antlers should bring a good penny this year." 

^ **Ay, ay," said Gillian; “1 ever tell thee,husband, 
tiie horns would be worth the hide in a fisur market. 'V 
^ Raoul turned briskly round, as if a wasp had Stung 
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him^ and tho'e is no guessing wbaut his Fepljl' might have 
been to this seemingly innocent observation, had not a 
gcUlant horseman at that instant entered the court, and, 
dismounting liks the others, gave, bis horse to the charge 
of a squire, or equerry, whose attire blazed with em* 
broidery. 

By Saint Hubert, a proper horseman, and a destrier 
for an earl,” said Raoul; and my Lord Constable's 
liveries withal-^yet I know not the gallant.” 

But 1 do,” said Gillian ; " it is Randal de Lacy, the 
Constable’s kinsman, and as good a man as ever came 
of tlie name I ” * 

'' Oh I 1^ Saint Hubert, I have heard of him—^men 
say he is a reveller, and a jangler, and a waster of his 
goods. ” 

** Men lie now and then,” said Gillian, drily. 

** And women also,” replied Raoul;—"why, methinks 
he winked on thee just now.” 

“That right eye of thine saw never true since our 
good leird—yaiat Mary rest him !—^flung a cup of wine 
in thy face, for pressing over boldly into liis withdrawing* 
room. ” 

V1 marvel,” said Raoul, as if he heard her not, “ that 
yonder niffler comes hither. 1 have heard that he i.s 
suspected to have attempted the Constable’s life, and 
that they, have not spoken together for hve years. ” 

' * He ironies on my young lady's invitation, and that 
1 know full well,” said Dame Gillian ; “and he is less 
like to do the Constable wrong than to have wrong at 
his bapd, poor- gentleman, as indeed he has had enough 
of that already.” 

“And who told thee so?” said Raoul, bitterly. 

“No matter, it was one who knew all about it voy 
well,” said the dame, who began to fear that, in .display¬ 
ing her bdtunph of superior information, she had been 
rather .over comoiunicative. 
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** It must have been the devil, or Randal himself,** 
said Raoul, ' * for no other mouth is large enough for 
tuch a lie.—But hark ye, Dame Gillian, who is he that 
presses forward next, like a man that scarce sees how he 
goes ? " 

* * Even your angel of grace, my young Squire Damian," 
said Dame Gillian. 

“ It is impossible I" answered Raoul—"call me blind 
if thou wilt:—but 1 have never seen man so changed in 
a few weeks—and his attire is flung on him so wildly as if 
he wore a horse-cloth round him instead of a mantle— 
What can ail the youth ?—^he has madd*a dead pause at 
the door, as if he saw something on the threshold that de¬ 
barred his entrance.—Saint Hubert, but he looks as if he 
were elf-stricken ! ’’ 

'' You ever thought him such a treasure! “ said 
Gillian ; "and now look at him as he stands by the side 
of a real gentleman, how he stares and trembles as if he 
were distraught.” 

" 1 will speak to him," said Raoul, forgetting his 
lameness, and springing from his elevated station—"I 
will speak to him, and if he be unwell, I have iny lancets 
and fleams to bleed man as well as brute.” 

' ‘ And a fit physician for such a patient,” muttered 
Gillhu),—"a djg-leech for a drean^y madman, that 
neither knows his own disease nor the way to cure it” 

Meanwhile the old huntsman made his way towards 
the entrance, before which Damian remained standing, in 
apparent uncertainty wdiether he should enter or not, 
regardless of the crowd around, and at the same time 
attracting their attention by the singularity of his de¬ 
portment. 

Raoul bad a private regard for Damian ; for which, 
perhaps, it was a chief reason, that of late his wife had 
been in the habit of speaking of him in a tone mqre dis¬ 
respectful than she usually applied to handsome young 
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men. Besides, he understood the youth was a second 
Sir Tristrem in silvan sports by wood and river, and there 
needed no more to fetter Raoul’s soul to him with bands 
of steel. He saw with great concern his conduct attract 
general notice, mixed with some ridicule. 

He stands,” said the town-jester, who had crowded 
into the gay throng, ** before the gate, like Balaam's ass 
in the Mystery, when the animal sees so much more than 
can be seen J)y any one else.” 

A cut from Raoul's ready leash rewarded the fdicity 
of this application, and sent the fool howling off to seek 
a more favout^ble audience for his pleasantry. At the 
same time Raoul pressed op to Damian, and with an 
earnestness very different from his usual dry causticity of 
manner, begged him for God's sake not to make himself 
the general spectacle, by standing there as if the devil 
sat on the doorway, but eith^ to enter, or, what might 
be as becoming, to retire, and make himself more fit in 
apparel for attending on a solemnity so nearly concerning 
Ills house. 

And what ails my apparel, old man?** said Damian, 
turning sternly on the huntsman, as one who has been 
hastily and uncivilly roused from a reverie. ” 

*' Only with respect to your valour/* answered the 
huntsman, men do not usually put old mantles over 
new doublets; and niethinks, with ^bmission, that of 
yours neither accords with your dress, nor is fitted for 
this noble presence.” 

**Thou art a fool !'* answered Damlin, **and as green 
in wit as grey in years. Know you not that in these 
days the young and old consort together—contract to* 
gether—wed together ? and should we take more care to 
make our apparel consistent than our actions ? ** 

“For God's sake, my lord," said Raoul, “forbear 
these wild and dangerous words 1 they may be heard by 
other ears than mine, and construed by worse inter* 
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preters. There may be here those who will pretend to 
track mischief from light words, as I would find a buc^ 
from his frayings. Your cheek is pale, my lord, your eye 
is bloodshot; for Heaven's sake, retire !" 

1 will not retire," said Damian, with yet more dis- 
temperature of manner, "tiU 1 have seen the Lady 
Eveline." 

**For the sake of all the saints," ejaculated Raoul, 
*' not now I—^You will do my lady incredible injury by 
forcing yourself into her presence in this condition," 

** Do you think so ? " said Damian, the remark seeming 
to operate as a sedative which enabled him to collect his 
scattered thoughts,—‘ * Do you really *^think so ?—I 
thought that to have looked upon her once more—but 
no—you are in the right, old man." 

He turned from the door as if to withdraw, but ere he 
could accomplish his purpose, he turned yet more pale 
than before, staggered, and fell on the pavement ere 
Raoul could afford him his support, useless as that might 
have proved. Those who raised him were surprised to 
observe that his garments were soiled with blood, and 
that the stains upon his cloak, which had been criticised 
by Raoul, were of the same complexion. A grave* 
looking personage, wrapped in a sad*coloured mantle, 
came forth from the crowd. 

I knew how U would be," he said : '* I made vene* 
section this morning, and commanded repose and sleep 
according to the aphorisms of Hippocrates ; but if young 
gentlemen will neglect the ordinance of their physician, 
medicine will avenge herself. It is impossible that my 
bandage or ligature, knit by these fingers, should have 
started, but to avenge the neglect of the precepts of arL" 
** What means this prate? " said the voice of the Con* 
stable, before which all others w'ere silenL He had been 
smnmoned forth just as the right of espousal or betroth¬ 
ing was concluded, on the confusion occasioned by 
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Damian's situation* and now sternly commanded the 
physician to replace the bandages which had slipped 
irora his nephew's arm, himself assisting in the task of 
supporting the patient, with the anxious and deeply 
agitated feelings of one who saw a near and justly valued 
relative—as yet, the heir of his fame and family—stretched 
before him in a condition so dangerous. 

But the griefs of the powerful and fortunate are ohen 
mingled with an impatience of an interrupted prosperity. 

‘ * What means this ? " he demanded sternly of the leech. 
** I sent you this morning to attend my nephew on the 
first tidings qf his illness, and commanded that he should 
make no attempt to be present on this day’s solemnly, 
yet I find him in this state, and in this place." 

‘ ‘ So please your lordship, ’* replied the leech, with a 
conscious self-importance, which even the presence of the 
Constable could not subdue—** Cvratio ist canonica, non 
coacta; which signiheth, my lord, that the physidan 
acteth his cure by rules of art and sdenoe—^by advice and 
prescription, but not by force or violence upon the 
patient, who cannot be at all benefited unless he be 
voluntarily amenable to the orders of his medicum." 

Tell me not of your jargon,'* said De Lacy ; if my 
nephew was light-headed enough to attempt to come 
hither in the heat of a delirious distemper, you should 
have had sense to prevent him, had it been by actual 
force.” 

It may be,** said Randal de Lacy, joining the crowd, 
who, forgetting the cause which bad brought theih 
together, were now assembled about Damian, **that 
more powerful was the magnet which drew our kinsman 
hither, than aught the leech could do to withhold him." 

The Constable, still busied about his nephew, looked 
up as Randal spoke, and when he was done, asked, with 
formal coldness of manner, ** Ha, fair kinsman, of what 
Tnt^net do you taaaak?** 
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“Surely of your nephew's love and regard to your 
lordship,” answered Randal, “ which, not to mention his 
respect for the Lady Eveline, must have compelled him 
hither, if his limbs were able to bear him.—And here 
the bride comes, I think, in charity, to thank him for 
his zeal.” 

“ What unhappy case is this?*’ said the Lady Eveline, 
pressing forward, much disordered with the intelligence 
of Damian’s danger, which had been suddenly conveyed 
to her. '' Is there nothing in which my poor service 
may avail?” 

“Nothing, lady,” said the Constable,f.rising from 
beside his nephew, and taking her hand; *' your kindness 
is here mistimed. This motley assembly, this unseeming 
confusion, become not your presence. ” 

“ Unless it could be helpful, my lord,” said Eveline 
e£^erly. "It is your nephew who is in danger—my 
deliverer—one of my deliverers, I would say. ” 

“ He is fitly attended by his chirurgeon,” said the 
Constable, leading back his reluctant bride to, the 
convent, while the medical attendant triumphantly 
exclaimed, 

“Well judgeth my Lord Constable, to withdraw' his 
noble lady from the host of petticoated empirics, who, 
like so many Amazons, break in upon and derange th'^* 
regular course of ^ysical practice, writh their petulant 
prognostics, their rash recipes, their mithridate, theiT* 
febrifuges, their amulets, and their charms. Well 
speakcU) the Ethnic poet. 

Non audet, ni^ quae didicit, dare quod medicomm eet; 

Fromittont medici—tractant fabrilia fabri,** 

As he repeated these lines with much emphasis, the 
doctor permitted his patient’s arm to drop from his hand, 
t ba* he might aid the cadence with a flourish of his own. 
“There,” said he to the spectators, “is what none*^of^ 
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you understand—no, by Saint Luke, nor the Constable 
himself.'* 

*' But he knows how to whip in a hound that babbles 
when he should be busy,'* said Raoul; and. silenced by 
this hint, the chirurgeon betook himself to his proper 
duty, of superintending the removal of young Damian to 
an apartment in the neighbouring street, where the 
symptoms pf bis disorder seemed rather to increase than 
diminish, and speedily required all the skill and attention 
W'hich the leech could bestow. 

The subscpption of the contract of marriage had, as 
already noticed, been just concluded, when the company 
assembled on the occasion were interrupted by the news 
of Damian's illness. When the Constable led his bride 
from the courtyard into the apartment where the company 
was assembled, there was discomposure and uneasiness 
on the countenance of both ; and it vras not a little 
increased by the bride pulling her hand hastily from the 
hold of the bridegroom, on observing that the latter was 
stained witli recent blood, and had in truth left the same 
stamp upon her own. With a faint exclamation she 
showed the marks to Rose, saying at the same time, 
What bodes this?—Is this the revenge of the Bloody- 
fingcr already commencing ? ’’ 

*' It bodes nothing, my dearest la^," said Rose—-*'it 
is our fears that are prophets, not those trifles which we 
take for augury. For Clod’s sake, speak to my lord! He 
is surprised at your agitation." 

*' Let him ask me the cause himself,*’ said Eveline; 
fitter it should be told at his bidding, than be offered 
by me unasked.’* 

The Constable, while his bride stood thus conver^ng 
with her maiden, had also observed, that in his anxiety 
to assist his nephew, he had transferred part of his blood 
from his own hands to Eveline’s dress. He came forward 
to apologise for what at such a moment seemed almost 
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CMofaloafL ** Fair lady, ” said he, *' the blood of a true De 
Lucy can never bode aught but peace and h appi nosstoyou." 

Eveline seemed as if she would have answered, but 
could not immediately find words. The faithful Rose, 
at the of incurring the censure of being over for¬ 
ward, hastened to‘reply to the compliment. “Every 
damsel is bound to believe what you say, my noble 
lord," was her answer, knowing how readily that blood 
hath ever flowed for protecting the distressed, and so 
lately for our own relief." 

“It is well spoken, little one,” answered the Con¬ 
stable ; ** and the Lady Eveline is happy in a maiden 
who so well knows how to speak when it is her own 
pleasure to be silent.—Come, lady," he added, “ let us 
hope this mishap of my kinsman is but like a sacrifice to 
fortune, which permits not the brightest hour to pasi. 
without some intervening shadow. Damian, I trust, 
will speedily recover; and be we mindful that the blood- 
drops which alarm you have been drawn by a friopdly 
steel, and are symptoms rather of recovery than of ill¬ 
ness.—Come, dearest lady, your silence discourages our 
friends, and wakes in them doubts whether we be sincere 
in the welcome due to them. Let me be your sewer," he 
said; and, taking a silver ewer and napkin from the 
standing cupboard, Vhich was loaded with plate, he pre¬ 
sented them on his knee to his bride. 

Exerting herself to shake off the alarm into which she 
had been thrown by some supposed coincidence of the 
present accident with the apparition at Baldringham, 
Eveline, entering into her betrothed husband’s humour, 
was about to raise him from the ground, when she was 
interrupted the arrival of a hasty messenger, who, 
coming into the room without ceremony, informed the 
Constable that his nephew was so extremely ill, that if^ 
he hoped to see him alive, it would be necessary‘he 
should come to his lodgings instantly. 
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The Constable started up, made a brief adUea to 
Eveline and to the guests, who, dismayed at this new 
and disastrous intelligence, were prep}aring to disperse 
themselves, when, as he advanced towards the door, he 
was met by a Paritor, or Summoner of the Ecclesiastical 
Court, whose official dress had procured him unob^ 
structed entrance into the precincts of the abbey. 

** Deus voiiscum" said the paritor ; '* I would know 
which of this fair company is the Constable of Chester ? ’* 

I am he,*' answered the elder De Lacy; '*but if thy 
business be not the more hasty, I cannot now spicak with 
thee—1 am bound on matters of life and death." 

** I take nil Christian people to witness that I have 
ffischarged my duty," said the paritor, putting into the 
hand of the Constable a slip of parchment 

‘ ‘ How is this, fellow ? " said the Constable, in great 
indignation-^-** for whom or what docs your master the 
Archbishop take me, that he deals with me in this un* 
courteous fashion, citing me to compear before him more 
like 'a delinquent than a friend or a nobleman ? " 

** My gracious lord," answered the paritor, haughtily, 
*^is accountable to no one but our Holy Father the 
Pope, for the exercise of the power which is entrusted to 
him by the canons of the Church. Your lordship’s 
answer to my citation ? ” ♦ 

* * Is the Archbishop present in this city ?" said tht* 
Constable, after a moment’s reflection—** I knew not of 
his purpose to travel hither, still less of his purpose to 
exercise authority within these bounds." 

** My gracious lord the Archbishop," said the paritor, 
** is but now arrived in this city, of which be is metro¬ 
politan ; and, besides, by his apostolical commission, a 
legate a latere hath plenary jurisdiction throughout all 
England, as those may find (whatsoever be their degree) 
whp may dare to disobey his summons." 

** Hark thee, fellow," said the Constable, r^arding 
aosi 
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the paritor with a grim and angr>' countenance, "were ft 
not for certain respects, which I promise thee thy tawny 
hood hath little to do with, thou wert better have 
swallowed thy citation, seal and all, than delivered it to 
me with the addition of such saucy terms. Go hence, 
and tell your master I wHll see him within the space of 
an hour, during which time I am delayed by the necessity 
of attending a sick relation." 

The paritor left the apartment with more’ humility in 
bis manner than when he had entered, and left the 
assembled guests to look upon each other in silence and 
dismay. *' 

The reader cannot fail to remember how severely the 
yoke of the Roman .supremacy pressed both on the 
clergy and iaity of England during the reign of Henry 11. 
Even the attempt of that w'i.sc and courageous monarch 
to make a stand for the independence of his throne in 
the memorable ca-se of Thomas k Becket, had such an 
unhappy issue, that, like a suppressed rebellion, it was 
found to add new strength to the domination of ill'* 
Church. Since the submission of the king in that ill- 
fated struggle, the voice of Rome had double potency 
whenever it w'as beard, and the boldest peers of England 
held it more wise to submit to her imperious dictates, 
than to provoke a cpiritual censure which had so many 
secular consequences. Hcncc the slight and scornful 
manner in which the Constable was treated by the prelate 
Baldwin struck a chill of astonishment into the assembly 
of friends whom he had collected to witness his espousals; 
and as he glanced his haughty eye around, he saw tliat 
many who would have stood by him through life and 
death in any other quarrel, had it even been with his 
sovereign, were turning pale at the very thought of a 
collision with the Church. Embarrassed, and at the 
same time incensed at ihcir timidity, the Constable ha^cd 
to dismiss them, with the genera] assurance that all 
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would be well—that his nephew's indisposition was a 
trilling complaint, exaggerated by a conceited physician, 
and by his own want of care—and that the message of 
the Archbishop, so unceremoniously delivered, was but 
the consequence of their mutual and friendly familiarity, 
which induced them soinctinies, for the jest's sake, to 
reverse or neglect the ordinary forms of intercourse.— 
"If I wanted to speak with the prelate Baldwin on 
express business and in haste, such is the humility and 
indifference k> form of that worthy pillar of the Church, 
that 1 should not fear offence," said the Constable, " did 
I send the meanest horseboy in my troop to ask an 
audience of him." 

So he spoke—but there was something in his counte» 
nance which contradicted his words ; and his friends and 
relations retired from the splendid and joyful ceremony 
of his espousals as from a funeral feast, with anxious 
thoughts and with downcast eyes. 

Randal was the only person, who, having attentively 
watched the whole progress of the affair during the 
evening, ventured to approach his cousin as he lef^t the 
house, and asked him. " in the name of their reunited 
friendship, whether he had nothingcommand him?** 
assuring him, with a look more expressive than his words^ 
that he would not find him cold in his service. 

'* I have nought which can exercise your seal, fair 
cousin," replied the Constable, with the air of one who 
partly questioned the speaker's sincerity; and the par ting 
reverence with which he accompanied his words, left 
Randal no pretext for continuing his attendance, as he 
seemed to have designed. 
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CHAP. XVIII. 

Oh^ were I seated high as my anddtioHt 
J*dplace this ttakedfoot on necks of monarchs / 

Mystbrious Mothbr. 

HE most anxious and unhappy • moment of 
Hugo de Lacy's lifc» «'as unquestionably that in 
which, by espousing Eveline with all civil and 
religious solemnity, he seemed to approach to what for 
some time he had considered as the prime object of his 
wishes. He was assured of the early possession of a 
beautiful and amiable wife, endowed with such advantage 
of worldly goods, as gratified his ambition as well as his 
affections—Yet even in this fortunate moment, the horizon 
darkened around him, in a manner which presaged 
nought but stonn and calamity. At his nephew’s lodging 
he learned that the pulse of the patient had riseUf and 
his delirium had augmented, and all around him spoke 
very doubtfully of his chance of recovery, or surviving a 
crisis which seemed speedily approaching, llie Con¬ 
stable stole towards the door of the apartment whicli his 
feelings permitted Um not to enter, and listened to tlie 
raving which the fever gave rise to. Notliing can be 
more melancholy than to hear the mind at work con- 
cenung its ordinary occupations, when the body is 
stretched in pain and danger upon the couch of severe 
sickness; the contrast betwixt the ordinary state of 
health, its joys or its labours, renders doubly affecting 
the actual helplessness of the patient before whom these 
visions are lising, and we feel a corresponding degree of 
compassion for the sufferer, whose thoughts are wander¬ 
ing so far from his real condition. ^ « 

The Constable felt this acutely, as he heard his nephew 
shout the war-cry of the family repeatedly, appe^ng, 1^ 
the words of command and ttir^on, which he uttered 
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from time to time, to be nctively engaged in leading his 
men-at-arms against the Welsh. At another time he 
muttered various terms of the ptanige, of falconry, and of 
the chase—^he mentioned his uncle’s name repeatedly on 
these occasions, as if the idea of his kinsman had been 
connected alike with his martial encounters, and with 
his sports by wood and river. Other sounds there were, 
which he muttered so low as to be altogether undis> 
tinguishable. 

With a heart even still more softened towards his 
kinsman’s sufferings from hearing the points on which 
his mind wandered, the Constable twice applied his 
hand to the latch of the door, in order to enter the bed- 
room, and twice forbore, his eyes running faster with 
tears than he chose should be witnessed by the atten¬ 
dants. At length, relinquishing his purpose, he hastily 
left the house, mounted his horse, and, followed only by 
four of his personal attendants, rode towards the palace 
of tl.e Bishop, where, as he learned from public rumour, 
the Archprelate Baldwin had taken up his temporary 
residence. 

The train of riders and of led horses, of sumpter-mules, 
and of menials and attendants, both lay and ecclesiastical, 
which thronged around the gate o^he Episcopal man¬ 
sion, together with the gaping crowd of inhabitants who 
had gathered around, some to gaze upon the splendid 
show, some to have the chance of receiving the bene¬ 
diction of the Holy Prelate, was so great as to impede 
the Constable’s approach to the palace-door; and when 
this obstacle was surmounted, he found another in the 
obstinacy of the Archbishop’s attendants, who permitted 
him not, though announced by name and title, to cross 
the threshold of the mansion, until they should receive 
thp express command of their master to that effect. 

The Constable felt the full effect of this slighting re- 
oeptiom He had dismounted from his horse in full con- 

*>S 



THE BETROTHEa 

fidence of being instantly admitted into the palace at 
least, if not into the Prelate's presence ; and as he now 
stood on foot among the squires, grooms, and horseboys 
of the spiritual lord, he was so much disgusted, that his 
first impulse was to remount bis horse, and return to his 
pavilion, pitched for the time before the city walls, leaving 
it to the Bishop to seek him there, if he really desired an 
interview. But the necessity of conciliation almost im¬ 
mediately rushed on his mind, and subdued the first 
haughty impulse of his offended pride. ** If our wise 
King," he said to himself, “hath held the ^irrup of one 
Prelate of Canterbury when living, and submitted to the 
most degrading observances before his shrine when dead, 
surely I need not be more scrupulous towards his priestly 
successor in the same overgrown authority." Another 
thought, which he dared hardly to acknowledge, recom¬ 
mended the same humble and submissive course. He 
could not but feel that, in endeavouring to evade his 
vows as a crusader, he was incurring some just censure 
from the Church ; and he was not unwilling to ho[)e, 
that his present cold and scornful reception on Bal(i\\ in's 
part, might be meant as a part of the penance which 
his conscience informed him his conduct was about to 
receive. •• 

After a short interval, De Lacy was at length invited 
to enter the palace of the Bishop of Gloucester, in which 
he was to meet the Primate of England ; but there was 
more than one brief pause, in hall and anteroom, ere he 
at length was admitted to Baldwin’s presence. 

The successor of the celebrated Becket had neither the 
extensive views, nor the aspiring spirit, of that redoubted 
personage; but, on the other hand, saint as the latter 
had become, it may be questioned, whether, in his pro¬ 
fessions for the weal of Christendom, he was half fo * 
sincere as was the present Archbishop. Baldwin was, 
In truth, a man well qualified to defend the powert which 
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the Church had gained, though perhaps of a character 
too sincere and candid to be active in extending them. 
The advancement of the Crusade was the chief business 
of his life, his success the principal cause of his pride ; 
and, if the sense of possessing the powers of doqucnt 
persuasion, and skill to bend the minds of men to his 
purpose, was blended with his religious zeal, still the 
tenor of his life, and afterwards his death before Ptole- 
niais, showed that the liberation of the H oly Sepulchre 
from the infidels was the unfeigned object of all his 
exertions, Hugo de Lacy well knew this; and the 
difficulty of jitianaging such a temper appeared much 
greater to him on the eve of the interview in which the 
attempt was to be made, than he had suffered himself to 
suppose when the crisis was yet distant. 

The Prelate, a man of a handsome and stately form, 
with features rather too severe to be pleasing, received 
the Constable in all the pomp of ecclesiastical dignity. 
He was seated on a chair of oak, richly carved with 
Gothic ornaments, and placed above the rest of the floor 
under a niche of the same workmanship. His dress was 
the rich episcopal robe, ornamented with costly em¬ 
broidery, and fringed around the neck and cuffs; it 
opened from the throat and in the middle, and showed 
an under vestment of embroidery, J^twixt the folds of 
whidi, as if imperfectly concealed, pieeped the close shirt 
of hair-cloth which the Prelate constantly wore under all 
his pompous attire. His mitre was placed beside him 
on an oaken table of the same workmansliip with his 
throne, against which also rested his pastoral staff, 
representing a shepherd’s crook of the simplest form, yet 
which had proved more powerful and fearful than lance 
or scimitar, when wielded by the hand of Thomas k 
Becket 

• Ji. chaplain in a white surplice kneeled at a little dis¬ 
tance before a desk, and read forth from an illuminated 
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volume some portion of a theological treatise, in which 
Baldwin appeared so deeply interested, that he did not 
appear to notice the entrance of the Constable, who* 
highly displeased at this additional slight, stood on the 
floor of the hall, undetermined whether to interrupt the 
reader and address the Prelate at once, or to withdraw 
without saluting him at all. Ere he had formed a rcso> 
lution, the chaplain had arrived at some convenient 
pause in the lecture, where the Archbishop stopped him 
with, '* Sa(is est, mifili." 

It was in vain that the proud secular Baron strove to 
conceal the embarrassment with which he approached 
the Prelate, whose attitude was plainly assumed for the 
purpose of impressing him with awe and solicitude. He 
tried, indeed, to exhibit a demeanour of such ease as 
might characterise their old friendship, or at least of such 
indifference as might infer the possession of perfect tran¬ 
quillity ; but he failed in both, and his address expressed 
mortified pride, mixed with no ordinary degree of em¬ 
barrassment. The genius of the Catholic Church was 
on such occasions sure to predominate over the haughtiest 
of the laity. 

"I perceive,** said He Lacy, collecting his thoughts, 
and ashamed to find he had difficulty in doing so,—>** I 
perceive that an old friendship is here dissolved. Me- 
thinks Hugo de JLacy might have expected another 
messenger to summon him to this reverend presence, 
and that another welcome should wait him on his 
arrival.** 

The Archbishop raised himself slowly in his seat, and 
made a half inclination towards the Constable, who, by 
an instinctive desire of conciliation, returned it lower 
than b« had intended, or than the scanty courtesy 
merited. 'The Prelate at the same time signing to his 
diaplain, the latter rose to withdraw, and receiving per¬ 
mission in the phrase ** Do veniam^* retreated revelea- 



THE BETROTHED. 

tinUy, without either turning his back or looking upwards, 
his eyes fixed on the ground, his hands still folded in his 
habit, and crossed over his bosom. 

When this mute attendant had disappeared, * the 
Prelate's brow became more open, yet retained a dark 
shade of grave displeasure, and he replied to the address 
of De Lacy, but still without rising from his seat. "It 
skills not now, my lord, to say what the brave Con¬ 
stable of Chester has been to the poor priest Baldwin, 
or with what love and pride we beheld him assume the 
holy sign of salvation, and, to honour Him by whom 
he has himself been raised to honour, vow himself to 
the deliverance of the Holy Land. If I still sec that 
noble lord before me, in the same holy resolution, let 
me know the joyful truth, and I will lay aside rochet 
and mitre, and tend his horse like a groom, if it be 
necessary by such menial service to show the cordial 
respect 1 bear to him." 

" Reverend father," answered De Lacy, with hesita¬ 
tion, ^"1 had hoped that the propositions which were 
made to you on my part by the Dean of Hereford, 
might have seemed more satisfactory in your eyes." 
Then, regaining his native confidence, he proceeded 
with more assurance in speech and manner; for the 
cold inflexible looks of the Archbishop irritated him. 
"If these proposals can be amendeu. my lord, let me 
know in what points, and, if possible, your pleasure 
shall be done, even if it should prove somewhat unrea^ 
sonable. 1 would have fieace, my lord, with Holy 
Church, and am the last who would despise her man¬ 
dates. Tliis has been known by my deeds in field, and 
counsels in the state; nor 1 think my services have 
merited cold looks and cold language from the Primate 
of England." 

<*Do you upbraid the Church with your services, 
man?" said Baldwin. tell thee, Hugh de 
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Lacy, that what Heaven hath wrought for the Church 
by thy hand, could, had it been the divine pleasure, 
have been achieved with as much ease by the meanest 
horseboy in thy host. It is iAau that art honoured, in 
being the chosen instrument by which great things 
have been wrought in Israel.-—Nay, interrupt me not 
— I tell thee, proud baron, that, in the sight of Heaven, 
thy wisdom is but as folly—thy courage, which thou dost 
boast, but the cowardice of a village maiden—thy strength 
weakness—thy spear an osier, and thy sword a bulrush.” 

"All this 1 know, good father,” said the Constable, 
"and have ever he.ard it repeated when such poor 
services as I may have rendered are gone and past. 
Marry, when there was need for my helping hand, I w-as 
the very good lord of priest and prelate, and one who 
should be honoured and prayed for with patrons and 
founders W'ho sleep in the choir and under the higli 
altar. There w'as no thought, I trow, of osier or of 
bulrush, when I have been prayed to couch my lance or 
draw my weapon ; it is only when they are needles th.at 
they and their owner are undervalued. Well, m)’ 
reverend father, be it so,-—if the Church can cast the 
Saracens from the Holy Land by grooms and horseboys, 
wherefore do you preach knights and nobles from the 
homes and the c^^untries which they are bom to protect 
and defend ? " 

The Archbishop looked steadily on him as he replied, 
** Not for the sake of their fleshly arm do we disturb your 
knights and barons in their prosecution of barbarous 
festivities, and murderous feuds, which you call enjoying 
their homes and protecting their domains,—not that 
Omnipotence requires their arm of flesh to execute the 
great predestined work of liberation,—^but for the weal 
of their immortal souls.” These last words he pro¬ 
nounced with great emphasis. « 

The Constable paced the floor impatiently, * and 
aio 
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muttered to himself, Such is the airy guerdon for which 
hosts on hosts have been drawn from Europe to drench 
the sands of Palestine with their gore—^such the vain 
promises for which we are called upon to barter our 
country, our lands, and our lives 1 ” 

"Is it Hugo de Lacy speaks thus?” said the Arch<- 
bishop, arising from his seat, and qualifying his tone of 
censure with the appearance of slianie and of regret—> 
" Is it he who underprizes the renown of a knight—the 
virtue of a Christian—^the advancement of his earthly 
honour—the more incalculable profit of his immortal 
soul ?—Is it he who desires a solid and substantial re> 
conipense in lands or treasure, to be won by warring 
on his less powerful neighbours at home, while knightly 
honour and religious faith, his vow as a knight and his 
baptism as a Christian, call him to a more glorious and 
more dangerous strife?—Can it be indeed Hugo de 
Lacy, the mirror of the Anglo-Norman chivalry, whose 
thoughts can conceive such sentiments, whose words 
can utter them ? ” 

'' Flattery and fair speech, suitably mixed with taunts 
and reproaches, my lord,” answered the Constable, 
colouring and biting his Up, *‘may carry your point 
with others ; but I am of a temper too^olid to be either 
wheedled or goaded into measures of importance. For* 
bear, therefore, this strain of affected amazement; and 
believe me, that whether he goes to the Crusade or 
abides at home, the character of Hugh Lacy will remain 
as unimpeached in point of courage as that of the Arch* 
bishop Baldwin in point of sanctitude. ” 

"May it stand much higher,” said the ArchUshop, 
" tlian the reputation with which you vouchsafe to com¬ 
pare it! but a blaze may be extinguished as well as a 
spark; and I tell the Constable of Chester, that the 
fame which has sat on his basnet for so many years, may 
flit from% in one moment never to be recalled,’* 
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'* Who dares to say so ?" said the Constable, trem* 
blingly alive to the honour for which he had encoun¬ 
tered so many dangers. 

** A friend.** said the Prelate, whose stripes should 
be received as benefits. You think of pay, Sir Constable, 
and of guerdon, as if you still stood in the market, free 
to chaffer on the terms of your service. I tell you. you 
are no longer your own masto:—you are, by the blessed 
badge you have voluntarily assumed, the soldier of God 
himself; nor can you fly from your standard without 
such infamy os even coistrels or grooms unwilling to 
incur." 

** You deal all too hardly with us, my lord," said Hugo 
de Lacy, stopping short in his troubled walk. ' ‘ You of 
the spirituality make us laymen the piack-horses of your 
own concerns, and dhnb to ambitious heights by the 
help of our over-burdened shoulders; but all hath its 

limits—Becket transgressed it, and *’- 

A gloomy and expressive look corresponded wftb the 
tone in which he spoke this broken sentence ; and the 
Prelate, at no loss to comprehend his meaning, replied in 
a firm and determined voice, " And he was murdered/— 
that is what you dare to hint to me—even to me. the 
successor of that'^^lorified saint—as a motive for comply¬ 
ing with your fickle and selfish wish to withdraw your 
hand from the plough. You know not to whom you 
address such a threat. True, Becket, from a saint 
militant on earth, arrived, by the bloody path of martyr¬ 
dom, to the dignity of a saint in Heaven; and no less 
true is it, that, to attain a seat a thousand degrees beneath 
that of his blessed predeoes.sor, the unworthy Baldwin 
were willing to submit, under Our Lady's protection, to 
whatever the worst of wicked men can inflict on his 
earthly frame." • 

‘' There needs not this show of courage, reverend 
lather," said Lacy, rectfllecting himself, “wkerc there 
axa 
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neither is, nor can be. danger. I pray you, let us debate 
this matter more deliberately. I have never meant to 
break off niy purpose for the Holy Land, but only to 
postpone it. Methinks the offers that 1 have made are 
fair, and ought to obtain for me what has been granted 
to others in the like case-~ii slight delay in the time of 
my departure." 

" A slight delay on the part of such a leader as you, 
noble De Lacy," answered the Prelate, “were a death¬ 
blow to our bply and most gallant enterprise. To 
meaner men we might have granted the privilege of 
tiuirrying and giving in marriage, even although they care 
not for the sorrows of Jacob; but you, my lord, are a 
main prop of our enterprise, and, being withdrawn, the 
whole fabric may fall to the ground. Who in England 
will deem himself obliged to press forward, when Hugo 
de I.,acy falls back? Think, my lord, less upon your 
plighted bride, and more on your plighted word; and 
lx 3 licve not that a union can ever come to good, which 
shakes your purpose towards our blessed undertaking 
lor the honour ^f Christendom.” 

The Constable was embarrassed by the pertinacity of 
the Prelate, and began to give way to his arguments, 
though most reluctantly, and only because the habits and 
opinions of the time left him no means of combating his 
arguments, otherwise than by solicitation. “I admit,” 
he said, “ my engagements for the Crusade, nor have I 
—I repeat it—further desire than that brief interval 
which may be necessaiy to place my important affairs in 
CM'der. Meanwhile, my vassals, led by my nephew ”- 

“ I^romise that which is within thy power,” said the 
Ptelate. “Who knows whether, in resentment of thy 
seeking after other things than His most holy cause, thy 
nephew may not be called hence, even while we speak 
together ? ” 

“ God ibrbid 1 ” said the Baron, starting up. as if about 
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to fly to his nephew's assistance ; then, suddenly pausing, 
he turned on the Prelate a keen and investigating glance. 

‘' It is not well/' he said, “that your reverence should 
thus trifle with the dangers which threaten my house. 
Damian is dear to me for his own good qualities—dear 
for the sake of my only brother.—May God forgive us 
both 1 he died when we were in unkindness with each 
other,—My lord, your words import that my beloved 
nephew suffers pain and incurs danger on account of my 
offences. *' 

The Archbishop perceived he had at length touched 
the chord to which his refractory penitent’s heart-strings 
must needs vibrate. He replied with circumspection, as 
well knowing with whom he had to deal,—“ Far be it 
from me to presume to interpret the counsels of Heaven! 
but we read in Scripture, that when the fathers eat sour 
grapes, the teeth of the children are set on edge. What 
so reasonable as that we should be punished for our pride 
and contumacy, by a judgment specially calculated to 
abate and bend that spirit of surquedry ? You yourself 
best know if this disease clung to thy nephew before you 
had meditated defection from the banner of the Cross.” 

Hugo de Lacy hastily recollected himself, and found 
that it was ind^d true, that, until he thought of his 
union with Eveline, there bad appeared no change in his 
nephew’s health. His silence and confusion did not 
escape the artful Prelate. He took the hand of the 
warrior as he stood before him overwhelmed in doubt, 
lest his preference of the continuance of his own house to 
the rescue of the Holy Sepulchre should have been 
punished by the disease which threatened his nephew’s 
life. '* Come," he said, “ noble De Lacy—the judgment 
provoked by a moment’s presumption may be even yet 
averted by prayer and penitence. The dial went haeft at 
the prayer of the good King Hezeklah—down, down 
upon thy knees, and doubt not that, with confession and 
ai4 
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penance, and absolution, thou inayst yet atone for thy 
falling away from the cause of Heaven.'* 

Borne down by the dictates of the religion in which he 
had been educated, and by the fears lest his delay was 
punished by his nephew's indisposition and danger, the 
Constable sunk on his knees befbre the Prelate, whom he 
had shortly before w'ell-iugh braved, confessed, as a sin 
to be deeply repented of, his purpose of delaying his de¬ 
parture for Palestine, and received, with patience at lea^t, 
if not with willing acquiescence, the penance inflicted by 
the Archbishop ; which consisted in a prohibition to 
proceed farther *n his proposed wedlock w'lth the T^ily 
Eveline, until he was returned from Palestine, wliere he 
was bound by his vow to abide ft)r the term of three years. 

“And now, noble De Lacy," said the Prelate, “once 
more my best beloved and most honoured friend—is n<it 
thy bosom lighter since thou hast thus nobly acquitted 
thee of thy debt to Heaven, and cleansed thy gallant 
spirit from those selfish and earthly stains which dimmed 
its bri^tiiess ? " 

The Constable sighed. **My happiest thoughts at 
this moment," he said, “ w'ould arise from knowledge 
that my nephew's health is amended." 

“ Be not discomforted on the score of the noble 
Damian, your hopeful and valorous kmsman,” said the 
Archbishop, “for well I trust shortly ye shall hear of his 
recovery; or that if it shall please God to remove him 
to a better w'orld, the passage shall be so easy, and his 
arrival in yonder haven of bliss so s]}ecdy, that it were 
better for him to have died tlum to have lived." 

The Constable looked at him, as if to gather from his 
countenance more certainty of his nephew's fate than 
his words seemed to imply; and the Prelate, to escapic 
being fartlier pressed on a subject on which he was 
perhaps conscious he had ventured too far, rung a silver 
bell which stood before him on the table, and corn* 
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nianded the chaplain who entered at the summons, that 
lie should dispatch a careful messenger to the lodging of 
Damian Lacy, to bring particular accounts of bis health. 

*‘A stranger,” answered the chaplain. **just come 
from the sick chamber of the noble Damian Lacy, waits 
here even now to have speech of my Lord Constable." 

"Admit him instantly,” said the Archbishop—"my 
mind tells me he brings us joyful tidings.—Never knew 
I such humble penitence,—such willing resignation of 
natural affections and desires to the doing of Heaven’s 
.sen’ice, but it was rewarded with a guerdon either tem> 
poral or spiritual. ” * 

As he spoke, a man singularly dressed entered the 
apartment. His garments, of various colours, and 
showiiy disposed, w'cre none of the newest or cleanest, 
neither were they altogether fitting for the presence in 
which he now stood. 

" How now, sirrah !” said the Prelate; " when was it 
that jugglers and min.strcls pressed into the company of 
such as we without permission ? ” ‘ 

" So please you,*’ said the man, " my instant business 
was not with your reverend lordship, but with my lord 
the Constable, to whom I will hope that my good news 
may atone for my evil apparel.” 

"Speak, sirrak, does my kinsman live?** said the 
Constable, eagerly. 

"And is like to live, my lord,” answered the man— 
"a favourable crisis (so the leeches call it) hath taken 
place in his disorder, and they are no longer under any 
apprehensions for his life.” 

" Now, God be praised, that bath granted me so 
much mercy t ” said the Constable. 

" Amen, amen! ” replied the Archbishop solemnly.— 
** About what period did this blessed change take 
place?” • • 

" Scarcely a quarter of an hour since.'* said the mes* 
ax6 «F 
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senger, **a soft sleep fell on the sick youth, like dew 
upon a parched field in summer—he breathed freely— 
the burning heat abated—and, as 1 said, the leeches no 
longer fear for his life." 

“ Marked you the hour, my Lord Constable?” said 
the llishop, with exultation—"even then you stooped 
to those counsels which Heaven suggested through the 
meanest of its servants! But two words avouching 
penitence—^but one brief prayer—and some kind saint 
has interceded for an instant hearing, and a liberal 
granting of thy jxjtition. Noble Hugo,” he continued, 
grasping his hand in a species of enthusiasm, " surely 
Heaven designs to work high things by the hand of him 
whose faults are thus readily forgiven—whose prayer is 
thus instantly heard. For this shall TV Deum Lauda^ 
mus be said iu each church, and each convent of Glou* 
cester, ere the world be a day older.” 

The Constable, no less joyful, though perhaps less 
able to perceive an especial providence in his nephew's 
recovery, expressed his gratitude to the messenger of 
the good tidings, by throw’ing him his purse. 

" I thank vou, noble lord,” said the man; “ but if I 
stoop to pick up this taste of your bounty, it is only to 
restore it again to the donor.” ^ 

"How now, sir?” said the Constable, " methinks 
thy coat seems not so well lined as needs make thee 
spurn at such a guerdon.” 

" He that designs to catch larks, my lord,” replied 
the messenger, *' must not close his net upon sparrows 
—I have a greater boon to ask of your lordship, and 
therefore I decline your present gratuity.” 

" A greater boon, ha!" said the Constable,—"I am 
no knight^errant, to bind myself by promise to grant it 
ere I know its import; but do thou come to my pavilion 
to-iflorrow, and thou wilt not find me unw'illing to do 
what is reason.” 
aiy • 
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So saying, he look leave of the Prelate, and returned 
homeward, failing not to visit his nephew’s lodging as 
he passed, where he received the same pleasant as¬ 
surances which had been communicated by the mes¬ 
senger of the parti-coloured mantle. 


CHAP. XIX. 


iff was a tninstrel-~in. his mood 
JVds wisdom mix'd with, folly i 
A tatne companion to the good^ 

But wild and fierce nmong^ the rudCf 
And jovial with the jolly. 

Akchtbald Akmstkokg. 



HE events of the preceding day had been of a 
nature so interesting, and latterly so harassing, 
that the Constable felt weary as after a severely 
contested battle-field, and slept soundly until the earliest 
lieams of dawn saluted him through the opening of the 
tent. It was then that, with a mingled feeling of pain 
and satisfaction, he began to review the diange which 
had taken place in his condition since the preceding 
morning. He had then arisen an ardent bridegroom, 
anxious to findVavour in the eyes of his fair bride, and 
scrupulous about his dress and appointments, as if he 
had been as young in years as in hopes and wishes. 
This was over, and he had now before him the painful 
task of leaving his betrothed for a term of years, even 
before wedlock had united them indissolubly, and of 
reflecting that she was exposed to all the dangers whicli 
assail female constancy in a situation thus critical. 
When the immediate anxiety for his nephew was re¬ 
moved, he was tempted to think that he had been 
something hasty in listening to the arguments .o> the 
Archbishop, and in believing that Damian's death 
atS « 
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recovery depended upon his own accomplishing, to the 
letter, and without delay, his vow for the Holy Land. 
♦* How many princes and kings," he thought to himself, 
** have assumed the Cross, and delayed or renounced it, 
yet lived and died in wealth and honour, without sits- 
taining such a visitation as that with which Baldwin 
threatened me; and in what case or particular did such 
men deserve more indulgence than I? But the die is 
now cast, and it signifies little to inquire whether my 
obedience to the mandates of the Church has saved the 
life of my nephew, or whether I have not fallen, as lay¬ 
men are w'ont towfall, whenever there is an encounter of 
wits betwixt them and those of the spirituality. I would 
to God it may prove otherwise, since, girding on my 
sword as Heaven’s champion, I might the better expect 
Heaven’s protection for her whom I must unhappily 
leave behind me." 

As these reflections passed through his mind, he heard 
the warders at the entrance of his tent challenge some 
one whpse footsteps were heard approaching it. The 
person stop]:>ed on their challenge, and presently after 
was heard the sound of a rote (a small species of lute), 
the strings of which were managed by means of a small 
wheel. After a short prelude, a manly voice, of good 
compass, sung verses, which, transla^d into modem 
language, might run nearly thus:— 

I. 

Soldier, wake—the day is peeping. 

Honour ne'er was won in sleeping. 

Never when the sunbeams stiU 
X,ay unreflected on the hill; 

*Tis when they are glinted back 
From axe and armour, spear and jacl^ 

That they promise future story 
Many a page of deathless glory. 

Shields that are the foeman’s terror. 

Ever arc the morning's mirror. 
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II. 

Ann and up—the moming beam 
Hath call'd the rustic to his team. 

Hath call’d the falc’ner to the lake. 

Hath call’d the huntsman to the l>raku 
The early student ponders o'er 
His dusty tomes of ancient lore. 

Soldier, wake—thy harvest, fame ; 

Thy study, conquest; war, thy game. 

Shield, that would be foeman’s terror. 

Still should gleam the morning's mirror. 

ill. 

Poor hire repays the rustic’s pain; 

More paltry still the spottsman’s’gain S 
Vainest of all, the student’s theme 
£nds in some metaphysic dream : 

Yet each is up, and each has toil’d 
Since first the peep of dawn has smiled $ 

And each is eagerer in his aim 
Than he who barters life for fame. 

Up, up, and arm thee, son of terror I 
Be thy bright shield the morning’s mirror. 

When the song was finished, the Constable heai^d some 
talking without, and presently Philip Guarine entered the 
pavilion to tell that a person, come hither as he said by 
the Constable’s appointment, waited permission to speak 
with him. 

By my appointment?** said De Lacy; **admit him 
Immediately.” 

The messenger of the preceding evening entered the 
tent, holding in one hand his small cap and feather, in the 
other the rote on which he had been just plajdng. His 
attire was fantastic, consisting of more than one inner 
dress d various colours, all of the brightest and richest 
dyes, and disposed so as to contrast with each other— 
the upper garment was a very short Norman doak, of 
bright green. An embroidered girdle sustained, in lieu 
of offensive weapons, an inkliorn with its appurteaftaoes 
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on the one side, on the other a knife for the purposes of 
the table. His hair was cut in imitation of the clerical 
tonsure, which was designed to intimate that he had 
arrived to a certain rank in his profession; for the 
Joyous Science, as the profession of minstrelsy was 
termed, had its various ranks, like the degrees in the 
church and in chivalry. The features and manners of 
the man seemed to be at variance with his profession 
and habit; for, as the latter was gay and fantastic, tho 
former had a cast of gravity, and almost of sternness, 
which, unless when kindled by the enthusiasm of his 
poetical and musical exertions, seemed rather to indicate 
deep reflection, than the thoughtless vivacity of observa* 
tion which characterised most of his brethren. His 
countenance, though not handsome, had therefore somc> 
thing in it striking and impressive, even from its very 
contrast with the parti-coloured hues and fluttering 
shape of his vestments; and the Constable felt some¬ 
thing inclined to patronise him. as he said, “Good- 
morrow, friend, and I thank thee for thy morning 
greeting ; it was well sung and well meant, for when we 
call forth any one to bethink him how time passes, we do 
him the credit of supposing that he can employ to advan¬ 
tage that flitting treasure." 

The man. who had listened in silence^ seemed to pause 
and make an effort ere he replied, “ My intentions, at 
least, were good, when 1 ventured to disturb my lord 
thus early; and I am glad to learn that my boldness hath 
not been evil received at his hand.'* 

“ True," said the Constable; ** you had a boon to ask 
of me. Be speedy and say thy request-—my leisure is short.'' 

It is for permission to follow you to the Holy Land, 
my lord," said the man. 

**Thou hast asked what I can hardly grant, my 
frieiid," answered De lacy—-** Ibou art a minstrel, art 
not ? " 
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** An unworthy graduate of the Gay Science, my lord,’* 
said the musician; “ 3 ret let me say for myself, that I will 
not yield to the king of minstrels, Geoffrey Kudel, 
though the King of England hath given him four manors 
for one song. 1 would be willing to contend with him in 
romance, lay, or fable, were the judge to be King Henry 
bimself." 

“ You have your own good w-ord, doubtless," said De 
Lacy; *' nevertheless. Sir Minstrel, thou goest not with 
me. The Crusade has been already too much encum¬ 
bered by men of thy idle profession; and if thou dost 
add to the number, it shall not be undej;. my protection. 
1 am too old to be charmed by thy art, charm thou never 
so wisely." 

He that is young enough to seek for, and to win, 
the love of beauty," said the minstrel, but in a submis¬ 
sive tone, as if fearing his freedom might i^ve offence, 

* ‘ should not term himself too old to feel the charms of 
minstrelsy.” 

The Constable smiled, not insensible to the flattery 
which assigned to him the character of a younger gallant. 
" Thou art a jester," he said, "1 warrant me, in addition 
to thy other qualities." 

"No," replied the minstrel, "it is a branch of our 
profession which 1 have for some time renounced—my 
forttmes have put me out of tune for jesting." 

" Nay, comrade," said the Constable, " if thou h£ist 
been hardly dealt with in the world, and canst comply 
with the rules of a family so strictly ordered as mine, it 
is possible we may agree together better than 1 thought. 
What is thy name and country ? thy speech, xnetbiulcs, 
sounds somewhat foreign." 

*' I am an Armorican, ray lord, from the merry shores 
of Morbihan; and hence my tongue hath some touch of 
my country speech. My name is Renault Vidal." 

*'Such being the case, Renault," said the Constable, 
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**thou shalt follow me, and I will give orders to the 
master of my household to have thee attired something 
according to thy function, but in more orderly guise than 
thou now appearest in. Dost thou understand the use 
of a weapon ? “ 

* * Indifferently, my lord, said the Armorican; at the 
same time taking a sword from the wall, he drew it, and 
made a pass with it so close to the Constable's body as 
he sat on the couch, that he started up, crying, ** Villain, 
forbear 1" 

La youl noble sir," replied Vidal, loivering with all 
submission the point of bis weapon—*‘1 have already 
given you a proof of sleight which has alarmed even your 
experience—1 have an hundred other besides." 

It may be so," said De Lacy, somewhat ashamed at 
having shown himself moved by the sudden and lively 
action of the juggler; '' but 1 love not jesting with 
edge-tools, and have too much to do with sword and 
sword-blows in earnest to toy with them ; so 1 pray you 
let us have no more of this, but call me my squire and 
my chamberlain, for 1 am about to array me and go to 
mass." 

The religious duties of the morning performed, it was 
the Constable's intention to visit the Lady Abbess, and 
communicate, with the necessary precautions and quali¬ 
fications, the altered relations in which he was placed 
towards her niece, by tire resolution he had been com¬ 
pelled to adopt, of departing for the Crusade before 
accomplishing his marriage, in the terms of the pre¬ 
contract already entered into. He was conscious that 
it would be difficult to reconcile the good lady to this 
change of measxires, and he delayed some time ere he 
could think of the best mode of communicating and 
softening the unpleasant intelligence. An interval was 
alscf spent in a visit to his nephew, whose state oi con¬ 
valescence continued to be as favourable, as if in troth 
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it had been a iniracalous consequence of the Coifttable':» 
having complied with the advic% of the Archbishop. 

From the lodging of Damian, the Constable proceeded 
to the convent of the Benedictine Abbess. But she had 
been already made acquainted with the circumstances 
which he came to communicate, by a still earlier visit 
from the Archbishop Baldwin himself. The Primate 
had undertaken the office of mediator on this occasion, 
conscious that his success of the evening before ntust 
have placed the Constable in a delicate situation with 
the relations of his betrothed bride, and willing, by his 
countenance and authority, to reconcile the disputes 
which might ensue. Perhaps he had better have left 
Hugo de Lacy to plead his own cause; for the Abbess, 
though she listened to the communication with all the 
respect due to the highest dignitary of the English 
Church, drew consequences from the Constable's change 
of resolution which the Primate had not expected. 
ventured to oppose no obstacle to De l.Acy’s accomplish' 
ment of his vows, but strongly argued that the contract 
with her niece should be entirely set aside, and eaeffi^’ 
party left at liberty to form a new choice. 

It was in vain that the Archbishop endeavoured td 
dazzle the Abbess ^with the future honours to be won by’ 
the Constable in the Holy Land; the splendour of which 
would attach not to his Lady alone, but to all in the 
remotest degree allied to or connected with her. Ail his 
eloquence was to no purpose, though upon so favourite 
a topic he exerted it to the utmost. The Abbess, it is 
true, remained silent for a moment after his arguments 
had been exhausted, but it was only to dbnsider how she 
should intimate in a suitaUe and reverent manner, that 
children, the usual attendants of a happy union, and the 
existence ci which she looked to for the continuation 
the house of her father an<k brother, could not be hoped 
for with any probability, unless the pre-cont^^ct was 
004 
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followed' by marriage, and the residence of the married 
partieS'in the same country. She therefore insisted that 
the Constable having altered his intentions in this most 
important particular, the fianfoitUs should be entirely 
abrogated and set aside; and she demanded of the 
Primate, as an act of justice, that, as he had interfered 
to inrevent the bridegroom's execution of his original 
purpose,' he should now assist with his influence wholly 
to dissolve an engagement wbidt had been thus mate* 
rially innovated upon. 

The Primate# who was senrible be had himself occa¬ 
sioned De Lacy's breach of contract, felt himsdf bound 
in honour and reputation to prevent consequences so 
disagreeable to his friend, as the dissolution of an en¬ 
gagement in which his interest and inclinations were 
alike concerned. He reproved the Lady Abbess for the 
carnal and secular views which she, a dignitary of the 
rhmnrh. entertained upon the subject of matrimony, and 
copser^g the interest of her house. He even upbraided 
.her ^th seliv^y preferring the continuation of the line 
of Berenger to' the recovery of the Holy Sepulchre, and 
denounced to her that Heaven would be av^ged of the 
sbortnMghted and merely human policy, which' postponed 
the interests of Christendom to tbose.of an individual 
fluntly. 

After this severe homily, the Prelate took his depar¬ 
ture, leaving the Abbess highly incensed, though she 
prudently forbore returning any irreverent answer to his 
paternal admonition. 

In this humour the venerable lady was found by the 
Constable h^nself, when, with some embarrassment, he 
proceeded to' explain to hm* the necessity of his present 
departjsre for Palestine; 

She received the communication with sullen digni^; 

Stople black robe and scapular seeming, as it were, 
to swell out in yet {non ler folds as she listened to the 
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reasons and the emergencies which compelled the Con¬ 
stable of Chester to defer the marriage which he avowed 
was the dearest wish of his heart, until after his return 
from the Crusade, for which he was about to set forth. 

Methinks," replied the Abbess, with much coldness, 
"if this conim uni cation is meant for earnest,—and it 
were no fit business—I mj'self no fit person,—for jesting 
with—methinks the Constable's resolution should have 
been proclaimed to us yesterday before the Jianfailles 
had united his troth with that of Eveline Berenger, 
under expectations very different from *hose which be 
now announces." 

" On the word of a knight and a gentleman, reverend 
lady,” said the Constable, " 1 had not then the slightest 
thought that I should be called upon to take a step no 
less distressing to me, than, as 1 sec with pain, it is 
unpleasing to you." 

" 1 can scarcely conceive," replied the Abbess, *'lhe 
cogent reasons, which, existing as they must have done 
yesterday, have nevertheless delayed their operation until 
to-day." 

"1 own," said De Lacy, reluctantly, "that 1 enter¬ 
tained too ready hopes of obtaining a remission from my 
vow, which my L^rd of Canterbury hath, in his zeal for 
Heaven’s service, deemed it necessary to refuse me." 

"At least, then," said the Abbess, veiling her resoit- 
•nent under the appearance of extreme coldness, " your 
lordship will do us the justice to place us in the same 
situation in which we stood yesterday morning ; and, by 
joining with my niece and her friends in desiring the 
abrogation of a marriage-contract, entered into with 
very different views from those which you now entertain, 
put a young per.son in that state of liberty of which she 
is at present deprived by her contract with you." 

"Ah, malami" said the Constable, "what de'you 
ask of me ? and in a tone how cold and indifferent do 
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you demand me to resign hopes, the dearest which my 
bosom ever entertained since the life-blood warmed it!" 

‘' 1 am unacquainted with language belonging to such 
feelings, my lord,” replied the Abbess; “but methinks 
the prospects which could be so easily adjourned for 
years, might, by a little, and a very little, fiurther self- 
control, be altogether abandoned*** 

Hugo do Lacy paced the room in agitation, nor did 
he answer until after a considerable pause. “ If your 
niece, madam, shares the sentiments which you have 
expressed, 1 could not, indeed, with justice to her, or 
perhaps to myself, desire to retain that interest in her, 
which our solemn espousals have given me. But I must 
know my doom from her own lips ; and if it is as severe 
as that which your expressions lead me to fear, 1 will go 
to Palestine the better soldier of Heaven, that 1 shall 
have little left on earth that can interest me." 

The Abbess, without farther answer, called on her 
Praecentrix, and desired her to command her niece's 
attendance immediately. The Praecentrix bowed rever¬ 
ently, and withdrew'. 

“ May I presume to inquire," said De Lacy, ** whether 
the I.ady Eveline hath been possessed of the circum¬ 
stances which have occasioned this unbjtppy alteration in 
my purpose ? '* 

“ I have commtmicated the whole to her, from point 
to point," said the Abbess, “ even as it was explained to 
me this monung by my Ixnrd of Canterbury (for with 
him I have already spoken upon the subject), and con¬ 
firmed but now by 3 rctur lordship’s own mouth." 

“ I am little obliged to die Archbishop," said the Con¬ 
stable, “ for having forestalled my excuses in the quarter 
where it was most important for me that they should be 
accurately stated, and favourably received." 

“That," said the Abbess, “is but an item of the 
account ^twixt you and the Prelate—^it concerns not us." 
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Dare I venture to hope/* continued De hacj, ^th- 
out taking offence at the dr^^ess of the Abbess's manner. 
** that Lady Eveline'has heard this most unhappy change 
of circumstances without emotion—I would say. without 
displeasure?** 

“ She is the daughter of a Berenger. my lord/* an« 
swered the Abbess. ** and it is our custom to punish a 
breach of faith or to contemn it—never to grieve over it. 
What my niece may do in this case I know not. I am 
a woman of religion, sequestered from the world, and 
would advise peace and Christian forgiveness, with a 
proper sense of contempt for the unworthy treatment 
which ^e has received. She has followers and vassals, 
and friends, doubtless, and advisers, who may not. in 
blinded seal for worldly honour, recommend to her to 
sit down slightly with this injury, but desire she should 
rather appeal to the King, or to the arms of her father's 
followers, unless her liberty is restored to her by the sur¬ 
render of the contract into which she has been enticed.— 
But she comes to answer for herself.** 

Evdine entered at the moment, leaning on Rose’s arm. 
.She had laid aside mourning since the ceremony of the 
fianfaitUs, and was dressed in a kittle of white, with an 
upper robe of palf blue. Her head vras covered with .a 
veil of white gauze, so thin, as to fibat about her like 
the misty cloud usually painted around the countenance 
of a seraph. But the face of Eveline, though in beauty 
not unworthy one of this angelic order, was at present 
far from resembling that of a seraph in tranquillity of 
expression. Her limbs trembled, her cheeks were pale, 
the of red around the eyelids expressed recent 
tears; yet amidst these natural stgns of distress and un¬ 
certainty dM»e was an air of profound resignation—a 
resolution to dischirge her duty in every emergeqpe 
reigning in the solemn expression of her eye and Eye¬ 
brow. and showing her prepared to govern the saltation 
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which she could not entirely subdue. And so well were 
these opposing qualities of timidity and resolution 
mingled on her cheek, that Eveline, in the utmost pride 
of her beauty, never looked more fasdnating than at 
that instant; and Hugo de Lat^. hitherto rather an 
unimpassioned lover, stood in her presence with feelings 
as if all the exaggerations of romance were realised, and 
his mistress were a bdng of a higher sphere, from whose 
doom he was to receive happiness or misery, life or 
death. 

It was undir the influence of such a feeling that the 
warrior dropped on one knee before Eveline, took the 
hand which she rather resigned than gave to him, 
pressed it to his lips fervently, and, ere he parted with it. 
moistened it with one of the few tears which he was ever 
known to shed. But although surprised, and carried out 
of his character by a sudden impulse, he regained his 
composure on observing that the Abbess regarded bis 
humiliation, if it can be so termed, with an air of 
triumph ; and he entered on his defence before Ev^ne 
with a manly earnestness, not devoid of fervoxir, nor 
free from agitation, yet made in a tone of firmness and 
pride, which seemed assumed to meet and control that 
of the oflended Abbess. * 

** Lady," he said, addressing Eveline, ** jrou have 
heard from the venerable Abbess in what unhappy posi¬ 
tion I have been placed since yesterday by the rigour of 
the Archbishop)—perhaps I should rather say just 
though severe interpretation of my engagement in the 
Crusade. I cannot doubt that all this has been stated 
with accurate truth by the venerable lady; but as t must 
no longer call her my friend, let me fear whether she has 
done me justice hi her commentary upon the unhappy 
neqessity which must presently compel me to leave my 
country, and with my coimtry to forego—at least to post¬ 
pone—^ibe fairest hopes which man ever entertained. 
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The venerable lady hath upbraided me, that being my¬ 
self the cause that the execution of yesterday’s contract 
is postponed, 1 would fain keep it suspended over your 
head for an indefinite term of years. No one resigns 
willingly such rights as yesterday gave me ; and let me 
speak a boastful word, sooner than yield them up to 
man of woman born. 1 would hold a fair field against all 
comers, with grinded sword and sharp spear, from sun¬ 
rise to sunset, for three days’ space. But what I would 
retain at the price of a thousand lives, I am willipg to 
renounce if it would cost you a single sigh. If, there¬ 
fore, you think you cannot remain happy as the betrothed 
of De Lacy, 3 '^ou may command my assistance to have 
the contract annulled, and make some more fortunate 
man happy." 

He would have gone on, but felt the danger of being 
overpowered again by those feelings of tenderness so 
new to his steady nature, that he blushed to give way to 
them. 

Eveline remained silent. The Abbess took the word. 
“ Kinswoman." she said, **you hear that the generosity 
—or the justice—of the Constable of Chester proposes, in 
consequence of his departure upon a distant and perilous 
expedition, to cancel a contract entered into upon tire 
specific and precise understanding that he was to remain 
in England for its fufilment. You cannot, metbinks, 
hesitate to accept of the freedom which he offers you, 
with thanks for his bounty. For my part, I will reserve 
mine own until 1 shall see that your joint application is 
sufficient to win to your purpose his Grace of Canter¬ 
bury, who may again interfere with the actions of his 
friend the Lord Constable, over whom he has already 
exerted so much influence—for the weal, doubtless, of 
his spiritual concerns." • 

"If it is meant by your words, venerable lady,” said 
the Constable, "that 1 have any purpose of shplterirg 
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myself behind the Prelate’s authority, to avoid doing that 
which I proclaim my readiness, though not iny willing¬ 
ness, to do, I can only say, that you are the first who 
has doubted the faith of Hugh de Lacy."—And while the 
proud Baron thus addressed a female and a recluse, he 
cotild not prevent his eye from sparkling, and his cheek 
from flushing. 

“ My gracious and venerable kinswoman,” said 
Eveline, summoning together her resolution, “ and you, 
my good lord, be not offended if 1 pr.iy you not to in¬ 
crease by groundless suspicions and hasty resentments 
your difficulties and mine. My lord, the obligations 
which I lie under to you are such as I can never discharge, 
since they comprehend fortune, life, and honour. Know 
tliat, in my anguish of mind, when besieged by the 
Welsh in my Castle of the Garde Dolonreuse, I vowed to 
the Virgin that (ray honour safe) I would place myself at 
tlie disposal of him whom Our Lady shotdd employ as 
her instrument to relieve me from yonder hour of 
agony. In giving me a deliverer, she gave me a master; 
nor could 1 desire a more noble one than Hugo de Lacy.” 

’'God forbid, lady," said the Constable, speaking 
eagerly, as if he was afraid his resolution should fail ere 
he could get the renunciation uttered, " that I should, 
by such a tie, to which you subjected yourself in the 
extremity of your distress, bind you to any resolution 
in my favour which can put force on your own inclina¬ 
tions ! *’ 

The Abbess herself could not help expressing her ap¬ 
plause of this sentiment, declaring it was spoken like a 
Norman gentleman; but, at the same time, her eyes, 
turned towards her niece, seemed to exhort her to 
beware how she declined to profit by the candour of De 

Lajjfr 

But Eveline proceeded, with her ejres fixed on the 
ground, «nd a slight colour overspreading her face, to 
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state her own sentiments, without listening to the sug¬ 
gestions of any one. I will own, noble sir,” she said, 
that when your valour had rescued me from approach¬ 
ing destruction, I could have wished~-honouring and 
respecting you, as I had done your late friend, my ex¬ 
cellent father—that you could have accepted a daughter’s 
service from m& I do not pretend entirdy to have 
surmounted these sentiments, although I have combated 
th^, as bdng unworthy of me, and ungrateful to you. 
But, from the moment you were pleased to honour me 
by a claim on this poor hand, I have stutfiously examined 
my sentiments towards you, and taught mysdf so 
far to make them coincide with my duty, that I may call 
myself assured that De Lacy would not find in Evdinc 
Berengcr an indiffeFent. Tar less an unworthy bride. In 
this, sir. you may boldly confide, whether the union you 
have sought for takes place instantly, or is delayed till 
a longer season. Still farther, 1 must adcnowledge that 
the postponement of these nuptials will be more agree¬ 
able to me than their immediate accomplishment. 1 am 
at present very young, and totally inexperienced. Two 
or three years will, 1 trust, render me yet mofe worthy 
the regard of a man of honour.” 

At this declaration in his favour, however oold and 
qualified, De Lacy had as much difficulty to restraia his 
transports as formerly to moderate his agitation. 

** Angd of bounty and of kindness t ” he said, kneding 
once more, and again possessing himself oi her hand, 
perhaps I ought in honour to resign voluntarily those 
hopes which you dedine to ravish from me forefUy. 
But who could be capable of such unrdenting magnani¬ 
mity?—Let me hope that my devoted attachment-—that 
which you shall hear of me when at a distance—>that 
which you shall know of me when near you—may*- give 
to your sentiments a more tender warmth than they now 
express; and, in the meanwhile, blame me «*ioi that 1 
aja 
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accept yoat plighted feith anew, under the conditions 
which you attach to it. I am conscious my wooing has 
been too late in life to expect the animated returns proper 
to youthful passion—Bl^e me not if I remain satisfied 
with those calmer sentiments which make life happy, 
though they cannot make passion rapturous. Your hand 
remains in my grasp, but it acknowledges not my pres¬ 
sure—Can it be that it refuses to ratify what your lips 
have said?** 

*'Never, noble De Laqr!" said Eveline, with more 
animation than shehad yetexpressed; and Itappeared that 
the tone was a* length sufficiently encouraging, since her 
lover was emboldmied to take the Ups themselves for 
guarantee. ^ 

It was with an air of pride, mingled with respect, that, 
after having received this pledge of UdeUty, he turned to 
condUate and to appease the offended Abbess. '* I 
trust. vfflAerable mother," he said, ** that you will resume 
your former kind thoughts of me, which 1 am aware 
were only interrupted by your tender anxiety for the 
interest of her who should be dearest to us both. Let 
me hope that I may leave this fair flower under protec¬ 
tion of the honoured lady who is her next in blood, 
happy and secure as she must ever be, while listening 
to your counsds, and residing within these sacred walls.** 

But the Abbe^ was too deeply displeased to be pro¬ 
pitiated by a compUment, which perhaps it had been 
better .policy to have delayed tiU a calmer season. ** My 
lord," fhe sud, ** and you, fair kinswoman, you ought 
needs to be aware how Uttle my counsels—not frequently 
given where tbqr are unwillingly Ustened to—can be of 
avail to tiiose embarked in worldly affisirs. I am a 
wooMUk d ed i c at e d to religi<m, to soUtude, and seclusion— 
to the service,j in brief, of our Lady and Sdnt Benedict 
I have been already censured by my superior because I 
havl, for love of you, fair niece, mixed more deeply in 
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secular affairs than became the head of a convent of re* 
cluses—I will merit no farther blame on such an account; 
nor can you expect it of me. My brother's daughter, 
unfettered by worldly ties, had been the welcome sharer 
of my poor solitude. But this house is too mean for the 
residence of the vowed bride of a mighty baron; nor do I, 
in my lowliness and inexperience, feel fitness to exercise 
over such a one that authority, which must belong to 
me over every one whom this roof protects. The grave 
tenor of our devotions, and the serener contemplation to 
which the females of tliis house are devoted," continued 
the Abbess, with increasing beat and vehemence, "shall 
not, for the sake of my worldly connections, be disturbed 
by the intrusion of one whose thoughts must needs be on 
the worldly toys of love and marriage." 

'* I do indeed believe, reverend motlicr,” said the Con¬ 
stable, in til's turn giving way to displeasure, " that a 
richly-dowered maiden, unwedded, and unlikely to wed, 
were a fitter and more welcome inmate to the convent, 
than one who cannot be separated from the world, and 
whose wealth is not likely to increase the House's 
revenues. ’ ’ 

The Constable did the Abbess great injury in this hasty 
Insinuation, and it only went to confirm her purpose of 
rejecting all charge of her niece during his absence. She 
was in truth as disinterested as hauglity ; and her only 
reason for anger against her niece was, that her advice 
had not been adopted without hesitation, although the 
matter regarded Eveline's happiness exclusively* 

The ill-timed refiection of the Constable confirmed her 
in the resolution which she bad already, and hastily, 
adopted. " May Heaven forgive you. Sir Knigbl," she 
replied, "your injurious thoughts of His servants 1 It is 
indeed time, for your soul's sake, that you do penance in 
the Holy I^nd, having such rash judgments to rewnt 
of.—For you, my niece, you cannot want that hospitality 
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which, without verifying;, or seeming; to verify, unjust 
suspicions, I cannot now grant to you, while you have, 
in your kinswoman of Baldringham, a secular relation, 
whose nearness of blood approaches mine, and who may 
open her gates to you without incurring the unworthy 
censure, that she means to enrich herself at your cost. ” 

The Constable saw the deadly paleness which came 
over Eveline’s cheek at this proposal, and, without 
knowing the cause of her repugnance, he hastened to 
relieve her from the apprehensions which she seemed 
evidently to entertain. “ No, reverend mother,” he said, 
“ since sOTiarshly reject the care of your kinswoman, 
she shall not be a burden to any of her other relatives. 
AVhile Hugo de Lacy hath six g:illant castles, and many 
a manor besides, to maintain fire upon their hearths, his 
betrothed bride shall burden no one with her society, 
who may regard it as otherwise than a great honour ; 
and methinks I were much poorer than Heaven hath 
made me, could I not furnish friends and followers suffi¬ 
cient to serve, obey, and protect her." 

*'No, my lord,” said Eveline, recovering from the 
dejection into which she had been thrown Iw the unkind¬ 
ness of her relative; “since some unhappy destiny 
separates me from the protection of my father’s sister, 
to whom I could have so securely have resigned myself, 
I will neither apply for shelter to anymore distant relation, 
nor accept of that which you, my lord, so generously offer; 
since my doing so might excite harsh, and; 1 am sure, 
undeserved reproaches, against her by whom I was 
driven to choose a less advisable dwelling-place. I have 
made my resolution. I have, it is true, only one friend 
left, but she is a powerful one, and is able to protect me 
against the particular evil fate which seems to follow me, 
as well as against the ordinary evils of human life." 

The Queen, 1 suppose," said the Abbess, interrupting 
her impatiently. 
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*• The Queen of Heaven I venerable kinswoman, *■ 
answered Eveline : ** Our Lady of the Garde Doloureuse, 
ever gracious to our house, and so lately my especial 
guardian and protectress. Methinks, since the vowed 
votaress of the ‘N^xgin rejects sne, it is to her holy 
patroness whom I ought to a^^Iy for succour.’* 

The vener^le dame, taken somewhat unawares by this 
answer, pronounced the inteijection, ** Umph 1 ” in a 
tone b^ter befitting a Lollard or an Iconoclast, than a 
Catholic Abbess, and a daughter of the House of 
Berenger. Truth is, the Lady Abbess’s hereditary 
devotion to the Lady of the Garde Doloureuse was much 
decayed since she had known the full merits of another 
gifted image, the property of her own convent. 

Reccdlecting hersetf, however, she remained silent, 
while the Constable alleged the vicinity of the Welsh, as 
what might possibly again render the abode of his 
betrothed bride at the Garde Doloureuse as perilous as 
she had on a former occasion found it. To this Eveline 
replied, by reminding him of the great strength of her 
native fortress—the various sieges which it had withstood 
>~and the important circumstance, that, upon the late 
occasion, it was only endangered because. In compliance 
with a pmnt of honour, her father Raymond had sallied 
out with the gauiscyt. and fought at disadvantage a battle 
under the walls. She farther suggested, that It was easy 
for the Constable to name, fix>m among his own vassals 
or hers, a seneschal of such approved prudence and 
valour, as might ensars the safety (rf the place, and of 
Its lady. 

Ere De Lacy could reply to her arguments the Atfoess 
rose, and, pleadii^ her total inability to give counsel in 
secular a^rs, and the rules of her orto*, whidi called 
her, as she said, with a heightened colour and raised 
voice, ** to the simple and peaceful discharge of her con¬ 
ventual duties,” she left die betrothed parties hi ifoe 
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locutoiyr or parlour, without any company, save Rose, 
who prudently remained at some distance. 

The issue of their private conference seemed agreeable 
to both; and when Eveline told Rose that they were to 
return presently to the Garde Doloureuse, under a 
sufficient escort, and were to rmnain there during the 
period of the Crusade, it was in a tone of heartfelt satis¬ 
faction, which her follower had not heard her make use 
of for many days. She spdke also highly in praise of 
the kind acquiescenoe of the Constable in her wishes, 
and of bis whole conduct, with a warmth of gratitude 
approaching to a more tender feeling. 

** And yet, my dearest lady,” said Rose, **if you wifi 
speak unfeignedly, you must, I am convinced, allow that 
you look upon this interval of years, interposed betwrixt 
your contract and your marriage, rather as a respite 
than in any other light.” 

*' I confess it,” said Eveline; ** nor have I cmicealed 
from my future lord that such are my feelings, ungracious 
as they may seem. But it is my youth. Rose, my 
extreme youth, which makes me fear the duties of De 
Lacy’s wife. Then those evil auguries hang strangely 
about me. Devoted to evil by one kinswoman, expelled 
almost from the roof of another, I seem to myself, at 
present, acreature who must carry di^press with her, pass 
where she will. This evil hour, and, what is more, the 
apprehensions of it, will give way to time. When 1 shall 
have attained the age twenty. Rose, 1 shall be a full- 
grown woman, with afi the soul of a Berenger strong 
within me, to overcome those doubts and tremors which 
agitate thegirl crfsevmiteen.” 

*' Ah fmy sweet mistress,” answered Rose, " may God 
and our Lady of the Garde Doloureuse guide all for the 
bestl-<^But I would that this contract had not taken 
plfice, or, having taken plice, that it could have been 
fulfill^ hy your immediatr tmion.” 
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CHAP. XX. 

7he King ealtd down his merry^men att^ 

JBy one, and by two, and three i 
Earl Marshal was wont to be the foremost man. 

But the hindmost man was Ballax). 

F the Lady Eveline retired satisfied and pleased 
from her private interview with De Lacy, the joy 
on the part of the Constable arose to a higher 
pitch of rapture than he was in the habit of feeling or 
expressing ; and it was augmented by*>a visit of the 
leeches who .attended his nephew, from whom he received 
a minute and particular account of his present disorder, 
with every assurance of a speedy recovery. 

The Constable caused alms to be distributed to the 
convents and to the poor, masses to be said, and tapers to 
be lighted, lie visited the Archbishop, and received 
from him his full approbation of the course which he 
proposed to pursue, with the promise, that out of the 
plenary power which he held from the Pope, the Prelate 
was willing, in consideration of his instant obedience, to 
limit his stay in the Holy Land to the term of three years, 
to become current from his leaving Britain, and to include 
the space necessar^y for his return to his native country. 
Indeed, having succeeded in the main point, the Arch- 
bishop judged it wise to concede every inferior considera¬ 
tion to a person of the Constable’s rank and character, 
whose good-will to the proposed expedition was perhaps 
as essential to its success as his bodily presence. 

In short, the Constable returned to his pavilion highly 
satisfied with the manner in which he had extricated him¬ 
self from those difficulties which in the morning seemed 
almost insuperable; and when his officers assembled to 
disrobe him (for great feudal lords had their levees ^d 
couchees, in imitation of sovereign prmces), he distributed 
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gratuities among* them, and jested and laughed in a much 
gayer humour than they had ever before witnessed. 

** For thee,” he said, turning to Vidal the minstrel, 
who, sumptuously dressed, stood to pay his respects 
among the other attendants, ‘ ‘ I will give thee nought at 
present; but do thou remain by my bedside until 1 am 
asleep, and I will next morning reward thy minstrelsy as 
1 like it. ” 

** My lord,” said Vidal, “ I am already rewarded, both 
by the honour, and by the liveries, which better befit a 
royal minstrel than one of my mean fame; but assign 
me a subject, and I will do my best, not out of greed of 
future largess, out gratitude for past favours. ” 

“ Gramercy, good fellow," said the Constable. “ Gua* 
rine," he added, addressing his squire, “let the watch lie 
posted, and do thou remain within the tent—stretch thy¬ 
self on the bear-hide, and sleep or listen to the minstrelsy, 
as thou likest best. Thou thinkest thyself a judge, 1 
have heard, of such gear.” 

It was usual in those insecure times, for some faitliful 
domestic to sleep at night within the tent of evety great 
baron, that, if danger arose, he might not be unsup¬ 
ported or unprotected. Guarine accordingly drew his 
sword, and, taking it in his hand, stretched himself on 
the ground in such a manner, that, on the slightest alarm, 
he could spring up, sword in hand.* His broad black 
eyes, in which sleep contended with a desire to listen to 
tlie music, were fixed on Vidal, who saw them glittering 
in the reflection of the silver lamp, like those of a dragon 
or basilisk. 

After a few preliminary touches on the chords of his 
rote, the minstrel requested of the Constable to name 
the subject on which he desired the exercise of his 
powers. 

“ The truth of woman," answered Hugode lAcy, as 
he' »aid his head upon his pillow. 
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After a short prelude, the minstrd obeyed, bj slnginit 
nearly as follows 


I. 

Wonum’s foitb, and woman's tnufr-* 

Write the characten in dost; 

Stamp them on the running stream. 

Print them on the moon's pale beam. 

And each evanescent letter. 

Shall be dearer, finner, better. 

And more permanent, 1 ween, 

Xlum the thowe letteis 

tie 

I have strain'd the spider's thread 
'Gainst the promise of a maid ; 

1 have weigh'd a grain of sand 
*Gainst her plight of heart and hand; 

1 told my true love of the token. 

How her faith proved light, and her word waa broken S' 
Again her wmd and truth she plight. 

And 1 believed them again ere night." 

** How now, dr knave,** said the Constable, raising 
Mmsdf on his elbow, " from what drunken rhymer did 
]roa learn that half*witted satire ? " 

*' From an old, ragged, crossgrained friend of mine, 
called Experience,*' answered VidaL " 1 pray Heaven 
he may never takC: your lordship, or any other worthy 
man, under bis tuition.'* 

" Go to, fellow,*' said the Constable, in reply" thou 
art one of those wiseacres, X warrant me, thsu would fain 
be thought witty, because thou canst make a jest of those 
things which wiser men hold worthy of most wordup,*^ 
the honour of men, and the truth of women. Dost thou 
call thyself a minstrel, and hast no tale female 
fideUty I ’* 

" I had right many a one, noble dr, but X laid them 
adde when t disused my practice of the jesting pait'm* 
a^o 
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the Joyous Science. Neverthdess, if it pleases your 
nobleness to listen, I can sing you an established lay 
upon such a subject." 

De Lacy made a sign of acquiescence, and laid himself 
as if to slumber; while Vidal began one of those inter¬ 
minable and almost innumerable adventures concerning 
that paragon of true lovers, fur YsoUe; and of the con¬ 
stant and uninterrupted futh and affection which she 
displayed, in numerous situatimis of difficulty and peril, 
to hex paramour, the gallant Sir Tristrem, at the expense 
of hei less favoured husband, the luckless King Mark of 
Comuall; to whom, as all the world knows. Sir Tristrem 
was nephew. 

This was not the lay of love and fidelity which De 
Lacy would have chosen ; but a feeling like shame pre¬ 
vented ais interrupting it. perhaps because he was un¬ 
willing ^ yield or to acknowledge the unpleasing sensa¬ 
tions excited by the tenor of the tale. He soon fell 
asleep, or feigned to do so ; and the harper, continuing 
for a time his monotonous chant, began at length him¬ 
self to foel the influence of slumber; his words, and the 
notes which he continued to touch upon the burp, were 
broken and interrupted, and seemed to escape drowsily 
from his fingers and voice. At length the sounds ceased 
entirely, and the roinstr^ seemed to have sunk into pro¬ 
found repose, with his head reclining on his breast, and 
one arm dropped down by his side, while the other rested 
on his harp. His slumber, however, was not very long, 
and when he awoke flom it. and cast bis ayes around 
him. reoonnoitrhg, by the light of the night-imp, what¬ 
ever was in the tent, he felt a heavy hand, whidi pressed 
his shoulder as if gently to solicit bis attention. At the 
same time the voice of the vigilant Philip Guarine whis¬ 
pered in his ear. '* Thine office for the night is ended— 
dqpart to thine own quarters with all the silence thou 
mai^*' 



THE BETROTHED. 

The minstrel wrapt himself in his cloak without reply, 
though perhaps not without feeling some resentment at 
a dismissal so unceremonious. 


CHAP. XXI. 

OI thtn I Qute» Mai hath Betn with youm 

Romeo and Juliet. 

HE subject on which the mind has last been 
| H | M engaged at night is apt to occupy our thnughts 
even during slumber, when lms.ginatioi, un* 
corrected by the organs of sense, weaves her onrn fan¬ 
tastic web out of whatever ideas rise at random in the 
sleeper. It is not surprising, therefore, that De Lacy in 
his dreams had some confused idea of being identified 
with the unlucky Mark of Cornwall; and that he 
awakened from such unpleasant visions with a brow 
more clouded than when he was preparing for his couch 
on the evening before. He was silent, and seemed lost 
in thought, while his squire assisted at his letee with the 
respect now only paid to sovereigns. *‘Guarine,*' at 
length he said, * ‘ know you the stout Flemiig, who was 
said to have borne him so well at the siege of the Garde 
Doloureuse ?—a taH, big, brawny man. '* 

“Surely, my lord," answered his squire; '*I know 
Wilkin Flammock—I saw him but 5 rester<lay.'* 

“ Indeed t" replied the Constable~“Heie, meanest 
thou?-—in this city of Gloucester?" 

“Assuredly, my good lord. He catie hither partly 
about his merdiandise, partly, I tlnnk, to see his 
daughter Rose, who is in attendance on the gracious 
young Lady Ev^ne." 

** He is a stout soldier, is he not ? " 

“Like most of his kind—a rampart to a castle, J^ut 
rubbish in the field," said the Norman squire. ^ 

SU^9 
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** Faithful, also, is he not? " continued the Constable. 

** Faithful as most Flemings, while you can pay for 
their faith," replied Guarine, wondering a little at the 
unusual interest taken in one whom he esteemed a being 
of an inferior order ; when, after some farther inquiries, 
the Constable ordered the Fleming's attendance to be 
presently commanded. 

Otlier business of the morning now occurred (for his 
speedy departure required many arrangements to be 
hastily adopted), when, as the Constable was giving 
audience to several officers of his troops, the bulky figure 
of Wilkin Flammock was seen at the entrance of the 
pavilion, in jerkin of white cloth, and having only a knife 
by bis side. 

"Leave the tent, my masters," said De Lacy, "but 
continue in attendance in the neighbourhood ; for here 
comes one 1 must speak to in private." 

I'he officers withdrew, and the Constable and Fleming 
were left alone. ' ‘ You are Wilkin Flammock, who fought 
well against the Welsh at the Garde Doloureuse?" 

" I did my best, my lord," answered Wilkin—** I was 
bound to it by my bargain; and 1 hope ever to act like a 
man of credit." 

" Methinks," said the Constable, '* that you, so stout 
of limb, and, as 1 hear, so bold in spirit, might look a 
little higher than this weaving trade of thine." 

* * No one is reluctant to mend his station, my lord,** 
said Wilkin; " yet am I so far from complaining of 
mine, that I would willingly consent it should never be 
better, cm condition 1 could be assured it wen never 
worse." 

" Nay. but, Flammock," said the Constable, ** 1 mean 
higher things for you than your modesty apprdiends—1 
mean to leave thee in a charge of great trust" 

** Let it concern bales of drapery, my lord, and no one 
wid'perform it better," ssud the Fleming. 
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** Away I thou ait too lowly minded," said the Cbn- 
stable. **What think’st thou of being dubbed knight, 
as thy valour wdl deserves, and left as Cfaattelain of the 
Garde Doloureuse ? ” 

*' For the knighthood, my lord, I should crave your 
forgiveness; for it would sit on me like a gilded helmet 
on a hog. For any charge, whether of castle or cottage, 
I trust 1 might discharge it as well as another." 

** I fear me thy rank must be in some way mended," 
said the Constable, surveying the unmilitaiy dress of the 
figure before him; **it is at present too mean to befit 
the protector and guardian of a young lady of high birth 
and rank." 

** I the guardian of a 3 roung lady of birth and rank !" 
said Flammock. his light large eyes turning larger, 
lighter, and rounder as he spoke. 

*' Even thou." said the Constable. ** The Lady Eveline 
proposes to take up her residence in her castle of the 
Garde Doloureuse. I have been casting about to whom 
1 may entrust the keeping of her person as well as of the 
stronghold. Were 1 to choose some knight of name, as 
I have many in my housdioM, he would be setting about 
to do deeds of vassalage upon the Welsh, and engaging 
himself in turmoils, which would render the safety of the 
castle precarious ;a or be would be absent on feats of 
chivalry, tournaments, and hunting parties; or he would, 
perchance, have shows of that light nattwe under the 
walls, or evm within the courts of the castle, turning the 
secluded and quiet abode, which becomes the situation 
of the Lady Eveline, into the misrule of a dissolute revel 
—Tbye I can confide in—^thou wilt fight when it is tequi« 
site, yet wilt not provoke danger for the sake of dalAger 
itself—tby birth, thy habits, will lead thee to avoid those 
gaieties, which, however fascinating to others, cannot 
but be distasteful to thee-*~tby management will be as 
regular, as 1 will take care thsU it shall be bmiourabie; 
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and thy relation to her favourite. Rose, will render thy 
guardianship more agreeable to the Lady Eveline, than, 
perchance, one of own rank—And, to speak to thee 
a language which thy nation readily comprehends, the 
reward, Fleming, for the regular discharge of this most 
weighty trust, shall be beyond thy most flattering hope. 

The Fleming had listened to the first part of this dis> 
course with an expression of surprise, which gradually 
gave way to one of deep and anxious reflection. He 
ga^ed fixedly on the earth for a minute after the Con¬ 
stable had ceased speaking, and then raising up his eyes 
suddenly, saidU "It is needless to seek for roundabout 
excuses. This cannot be your earnest, my lord—but if 
it is, the scheme is naught.'* 

*' How and wherefore ? '* asked die Constable, with 
displeased surprise. 

“ Another man may grasp at your bounty," continued 
Wilkin, " and leave you to take chance of the value yon 
were to receive for it; but I am a downright dealer, I 
will not take payment for service 1 cannot render." 

But 1 demand, once more, wherefore thou canst noL 
or rather wilt not, accept this tnut?" said the Con¬ 
stable. "Surely, if I am willing to confer such confi¬ 
dence, U is well thy part to answer it." 

True, my lutd," said the Flemings *'bat methinks 
the noble Lmd de Lacy should feel, and the wise Lord 
dc Lacy should foresee, that a Flemish weaver is no 
fitting guntdism for his plighted bride. Think her shut 
up in ymider solitary castle, under such respectable pro- 
tectiQn» and reflect how long the place win be solitary in 
tills land of love and of adventure i We shall have 
minstrds sinspng ballads by the threave under onr Win*' 
dows, and such ^twangling of harps as would be tenough 
to frighten our walls from their foundations, as detks 
say happened to those of Jericho—We shall have as 
rnanj^* knightSKsnant around us as ever had Charie* 
a45 
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magne, or King Arthur. Mercy on me I A less matter 
than a fine and noble rcclusc immured—so will they 
term it—^in a tower, under the guardianship of an old 
Flemish weaver, would bring half the chivalry in England 
round us, to break lances, vow vows, display love^ 
liveries, and I know not what follies besides.—Think 
you such* gallants, with the blood flying through their 
veins like quicksilver, would much mind my bidding 
them begone ? " 

"Draw bolts, up with the drawbridge, drop port¬ 
cullis,” said the Constable, with a constrained smile, 

" And thinks your lordship such gallants would mind 
these impediments? such arc the very essence of the 
adventures which they come to seek.—^The Knight of 
the Swan would swim through the moat—he of the Eagle 
would fly over the walls—he of the Thunderbolt would 
burst open the gates.” 

•' Ply crossbow and mangonel," said De Lacy. 

"And be besieged in form," said the Fleming, "like 
the Castle of Tintadgel in the old hangings, all for the 
love of fair lady?—^And then tho.se gay dames and de¬ 
moiselles, who go upon adventure from castle to castle, 
from tournament to tournament, with bare bosoms, 
flaunting plumes, poniards at their sides, and javelins in 
their hands, chattering like magpies, and fluttering like 
jays, and, ever and anon, cooing like doves—how am 1 
to exclude such from the I^dy Eveline's privacy ? " 

"Bykeeping doors shut, 1 tell thee," answered the 
Constable, still in the same tone of forced jocularity; ** a 
wooden bar will be thy warrant.” 

"Ay, but," answered Flammock, *'if the Flemish 
weaver shut, when the Norman young lady says ojten, 
think which has the best chance of being obeyed. At a 
word, my lord, for the matter of guardianship, and such 
like, I wash my hands of it—I would not undertake to 
be guardian to the chaste Susannah, though sheiived 
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in an enchanted castle which no living thing could 
approach. ” 

*' Thou boldest the language and thoughts/' said De 
Lacy. ‘ * of a vulgar debauchee, who laughs at female 
constancy, because he has lived only with the most 
worthless of the sex. Yet thou shouldst know the con' 
trary, having, as I know, a most virtuous daughter”- 

“ Whose mother was not less so,” said Wilkin, break¬ 
ing in upon the Constable’s speech with somewhat more 
emotion than he usually displayed, *' But law, my lord, 
gave me authority to govern and direct my wife, as both 
law and naiuve give me power and charge over my 
daughter. That which 1 can govern 1 can be answerable 
for; but how to discharge me so well of a delegated 
trust, is another question.—Stay at home, my good 
lord," continued the honest Fleming, observing that bis 
speech made some impression upon De Lacy; ** let a 
fool's advice for once be of avail to change a wise man’s 
purpose, taken, let me say, in no wise hour. Remain in 
your own land, rule your own vassals, and protect your 
own bride. You only can claim her cheerful love and 
ready obedience; and sure I am, that, without pretend¬ 
ing to guess what she may do if separated from you, she 
will, under your own eye, do the duty of a faithful and 
a loving spouse. ” • 

“ And the Holy Sepulchre? ” said the Constable, with 
a .>^igh, his heart confessing the wisdom of the advice, 
which circumstances prevented him from following. 

“ Let those who lost the Holy Sepulchre regain it, my 
lord,” replied Flammock. If those Latins and Greeks, 
as they call them, are no better men than 1 have heard, 
it signifies very little whether they or the heathen have 
the country that has cost Europe so much blood and 
treasure.” 

''In good faith,” said the Constable, "there is sense 
in what thou say’st; but 1 caution thee to repeat it no^ 
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lest thou be taken for a heretic or a Jew. For me, tny 
word and oath are pledged beyond retreat, and I have 
only to consider whom I may best name for that im¬ 
portant station, which thy caution has—not without some 
shadow of reason—^induced thee to decline.** 

**Thm« is no man to whom your lordship can so 
naturally or honourably transfer such a chaige," said 
Wilkin Flammock, ** as to the kinsman near to you, and 
possessed of your trust; yet much better would it be 
were there no such trust to be reposed in any one.'* 

If/* said the Constable, ** by my near kinsman, you 
mean Randal de Lacy, I care not if I tSll you. that I 
consider him as totally worthless, and undeserving of 
oonourable confidence.** 

** Nay, I mean another,*' stud Flammock, ** nearer to 
you by blood, and, unless I greatly mistake, much nigher 
also in affection—I had in mind your lordship's nephew, 
Damian de Lacy." 

The Constable started, as if a wasp had stung him; 
but instantly replied, with forced composure, *' Damian 
was to have gone in my stead to Palestine—^it now 
seems I must go in his; for, since this last illness, the 
leeches haf e totally changed their minds, and consider 
that warmth of the climate as dangerous, which they 
formerly decided to be salutary. But our learned doctors, 
like our learned priests, must ever be in the right, change 
their counsels as they may; and we poor laymen still in 
the wrong. I can* it is true, rely on Damian with the 
utmost confidence; but he is young, Flammock—very 
young—end, in that particular, resembles but too nearly 
the party who might be otherwise committed to his 
chafge." 

"Then once more, my lord." said the plain-spoken 
Fleming, ** remain at home, and be yourself the pro* 
lector of what is naturally so dear to you.** 

*' Once more, 1 repeat, that I cannot," answer^ die 
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Constable. ** The step which I have adopted as a great 
duty, may perhaps be a great error—1 only know that it 
is irretrievable.” 

" Trust your nephew, then, my lord,” replied Wilkin— 
** he is honest and true; and it is better trusting young 
lions than old wolves. He may err, perhaps, but it will 
not be from premeditated treachery.” 

''Thou art right, Flammock,*' said the Constable; 
** and perhaps I ought to wish I had sooner asked thy 
counsel* blunt as it is. But let what has passed be a 
secret betwixt vus; and bethink thee of smnething that 
may advantage thee more than the privilege of speaking 
about my affairs.” 

‘' That accompt will be easily settled, my lord,” re¬ 
plied Flammock ; ** for my object was to ask your lord¬ 
ship’s favour to obtain certain extensions of our privileges, 
in yonder wild corner where we Flemings have made our 
retreat. ” 

*‘Thoasbalt have them, so they be not exorbitant,” 
said the Constable. And the honest Fleming, among 
whose good qualities scrupulous delicacy was not the 
foremost, hastened to detail, with great minuteness, the 
particulars of his request or petition, long pursued in 
vain, but to which this interview was^ the means of in¬ 
suring success. 

The Constable, eager to execute the resolution which 
he had fenmed, hastened to the lodging of Damian de 
Lacy, and to the no small astonishment of his nephew, 
inlimat^ to him his change of destination; alleging his 
own hunied departure, Damian’s late and present illness, 
together with the necessary protection to be afforded to 
the Lady, Evdine, as reasons why his nephew must needs 
rema^i^ b^ind him—to represent him during his absence 
—to protect the family rights, and assert the family 
hoiSbur of the house of De Lacy—above all* to act as the 
guardian of the young and beautiful bride, whom, his 
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uncle and patron had been in some measure compelled 
to abandon for a time. 

Damian yet occupied his bed while the Constable com> 
municated this change of purpose. Perhaps he might 
think the circumstance fortunate, that in this position he 
could conceal from his uncle's observation the various 
emotions which he could not help feeling; while the 
Constable, with the eagerness of one v, ho is desirous of 
hastily finishing what he has to say on an unpleasing 
subject, hurried over an account of the arrangements 
which he had made, in order that his nepTlew might have 
the means of discharging, with sufficient effect, the im¬ 
portant trust committed to him. 

The youth listened as to a voice in a dream, which he 
had not the power of interrupting, though there was 
something within him which whispered there would be 
botli prudence and integrity in remon.strating against his 
uncle's alteration of plan. Something he accordingly 
attempted to say, when the Constable at length jiauscd; 
but it was too feebly spoken to shake a resolution fully 
though hastily adopted and explicitly announced, by one 
not in the use to speak before his purpose was fixed, at 
to alter it when it was declared. 

'i'he remonstrance of Damian, besides, if it could be 
termed such, was spoken in terms too contradictory to 
be intelligible. In one moment he professed his regret 
for the laurels which he had hoped to gather in Palestine, 
and implored his uncle not to alter his purpose, but per¬ 
mit him to attend his banner thither: and in the next 
sentence, he professed his readiness to defend the safety 
of Lady Eveline with the last drop of his blood. De 
I.acy saw nothing inconsistent in these feelings, though 
they were for the moment contradictory to each other. 
It was natural, he thought, that a young knight shpuld 
be desirous to win honour—natural also that he should 
willingly assume a charge so honourable and iit'portant 
350 
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as that with which he proposed to invest him; and 
therefore be thought it was no wonder that, as* 
suming his new otVtce willingly, the young man should 
yet feel regret at losing the prospect of honourable 
adventure, which he must abandon. He therefore only 
smiled in reply to the broken expostulations of his 
nephew; and, having confirmed his former arrange¬ 
ment, left the young man to reflect at leisure on his 
change of destination, while he himself, in a second 
visit to the Benedictine Abbey, communicated the pur¬ 
pose which be* had adopted, to the Abbess, and to his 
bride-elect. 

The displeasure of the former lady was in no measure 
abated by this communication; in which, indeed, she 
affected to talte very little interest. She pleaded her 
religious duties, and her want of knowledge of secular 
affairs, if she sliould chance to mistake the usages of 
the world; yet she had always, she said, understood, 
that the g^uardians of the young and beautiful of her 
own sex wrere chosen from the more mature of the other* 

“Your own unkindness, lady," answered the Con¬ 
stable, leaves me no better choice than I have made. 
Since the I^ady Eveline's nearest friends deny her the 
privilege of their roof, on account of the claim with 
which she has honoured me, I, on my side, were worse 
than ungrateful did 1 not secure for her the protection 
of my nearest male heir. Damian is young, but he is 
true and honourable 7 nor does the chivalry of England 
afford me a better choice.*' 

Eveline seemed surprised, and even struck with con¬ 
sternation, at the resolution which her bridegroom thus 
suddenly announced; and perhaps it was fortunate that 
the remark of the Lady Abbess made the answer of the 
Coni^able necessary, and prevented him from observing 
that her colour shifted more than once from pale to deep 
red.' m 
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Rose, who w&s not excluded from the conference, drew 
close up to her mistress; and, by affecting to adjust hei 
veil, while in secret she strongly pressed her hand, gave 
her tkne and encouragement to compose her mind for a 
reply. It was brief and decisive, and announced with a 
firmness which showed that the uncertainty of the momenf 
had passed away or been suppressed. ** In case ol 
dangm*,** ^e said, ** she would not fail to apply tc 
Damian de Lacy to come to her aid, as he had once 
done before ; but she did not apprehen;! any danger at 
present, within her own secure castle of the Garde 
Doloureuse, where it was her purpose to dwell, at* 
tended only by her own household. She was resolved,*' 
she continued, **in consideration of her peculiar con> 
dition, to observe the strictest retirement, which she 
expected woiild not be violated even by the noble young 
knight who was to act as her guardian, unless some 
apprehension for her safety made his visit unavoid¬ 
able." 

The Abbess acquiesced, though coldly, in a proposal, 
which her ideas of decorum recommended ; and pre¬ 
parations were hastily made for the Lady Eveline's 
return to the castle of her father. Two interviews 
which intervened before her leaving the convent, were 
in their nature painful. The first was when Damian 
was formally presented to her by his uncle, as the 
delegate to whom he had committed the charge of his 
own property, and, which was much dearer to him. as 
he affirmed, the protection of her person and interest. 

EveUae scarce trusted herself widi one glance; but 
that single look comprehended and reported to her the 
ravage whidi disease, aided by secret grief, had made 
on the manly form and handsome countenance of the 
youth before hCrl She received his salutation'In a 
manner as embarrassed as that in which it was made; 
and, ID his hesitating proffer of service, answfrtcd, that 
053 



THE BETROTHED. 

she trusted only to be obliged to him for h!s good-will 
during the interval of his uncle's absence. 

Her parting with the Constable was the next trial 
which she was to undergo. It was not without emotion, 
although she preserved her modest composure, and De 
Lacy his calm gravity of deportment. His voice fal¬ 
tered. however, when he came to announce, **that it 
were unjust she should be bound by the engagement 
which she had been graciously contented to abide under. 
Three years he had assigned for its term; to which space 
the Archbishofl Baldwin had consented to shorten the 
period of his absence. If I appear not when these are 
elapsed,” he said, 'Met the Lady Eveline conclude that 
the grave holds De Lacy, and seek out for her mate 
some happier man. She cannot find one more grat^isl. 
though there are many who better deserve her.” 

On these terms they parted ; and the Constable, 
spe^ily afterwards embarking, ploughed the narrow 
seas for the shores of Flanders, where he proposed to 
unite his forces with the Count of that rich and warlike 
country, who had lately taken the Cross, and to proceed 
by the route which should be found most practicable on 
their destinauon for the Holy Land. The broad pennrni, 
with the arms of the Lacys, streamed forward with a 
favourable wand from the prow of the vessel, as if point¬ 
ing to the quarter of the horizon where its renown was 
to. he atagmented; and. considering the lame of the 
leader, and the excellence of the soldiers who followed 
him, a more gallant band, in proportion to their numbers, 
never went to avenge on the Saracens the evils enduted 
by. the Latins of Palestine. 

Meanwhile Eveline, after a cold parting with die 
Abbess, whose offended dignity had not yet forgiven 
the idight regard which she had paid to hm opimm. 
resumed her journey homeward to her paternal castle, 
where household was to be arranged in a manner 
8 ^ 
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suggested hj the Constable, and approved of by her¬ 
self. 

The same preparations were made for her accommo¬ 
dation at every halting-place which she had experienced 
upon her journey to Gloucester, and as before, the pur¬ 
veyor was invisible, although she could be at little loss 
to guess his name. Yet it appeared as if the character of 
these preparations was in some degree altered. All the 
realities of convenience and accommodation, with the 
most perfect assurances of safety, accompanied her 
everywhere on the route ; but they wdre no longer 
mingled with that display of tender gallantly and tnsie, 
which marked that the attentions were paid to a young 
and beautiful female. The clearest fountain-head, and 
the most shady grove, were no longer selected for the 
noontide repast; but the house of some franklin, or a 
small abbey, afforded the necessary hospitality. All 
seemed to be ordered with the most severe attention 
to rank and decorum—it seemed as if a nun of some 
strict order, rather than a young maiden of high quality 
and a rich inheritance, had been journeying through the 
land; and Eveline, though pleased with the delicacy 
which seemed thus to respect her unprotected and 
peculiar condition*, would sometimes think it unneces¬ 
sary, that, by so many indirect hints, it should be forced 
on her recollection. 

She thought it strange also, that Damian, to whose 
care she had been so solemnly committed, did not even 
pay his respects to her on the road. Something there 
was which whispered to her, that dose and frequent 
intercourse might be unbecoming—even dangerous ; but 
surdy the ordinary duties of a knight and gentleman 
enjoined him some personal communication with the 
maiden under his escort, were it only to ask if^,her 
accommodations had been made to her satisfaction, or 
if she had any special wish which was tmgratihq($. The 
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only intercourse, however, which took place betwixt 
them, was through means of Amelot, Damian <3e Lacy's 
youthful page, who came in the mom and at evening to 
receive Eveline’s commands concerning their route, and 
the hours of journey and repose. 

These formalities rendered the solitude of Eveline's 
return less endurable ; and had it not been for the 
society of Rose, she would have found herself under 
an intolerably irksome degree of constraint. She even 
hazarded to her attendant some remarks upon the sin¬ 
gularity of De^Lacy's conduct, who, authorised as he 
was by his situation, seemed yet as much afraid to 
approach her as if she had been a basilisk. 

Rose let the first observation of this nature pass as if 
it had been unheard ; but when her mistress made a 
second remark to the same purpose, she answered, with 
the truth and freedom of her character, though perhaps 
with less of her usual prudence, Damian de Lacy 
judges well, noble lady. He to whom the safe keeping 
of a royal treasure is entrusted, should not indulge* 
himself too often by gazing upon it.” 

Eveline blv.shcd, W’rapt herself closer in her veil, nor 
did she again during their journey mention the name of 
Damian de Liacy. ^ 

When the grey turrets of the Garde Doloureuse greeted 
her sight on the evening of the second day, and she once 
more beheld her father's banner floating from its highest 
watch-tower in honour of her approach, her sensations 
were mingled with pain; but, upon the whole, she looked 
towards that ancient home as a place of refuge, where 
she might indulge the new train of thoughts which cir¬ 
cumstances had opened to her amid the same scenes 
which had sheltered her infancy and childhood. 

She pressed forw'ard her palfrey, to reach the ancient 
portft as soon as possible, bowed hastily to the well- 
known &ces which showed themselves on all sides, but 
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spoke to no one, until, dismounting at the chapel door, 
she had penetrated to the crypt, in which was preserved 
the miraculous painting. There, pr(»trate on the groimd, 
she implored the guidance and protection of the Holy 
Virgin through those intricacies in which she had involved 
herself, by fulfilment of the vow which she bad made 
in her anguish before the same shrine. If the prayer was 
misdirected, its purpose was virtuous and sincere; nor 
are we disposed to doubt that it attained that Heaven 
towards which it was devoutly addressed. 


CHAP. XXII. 


Tk* Virgin*! image same, I ween, 

Nat Mtifargiven the suppliant knee might bend. 

As ta a visible power, in which might blend 
All that was mix'd, and reconciled in her, 
O/mothef^s lave with maiden’s purity. 

Of high with law, celestial with terrene, 

WORMWOKTH. 



HE household of the Lady Eveline, though of 
an establishment becoming her [xresent and 
future rapk, was of a solemn and sequestered 
character, corresponding to her place of residence, and 
the privacy connected with her situation, retired as she 
was from the class of maidens who are yet unengaged, 
and yet not united with that of matrons, who enjoy the 
protection of a married name. Her immediate female 
attendants, with whom the reader is already acquainted, 
const! ttUed almost her whole society. The garrison of 
the castle, besides housdiold servants, consisted of 
veterans of tried firith, the followers of Bercnger and 
of De Lacy, In many a bloody field, to whom the duties 
of watching and warding were as familiar as any ofcheir 
more oidiiuay occupations, and whose courage neverthe- 
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less, tempered by age and experience, was not likely to 
engage in any rash adventure or accidental quarrel. 
These men maintained a constant and watchful guard, 
commanded by the steward, but under the eye of Father 
Aldrovand, who, besides discharging his ecclesiastical 
functions, was at times pleased to show some sparkles of 
his ancient military education. 

Whilst this garrison afforded security against any 
sudden attempt on the part of the Welsh to surprise the 
castle, a strong body of forces were disposed within a 
few miles of Garde Doloureuse, ready, on the least 
alarm, to advance to defend the place against any more 
numerous body of invaders, who, undeterred by the fate 
of Gwenwyn, might have the hardihood to form a regular 
siege. To this band, which, under the eye of Damian 
do l^cy himself, was kept in constant readiness for 
action, could be added on occasion all the military force 
of the Marches, comprising numerous bodies of Flemings, 
and other foreigners, who held their establishments by 
military tenure. 

While the fortress was thus secure from hostile violence, 
the life of its inmates was so unvaried and simple, as 
might liavc excused youth and beauty for wishing for 
variety, even at the expense of some danger. The 
labours of the needle were only relieved by a walk round 
the battlements, where Eveline, as she passed arm in 
arm with Rose, received a military salute from each 
sentinel in turn, or in the courtyard, where the caps and 
bonnets of the domestics paid her the same respect 
which she received above from the pikes and javelins of 
the warders. Did th^ wish to extend their airing be¬ 
yond the castle-gate, it was not suflicient that doors and 
bridges were to be opened and lowered; there was. 
besides, an escort to get under arms, who, on toot or 
hora:backj as the case might require, attended, for the 
security of the Lady Eveline's person.. Without this 
aST* K 
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military attendance they could not in safety move even so 
far as the mills, where honest Wilkin Hammock, his 
warlike deeds forgotten, was occupied with his mechani¬ 
cal labours. But if a further disport was intended, and 
the Lady of the Garde Doloureuse proposed to hunt or 
liawk for a few hours, her safety was not confided to a 
guard so feeble as the garrison of the castle could afford. 
It was necessaiy that Raoul should announce her pur¬ 
pose to Damian by a special messenger dispatched the 
evening before, that there might be time before daybreak 
to scour, with a body of light cavalry, the region in 
which she intended to take her pleasure ; and sentinels 
were placed in all suspicious places while she continued 
in the held. In truth, she tried, upon one or two occa¬ 
sions, to make an excursion without any formal annun¬ 
ciation of her intention ; but all her purposes seemed to 
be known to D.imian as soon as they were formed, and 
she was no sooner abroad than parties of archers and 
spearmen from his camp were seen scouring the valleys, 
and guarding the mountain pa'^s, and Damian's owti 
]>lume was usually beheld conspicuous among the distant 
soldiers. 

The formality of these preparations so much allayed 
the pleasure dcrivgd from the sport, that Eveline seldom 
resorted to amusement w'hich was attended with such 
bustle, and put in motion so many persons. 

The day being worn out as it best might, in the even¬ 
ing Father Aldrovand was wont to read out of some 
holy legend, or from the homilies of some departed saints 
such passages as he deemed fit for the hearing of bis 
little congregation. Sometimes also he read and ex¬ 
pounded a chapter of the Holy Scripture ; but in such 
cases, the good man’s attention was so strangely turned 
to the military part of the Jewish history, that he was 
never able to quit the books of Judges and of Kkigs, 
together with the triumphs of Judas Maccabeus; al* 
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though the manner in which he illustrated the victories 
of the children of Israel was much more amusing to him¬ 
self than edifying to his female audience. 

Sometimes, but rarely. Rose obtained permission for 
a strolling minstrd to entertain an hour with his ditty of 
love and chivalry; sometimes a pilgrim from a distant 
shrine, repaid by long talcs of the wonders which he had 
seen in other lands, the hospitality which the Garde 
Doloureuse afforded ; and sometimes also it happened, 
that the interest and intercession of the tiring-woman 
obtained admission for travelling merchants, or pedlars, 
who, at the risk of their lives, found profit by carrying 
from castle to castle the materials of rich dresses and 
female ornaments. 

The usual visits of mendicants, of jugglers, of travel¬ 
ling jesters, are not to be forgotten in this list of amuse¬ 
ments ; and though his nation subjected him to close 
w'atch and observation, even the Welsh bard, with his 
huge harp strung with horse-hair, was sometimes ad¬ 
mitted to vary the uniformity of their secluded life. But, 
saving such amusements, and saving also the regular 
attendance upon the religious duties at the chapel, it 
was impossible for life to glide away in more wearisome 
monotony than at the castle of tbeGaide Doloureuse. 
Since the death of its brave owner, to whom feasting and 
hospitality seemed as natural as thoughts of honour and 
deeds of chivalry, the gloom of a convent might be said 
to have enveloped the ancient mansion of Raymond 
Berenger, were it not that the presence of so many armed 
warders, stalking in solemn state on the battlements, 
gave it rather the aspect of a state-prison ; and the temper 
of the inhabitants gradually became infected by the 
character of their dwelling. 

The spirits of Eveline in particular felt a depression, 
which her naturally lively temper was quite inadequate 
to reast; and as her ruminations became graver, had 
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caught that calm and contemplative manner, which is so 
often united with an ardent and enthusiastical tempera¬ 
ment. She meditated deeply upon the former accidents 
of her life ; nor can it be wondered that her thoughts 
repeatedly wandered back to the two several periods on 
which she had witnessed, or supposed that she had 
ivitnessed. a supernatural appearance. Then it was that 
it often seemed to her, as if a good and evil power strove 
for mastery over her destiny. 

Solitude is favourable to feelings of self-importance ; 
and it is when alone, and occupied only with their own 
thoughts, that fanatics have reveries, and.'Imagined saints 
lose themselves in imaginary ecstasies. With Eveline 
the influence of enthusiasm went not such a length, yet 
it seemed to her as if in the vision of the night she saw 
sometimes the aspect of the Lady of the Garde Dolour- 
euse, bending upon her glances of pity, comfort, and 
protection ; sometimes the ominous form of the ^xon 
castle of Baldringham, holding up the bloody hand as 
witness of the injuries with which she had been treated 
while in life, and menacing with revenge the descendant 
of her murderer. 

On awaking from such dreams, Eveline would reflect 
that she was the last branch of her house—a house to 
which the tutelage and protection of the miraculous 
Ima^e, and the enmity and evil influence of the revenge¬ 
ful Vanda, had been peculiarly attached for ages. It 
seemed to her as if she were the prize, for the disposal 
of which the benign saint and vindictive fiend were now 
to play their last and keenest game. 

'Iluis thinking, and experiencing little interruption of 
her meditations from any external circumstance of inte¬ 
rest and amusement, she became jsensive, absent, wrapt 
herself up in contemplations which withdrew her atten¬ 
tion from the conversation around her, and walked in the 
world of reality like one who is still in a dream. ‘\^cn 
260 
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she thought of her engagement with the Constable of 
C'hester, it was with resignation, but without a wish, and 
almost without an expectation, that she would be called 
upon to fulhl it. She had accomplished her vow by 
accepting the faith of her deliverer in exchange for her 
own ; and although she bold herself willing to redeem 
the pltKlge—nay, would scarce confess to herself the 
reluctance with which she thought of doing so—^yct it is 
c'^rtain that she .entertained unavowed hopes that our 
Lady of the Garde Dolourcuse would not be a severe 
creditor ; but. satisfied with the readiness she had shown 
to accomplish her vow, would not insist upon her claim 
in its full rigour. It w'ould have l^en the blackest in> 
gratitude, to have wished that her gallant deliverer, 
whom she had so much cause to pray for, should ex|je- 
ricnce any of those fatalities which in the Holj' Land so 
often changed the laurel-wreath into cypress ; but other 
accidents clianced, when men had l»cen long abroad, to 
alter those purposes with which they had left home. 

A strolling minstrel, who sought the Garde Doloureusc, 
had recited, for the amusement of the lady and house¬ 
hold, the celebrated lay of the Count of Gleichcn, who, 
nlrc'ady married in bis own country, laid himself under 
so many obligations in the East to a Saracen princess, 
through whose means he achieved hts freedom, that he 
married her also. The Pojie and his conclave were 
pleased to approve of the double wedlock, in a case so 
extraordinary ; and the good Count of Gleichen shared 
his nuptial bed between two wives of equal rank, and 
now sleeps between them under the same monument. 

The commentaries of the inmates of the castle had 
been various and discrepant upon this legend. Father 
Aldrovand considered it as altogether false, and an un¬ 
worthy calumny on the head of the church, in affirming 
bis holiness would countenance such irregularity. Old 
Margery, with the tender-heartedness of an ancient 
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nurse, wept bitterly for pity during the tale, and, never 
questioning either the power of the Pojje or the propriety 
of his decision, was pleased that a mode of extrication 
was found for a complication of love distresses which 
seemed almost inextneabie. Dame Gillian declared it 
unreasonable, that, since a woman was only allowed one 
husband, a man should, under any circumstances, be 
permitted to have two wives ; whilst Raoul, glancing to¬ 
wards her a look of verjuice, pitied the deplorable idiocy 
of the man who could be fool enough to avail himself of 
such a privilege. ' 

“ Peace, all the rest of you,” said the Lady Eveline ; 
"and do you, my dear Rose, tell me your judgment 
upon the Count Gleichen and his two wives.” 

Rose blushed, and replied, " She was not much ac¬ 
customed to think of such matters ; but that, in lier 
apprehension, the wife who could be contented with bin 
one half of her husband’s affections, had never deserved 
to engage the shghtest share of them.” 

"Thou art partly right. Rose," said Eveline; "and 
methinks the European lady, when she found herself out¬ 
shone by the young and beautiful foreign princess, would 
have best consulti'd her own dignity in resigning the 
place, and giving the Holy Father no more trouble than 
in annulling the marriage, as has been done in cases of 
more frequent occurrence." 

This she said with an air of indifference and even 
gaiety, which intimated to her faithful attendant with 
how little effort she herself could have made such a sacri¬ 
fice, and served to indicate the state of her aifectioi^ to¬ 
wards the Constable. But there was another than the 
Constable on w*hom her thoughts turned more frequently, 
though involuntarily, than perhaps in prudence they 
should have done. 

The recollections of Damian de I.Acy had not lasen 
erased from Evehne’s mind. They were, indeed, renew'ed 
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fcy hearing his name so often mentioned, and by knowing 
that he was almost constantly in tiie neighbourhood, with 
his whole attention fixed upon her convenience, interest, 
and safety; whilst, on the other hand, so far from wait¬ 
ing on her in person, he never even attt’inpted, by ^ 
direct communication with herself, to consult her plea¬ 
sure, even upon what most concerned her. 

The messages conveyed by Father Aldrovand, or by 
Rose, to Amelot, Damian's page, while they gave an air 
of formality to their intercourse, which Eveline thought 
unnecessary, agd even unkind, yet served to fix her atten¬ 
tion upon the connection between them, and to keep it 
ever present to her memory. The remark by which Rose 
had vindicated the distance observed by her youthful 
guardian, sometimes arose to her recollection; and while 
her soul repelled with scorn the sus]>ic!on, that, in any 
case, his presence, w’hether at inten-als or constantly, 
could be prejudicial to his uncle's interest, she conjured 
up various arguments for giving him a frequent place in 
her memory.—Was it not her duty to think of Damian 
often and kindly, as the Constable's ne.aresl, best beloved, 
and most trusted relative ?—^W'as he not her former de¬ 
liverer and her present guardian ?—^And might he not be 
considered as an instrument specialemployed by her 
divme patroness, in rendering effectual the prote'Ction 
with which she had graced her in more than one 
emergency ? 

Eveline’s mind mutinied against the restrictions which 
w'ere laid on their intercourse, as against something 
which inferred suspicion and degradation, like the com¬ 
pelled seclusion to which she had heard the Paynim 
infidels of the East subjected their females. Why should 
she see her guardian only in the benefits which he con¬ 
ferred upon her, and the cares he took for her safety. 
and%ear his sentiments only by the mouth of others, as 
if one of them had been infected with the plague, or some 
a6f 
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Other fatal or infectious disorder, which might render 
their meeting dangerous to the other ?—And if they did 
meet occasionally, what else could be the consequence, 
save that the care of a bi’other towards a sister—of a 
trusty and kind guai'dian to the betrothed bride of his 
near relative and honoured patron, might render the 
melancholy seclusion of the Garde Doloureuse more easy 
to be endured by one so young in years, and, though 
dejected by present circumstances, naturally so gay in 
temper ? 

Yet, though this tr..iin of reasoning appeared to 
Bveline, when tracing it in her own mind, so conclusive, 
that she several times resolved to communicate her view 
of the case to Rose Flaramock, it so chanced that, \\‘lien< 
ever she looked on the calm steady blue eye of the 
Flemish maiden, and remembered that her unblemished 
faith was mixed with a sincerity and plain dealing proof 
against every consideration, she feared lest she might be 
subjected in the opinion of her attendant to suspicions 
from which her own mind freed her; and her proud 
Norman spirit revolted at the idea of being obliged to 
justify herself to another, when she stood sclf>acquittcd 
to her own mind. “1-et tilings be as they arc," she 
said ; and let u$ endure all the weariness of a life which 
might be so easily rendered more cheerful, rather than 
ihat this zealous but punctilious friend should, in the 
.strictness and nicety of her feelings on my account, con> 
ceive me capable of encouraging an intercourse which 
could lead to a less worthy thought of me in the mind of 
the most scrupulous of man—or of womankind." But 
even this vacillation of opinion and resolution tended to 
bring the image of the handsome young Damian more 
frequently before the Lady Eveline's fancy, than perhaps 
his uncle, had he known it, would altogether have ap¬ 
proved of. In such reflections, however, she ticv€r in¬ 
dulged long, ere a sense of the singular destiny which 
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had hitherto attended her, led her back into the more 
melancholy contemplations from which the buoyancy of 
her youthful fancy had for a short time emancipated 
her. 


CHAP. XXIIL 
Ours ts the skte, 

IVheee at what fowl wt please our hawk shall flie. 

Randolph 



NE bfight September morning old Raoul was 
busy in the mews where he kept his hawks, 
grumbling all the while to himself as he sun^eyed 


the condition of each bird, and blaming alternately the 


carelessness of the undcr>falconer, and the sit nation of 


the building, and the weather, and the wind, and all 
things around him, for the dilapidation which time and 
disease had made in the neglected hawking establish¬ 
ment of the Garde Dolourcuse. While in these un¬ 


pleasing meditations, he was surprised by the voice of 
his beloved Dame Gillian, who seldom was an early 
riser, and yet more rarely visited him when he was in his 
sphere of peculiar authority. ** Raoul. Raoul I where 
art thou, man ?—Ever to seek for, whan thou canst make 
aught of advantage for thysdf or me 1 ” 

“ And what want’stthou, dame ? *’ said Raoul; what 
means thy screaming worse than the sea-gull before wet 
weather ? A murrain on thy voice ! it is enough to fray 
every hawk from the perch.” 

** Hawk ! ” answer^ Dame Gillian ; ** it is time to be 
looking for hawks, when here is a cast of the bravest 
falcons come hither for sale, that ever flew by lake, brook, 
or meadow!" 

Kites ! like ho: that brings the news,” said Raoul. 
**No, nor kestrils like him that hears it,” replied 
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Gillian ; ** but brave jerfalcons, with large nares, strongly 
amied, and beaks short and something bluish**■» ■ 

Pshaw, with thy jargon !—Where came they from ? 
said Raoul, interested in the tidings, but unwilling to give 
his wife the satisfaction of seeing that he was so. 

*' From the Isle of Man," replied Gillian. 

‘‘They must be good, then, though it was a woman 
brought tidings of them," said Raoul, smiling grimly at 
his own wit; then, leaving the mews, he demanded to 
know where this famous folcon^merchant was to be met 
withal, 

‘ ‘ Why, between the barriers and the iilner gate," re¬ 
plied Gillian, " where other men are admitted that have 
wares to utter—^W^here should he be?" 

“And who let him in?" demanded the suspicious 
Raoul. 

“ ^^^ly, Master Steward, thou owl I" said Gillian ; “ he 
came but now to my cl:iamber, and sent me hiUier to call 
you." 

* ‘ Oh, the steward—^tbe steward—I might have guessed 
as much. And he came to thy chamber, doubtless, be¬ 
cause he could not have as easily come hither to me him¬ 
self.—-Was it not so, sweetheart ? " 

*'I do not know why he chose to come to me rather 
than to you, Raoui," said Gillian ; “ and if I did know, 
perhaps 1 would not tell you. Go to—miss your bargain, 
or make your bargain, 1 care not which—the man will not 
wait for you—he has good proffers from the Seneschal 
of Malpas, and the Welsh Lord of Dinevawr." 

“ 1 come—1 come," said Raoul, who felt the necessity 
of embracing this opportunity of improving his hawking 
establishment, and hastened to the gate, where he met 
the merchant, attended by a servant, who kept in sq;>arate 
cages the three falcons which he offered for sale. 

The first glance satisfied Raoul that they oft^lhe 
best breed in Europe, and tliat, if their education were in 
n66 



THE BETROTHED. 

correspondence to their race, there could scarce be a more 
v.aluable addition even to a royal mews. The merchant 
did not fail to enlarge upon all their points of excellence ; 
the breadth of their shoulders, the strength of'their train, 
their full and fierce dark eyes, the boldness with which 
they endured the approach of strangers, and the lively 
spirit and vigour with which they pruned their plumes, 
and shook, or, as it was technically termed, roused them¬ 
selves. He expatiated on the difhculty and danger with 
which they were obtained from the rock of Ramsey, on 
which they w|!re bred, and which was an eyry unrivalled 
even on the coast of Norway. 

Raoul turned apparently a deaf ear to all these com¬ 
mendations. “ Friend merchant,” said lie, “ I know a 
falcon as well as thou dost, and I will not deny that 
thine are fine ones ; but if they be not carefully trained 
an<l reclaimed, 1 would rather have a goshaw'k on my 
perch than the fairest falcon that ever stretched wing to 
weather.” 

*'I grant ye,” said the merchant; "but if we agree 
on the price, for that is the main matter, thou shall see 
the birds fly if thou wilt, and then buy them or not, as 
thou hkest. I am no true merchant if thou ever saw'st 
birds beat them whether at the mount or the stoop.” 

" That I call fair,” said Raoul, " if the price be equaDy 
so« 

" It shall be corresponding,” said the hawk-merebant; 
"for I have brought six casts from the island, by the 
good favour of good King Reginald of Man, and I 
have sold every feather of them save these; and so, 
having emptied my cages and filled my purse, I desire not 
to be troubled longer with the residue ; and if a good 
fellow, and a judge, as thou seemest to be, should like 
the hawks when he has seen them fly, be shall have the 
prf^*e of his own making.” 

" Go to,” said Raoul, " we will have no blind bargains ; 
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my lady, if the hawks be suitable, is more able to pay for 
them than thou to give them away. Will a bezant be a 
conformable price for the cast ? ’’ 

“A bezant, Master Falconer !—By my faith, you are 
no bold bodesman 1 nevertheless, double your olfer, and 
1 will consider it,” 

*' If the hawks are well reclaimed, ” said Raoul, * ‘ I will 
give you a bezant and a half; but 1 will see them strike 
a heron ere I will be so rash as deal with you. '* 

“It is well,” said the merchant, “and I had better 
take your offer than be longer cumbered V'ith them ; for 
were 1 to carry them into Wales, I might get paid in a 
worse fashion by some of their long knives.—Will you to 
horse presently ? ” 

“Assuredly," said Raoul; “and, though March be 
the fitter month for hawking at the heron, yet I will show 
you one of these frogpeckers for the trouble of riding 
Uie matter of a mile by the water-side.*’ 

“Content, Sir Falconer,” said the merchant. “But 
are we to go alone, or is there no lord or lady in the castle 
who would take pleasure to see a piece of game gallantly 
struck? I am not afrmd to show these ha>vks to a 
countess." 

*' My lady used ,to love the sport well enough, ” said 
Raoul; “ but 1 wot not why, she is moped and mazed 
ever since her father's death, and lives in her fair castle 
like a nun in a cloister, without disport or revelry of any 
kind. Nevertheless, Gillian, thou canst do something 
with her—^good now, do a kind deed for once, and move 
her to come out and look on the morning's sport—^thc 
poor heart has seen no pastime this summer." 

“ That I will do,” quoth Gillian; “ and, moreover, 
I will show her such a new riding-tire for the head, that 
no woman bom could ever look at without the wish to 
toss it a little in the wind.” ^ 

As Gillian spoke, it appeared to her jcalous-pated 
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husband that he surprised a glance of more intelligence 
exchanged betwixt her and the trader than brief ac¬ 
quaintance seemed to warrant, even when allowance was 
made for the extreme frankness of Dame Gillian's dispo¬ 
sition. He thought also, that on looking more closely 
at the merchant, his lineaments were not totally unknown 
to him ; and proceeded to say to him dryly, ' * We have 
met before, friend, but 1 cannot call to remembrance 
where. ” 

"Like enough," said the merchant; "I have used 
this country often, and may have taken money of you in 
the way of ^de. If I were in fitting place, I would 
gladly bestow a pottle of wine to our better acquaintance." 

" Not so fast, friend," said the old huntsman ; " ere I 
drink to better acquaintance with any one, I must be well 
pleased with what I already know of him. We will see 
thy hawks fly, and if their breeding match thy bragging, 
we may perhaps crush a cup together.—^And here come 
grooms and equerries, in faith—my lady has consented to 
come forth." 

The opportunity of seeing this rural pastime had 
offered itself to Eveline, at a time when the delightful 
brilliancy of the day, the temperance of the air, and the 
joyous work of harvest, proceeding in every direction 
around, made the temptation to dkcrcise almost irre¬ 
sistible. 

As they proposed to go no farther than the side of the 
neighbouring river, near the fatal bridge, over which a 
small guard of infantry was constantly maintained, Eve¬ 
line dispensed with any farther escort, and, contrary to 
the custom of the castle, took no one in her train save 
Rase and Gillian, and one or two servants, who led 
spaniels, or carried appurtenances of the chase. Raoul, 
the merchant, and an equerry, attended her of course, 
epqith holding a hawk on his wrist, and anxiously ad¬ 
justing the mode in which they should throw them off, 
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SO as best to ascertain the extent of their power and 
training. 

When these important points had been adjusted, the 
party rode down the river, carefully looking on every side 
for the object of their game ; but no heron was seen 
stalking on the usual haunts of the bird, although there 
was a heronry at no great distance. 

Few disappointments of a small nature are more 
teasing than that of a sportsman, who, having set out 
with all means and appliances for destruction of game, 
finds that there is none to be met with ; because he con* 
ceives himself, with his full shooting trim and his empty 
game-pouch, to be subjected to the sneer of every passing 
rustic. The party of the Lady Eveline felt all the degra* 
dation of such disappointment. 

"A fair country this,” .said the merchant, *' where, on 
two miles of river, you cannot find one poor heron ! ” 

‘'It is the clatter those d—d Flemings make with their 
water-mills and fulling-mills,” said Raoul; '* they de¬ 
stroy good sport and good company wherever they come. 
Rut were my ladies willing to ride a mile or so farther to 
the Red Pool. I could show you a long-shanked fellow 
who would make your hawks cancelicr till their brains 
were giddy.” 

"The Red Poo'i!" said Rose; "thou knowest it is 
more than three miles beyond the bridge, and lies up to¬ 
wards the hills. ” 

"Ay, ay,” said Raoul, " another Flemish freak to spoil 
pastime 1 They are not so scarce on the Marches these 
Flemish wenches, that they should fear being hawked at 
by Welsh haggards.” 

"Raoul is right, Rose," answered Eveline; "it is 
absurd to be cooped up like birds in a cage, when all 
around us has been so uniformly quiet I am deter¬ 
mined to break out of bounds for once, and see spo#. in 
oar old fashion, without being surrounded with armed 
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men like prisoners of state. We will merrily to the Red 
Pool, wench, and kill a heron, like free maids of the 
Marches." 

*' Let me but tell my father, at least, to mount and 
follow us," said Rose—^for they were now near the re¬ 
established manufacturing houses of the stout Fleming. 

*' I care not if thou dost. Rose," said Eveline ; “ yet, 
credit me, girl, we will be at the Red Pool, and thus far 
on our way home again, ere thy father has donned his 
best doublet, girded on his tw'o-handed sword, and 
accoutred his strong Flanderkin elephant of a horse, 
which he juditiously names Sloth—nay, frown not, and 
lose not, in justifying thy father, the time that may be 
better spent in calling him out." 

Rose rode to the mills accordingly, when Wilkin 
Flanrmock, at the command of his liege mistress, readily 
hastened to get his steel cap and habergeon, and ordered 
half-a-dozen of his kinsmen and servants to get on horse¬ 
back. Rose remained with him to urge him to more 
dispatch than his methodical disposition rendered 
natural to him ; but in spite of all her efforts to stimulate 
liim, the Lady Eveline had passed the bridge more 
than aalf-an-hour ere her escort was prepared to follow 
her. 

Meanwhile, apprehensive of no ewl, and riding gaily 
on, with the sensation of one escaped from confinement, 
Eveline moved forward on her lively jennet, as light os 
a lark; the plumes with which Dame Gillian had decked 
her riding-bonnet dancing in the wind, and her atten¬ 
dants galloping behind her, with dogs, pouches, lines, 
and all other appurtenances of the royal sport of hawking. 
After passing the river, the wild greensward path which 
they pursued b^an to wind upward among small 
eminences, sometimes bare and craggy, sometimes over- 
gr^n ivith hazel, sloethom, and other dwarf shrubs, and 
at length, suddenly descending, brought them to the 
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verge of a mountain rivulet, that, like a lamb at play, 
leapt merrily from rock to rock, seemingly uncertain 
which way to run. 

' ‘ This little stream was always my favourite, Dame 
Gillian, ** said Eveline, * * and now methinks it leaps the 
lighter that it sees me again.** 

" Ah 1 lady,** said Dame Gillian, whose turn for con¬ 
versation never extended in such cases beyond a few 
phrases of gross flattery, "many a fair knight would 
leap shoulder-height for leave to look on you as free as 
the brook may] more especially now that you nave 
donned that riding-cap, which, in exquiLite delicacy of 
invention, methinks is a bow-shot before aught tint I 
ever invented—What thinkest thou, Raoul ? " 

*' I think," answered her well-natured help-mate, ** that 
women’s tongues were contrived to drive all the game 
out of the country,—Here we come near to the spot 
where we hot^ to speed, or nowhere ; wherefore, pray, 
my sweet lady, be silent yourself, and keep your follcwers 
as much so as their natures will permit, while we steal 
along the bank of the pool, under the wind, with our 
hawks’ hoods cast loose, all ready for a flight." 

As he spoke, they advanced about a hundred yards up 
the brawling stream, until the little vale through whidi 
it flowed, making a*very sudden turn to one side, showed 
them the Red Pool, the superfluous water of which 
formed the rivulet itself. 

Tliis mountain-lake, or tarn, as it is called in some 
countries, was a deep basin of about a mile in circum¬ 
ference, but rather oblong than circular. On the side 
next to our falconers arose a ridge of rock, of a dark red 
hue, giving name to the pool, which, reflecting this mas¬ 
sive and dusky barrier, appeared to partake of its colour. 
On the opposite side was a heathy hill, whose autumnal 
bloom had not yet faded from purple to russet; its sm- 
face was varied by the dark green furze and the fern, wd 
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in many places grey clifis. or loose stones of the same 
colour, formed a contrast to the ruddy precipice to which 
they lay opposed A natural road of beautiful sand was 
formed by a beach, which, extending all the way aroimd 
the lake, separated its waters from the precipitous rock 
on the one hand, and on the other from the steep and 
broken hill; and being nowhere less than five or six 
yards in breadth, and in most places greatly more, offered 
around its whole circuit a tempting opportunity to the 
rider, who desired to exercise and breathe the horse on 
which he was mounted. *rhe verge of the pool on the 
rocky side was here and there strewed with fragments of 
large size, detached from the precipice above, but not in 
such quantity as to encumber this pleasant horse-course. 
Many of these rocky masses, having passed the margin 
of the water in their fall, lay immersed there like small 
islets; and, placed amongst a little archipelago, the 
quick eye of Raoul detected the heron which they were 
in search of. 

A moment's consultation was held to consider in what 
manner they should approach the sad and solitary bird, 
which, unconscious that itself was the object of a for¬ 
midable ambuscade, stood motionless on a stone, by the 
brink of the lake, watching for such small fish or water- 
reptiles as might chance to pass by lonely station. A 
brief debate took place between Raoul and the hawk- 
merchant on the best mode of starting the quarry, so as 
to allow Lady Eveline and her attendants the most per¬ 
fect view of the flight. The facility of killing the heron 
at the far jetfge or at the jetUe ferri-^ihz.i is, upon the 
hither or farther side of the pool—^was anxiously debated 
in language of breathless importance, as if some great 
and perilous enterprise was atout to be executed. 

At length the arrangements were fixed, and the party 
bcjfan to advance towards the aquatic hermit, who, by 
this time aware of their approach, drew himself up to 
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his full height, erected his long lean neck, spread his 
broad fan-like wings, uttered his usual clanging cry, and, 
projecting his length of thin legs far behind him, rose 
upon the gentle breeze. It was then, with a loud whoop 
of encouragement, that the merchant threw off the noble 
hawk he bore, having first unhooded h^ to give her a 
view of her quarry. 

Eager as a frigate in chase of some rich galleon, darted 
the falcon tow'ards the enemy, which she had been taught 
to pursue; while, preparing for defence, if he should be 
unable to escape by flight, the heron exerted all his 
powers of speed to escape from an enemy’so formidable. 
Plying his almost unequalled strength of wing, he 
ascended high and higher in the air, by short gyrations, 
that the hawk might gain no vantage-ground for pouncing 
at him; while his spiked beak, at the extremity of so 
long a neck as enabled him to strike an object at a yard's 
distance in every direction, possessed for any less spirited 
assailant all the terrors of a Moorish javelin. 

Another hawk was now thrown off, and encouraged by 
the halloos of the falconer to join her companion. Both 
kept mounting, or scaling the air, as it were, by a succes¬ 
sion of small circles, endeavouring to gain that supierior 
height which the heron on his part was bent to preserve ; 
and, to the exquisfte delight of the spectators, the contest 
was continued until all three were well-nigh mingled 
with the fleecy clouds, from which was occasionally 
heard the harsh and plaintive cry of the quarry, appeal¬ 
ing as it were to the heaven which he was approaching, 
against the wanton cruelty of those by whom he was 
persecuted. 

At length one of the falcons had reached a pitch from 
which she ventured to stoop at the heron ; but so judi¬ 
ciously did the quarry maintain his defence, as to receive 
on his beak the stroke which the falcon, shooting d^wn 
at full deseanti had made against his right wing; so 
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that one of his enemies, spiked through the body by hit 
ow n weight, fell fluttering into the lake, very near the 
land, on the side farthest from the Hadconers, and perished 
there. 

* * There goes a gallant falcon to the fishes," said RaouL 
** Merchant, thy cake is dough." 

Even as he spoke, however, the remaining bird bad 
avenged the fate of her sister; for the success which the 
heron met with on one side, did not prevent his bdng 
assailed on the other wing; and the falcon stooping 
boldly, and grappling with, or, as it is called in falconry, 
btndiug his pfey, both came tumbling down together, 
from a great height in the air. It was then no small 
object on the part of the falconers to come in as soon as 
possible, lest the falcon should receive hurt from the 
beak or talons of the heron ; and the whole party, the 
men setting spurs, and the females switching their pal¬ 
freys, went of! like the wind, sweeping along the fair and 
smooth beach betwixt the rock and the water. 

Lady Eveline, far better mounted than any of her 
train, her spirits elated by the sport, and by the speed at 
which she moved, was much sooner than any of her 
attendants at the spot where the falcon and heron, still 
engaged in their mortal struggle, lay fighting upon the 
moss; the wing of the latter having Uhen broken by the 
stoop of the former. The duty of a falconer in such a 
crisis was to rush in and assist the hawk, by thrusting the 
heron's into the earth, and breaking his legs, 
and thus permitting the falcon to^dispatch him on easy 
terms. 

Neither the sex nor quality of the Lady Eveline would 
have excused her becoming second to the falcon in this 
cruel manner; but, just as she had dismounted for that 
purpose, she was surprised to find herself seized on by a 
wild form, who exclaimed in Welsh, that he seized her 
as a zcMz^, for hawking on the demesnes of Dawfyd with 
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the one eye. At the same time many other Welshmen^ 
to the number of more tlian a score, showed themselves 
from behind crags and bushes, all armed at point with 
the axes called Welsh hooks, long knives, darts, and 
bows and arrows. 

Eveline screamed to her attendants for assistance, and 
at the same time made use of what Welsh phrases she 
]) 0 ssesscd, to move the fears or excite the comp>assion of 
the outlawed mountaineers, for she doubted not that she 
had fallen under the power of such a party. When 
she found her requests were unheeded, and she per** 
ceived it was their purpose to detain h^r prisoner, she 
disdained to use farther entreaties, but demanded at 
their peril that they should treat her with respect, pro¬ 
mising in that case that she would pay them a large 
ransom, and threatening them with the vengeance of 
the Lords Marchers, and particularly of Sir Damian de 
Lacy, if they ventured to use her otherwise. 

The men seemed to understand her, and although 
they proceeded to tie a bandage over her eyes, and to 
bind her arms with her own veil, yet they observed in 
these acts of violence a certain delicacy and attention 
both to her feelings and her safety, which led her to hope 
that her request had had some effect on them. Th^ 
secured her to tHe saddle of her palfrey, and led her 
away with them through the recesses of the hills ; while 
she had the additional distress to hear behind her the 
noise of a conflict occasioned by the fruitless efforts of 
her retinue to procure her rescue. 

Astonishment had at first seized the hawking party, 
when they saw from some distance th^r sport inter- 
ru])ted by a violent assault on their mistress. Old Raoul 
valiantly put spurs to his horse, and calling on the rest 
to follow him to the rescue, rode furiously towards the 
banditti; but having no other anns save a hawking.pole 
and short sword, he and those who followed him in his 
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meritoiious but ineffectual attempt were easily foiled, 
and Raoul and one or two of the foremost severely 
beaten ; the banditti exercising upon them their own 
poles till they were broken to splinters, but generously 
abstaining from the use of more dangerous weapons. 
The rest of the retinue, completely discouraged, dis¬ 
persed to give the alarm, and the merchant and Dame 
Gillian remained by the lake, filling the air with shrieks 
of useless fear and sorrow. The outlaws, meanwhile, 
drawing together in a body, shot a few arrows at the 
fugitives, but more to alarm than to injure them, and 
then marched *off in a body, as if to cover their com¬ 
panions who had gone before, with the Lady Evdine in 
their custody. 


CHAP. XXIV. 


Four ruffians seized me yes ter mom-^ 

A las / a maiden most forlorn { 

They choked my cries •with ivicked mighty 
And hound me on a palfrey Colbridcb. 



UCH adventures as are now only recorded in 
works of mere fiction, were not uncommon in 
the feudal ages, when might w'as so universally 
su]>enor to right; and it followed \hat those whose 
condition exposed them tp frequent violence, were more 
prompt in repelling, and more patient in enduring it, 
than could otherwise have been expected from their sex 
and age. 

The Lady Eveline felt that she was a prisoner, nor 
was she devoid of fears concerning the purposes of this 
a.'^sault; but she suffered neither her alarm, nor the 
violence with which she was hurried along, to deprive 
her of the power of observing and reflecting. From the 
noi£^ of hoofs which now increased around, she con¬ 
cluded that the greater part of the ruffians by whom she 
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Iiad been seized had betaken themselves to their horses. 
This she knew was consonant to the practice of the 
Welsh marauders, who, although the small size and 
slightness of their nags made them totally unfit for 
service in battle, availed themselves of their activity and 
sureness of foot to transport them with the necessary 
celerity to and from the scenes of their rapine; assuring 
thus a rapid and unperceived approach, and a secure 
and speedy retreat. These animals traversed without 
difficulty, and beneath the load of a heavy soldier, the 
wild mountaiu'paths by which the country was inter* 
sected, and in one of wliich Lady Ev^ebne Berenger 
concluded she was now cng.'iged, from the manner in 
which her own palfrey, supported by a man on foot at 
either rein, seemed now to labour up some precipice, 
and anon to descend with still greater risk on the other 
side. 

At one of those moments, a voice which she had not 
yet distinguished, addressed her in the Anglo-Norman 
language, and asked, with apparent interest, if she sat 
safely on her saddle, offering at the same time to have 
her accoutrements altered at her pleasure and conve* 
nience. 

" Insult not my condition with the mention of safety," 
said Eveline; “you may well believe that I hold my 
safety altogether irreconcilabls with these deeds of vio¬ 
lence. If I or my vassals have done injury to any of the 
Cymryt let me know, and it shall be amended—If it is 
ransom which you desire, name the sum, and I will 
send an order to treat for it; but detain me not pri¬ 
soner, for that can but injure me, and will avail you 
nothing. ’’ 

“The Lady Eveline," answered the voice, still in a 
tone of courtesy inconsistent with the violence which she 
sustained, “will speedily find that our actions are more 
rough than our purposes." 
ayS 
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** If you know who I am,’* said Eveline, ** 3 rou cannot 
doubt that this atrocity will be avenged—^you must know 
by whose banner my lands arc at present protected.*' 

" Under De Lacy's,*' answered the voice, with a tone 
of indiderence. Be it so~falcons fear not falcons.” 

At this moment there was a halt, and a confused 
murmur arose amongst those around her, who had 
hitherto beim silent, unless when muttering to each 
other in Welsh, and as briefly as possible, directiona 
which way to hold, or encouragement to use haste. 

These murmurs ceased, and there was a pause of 
several minutes ; at length Eveline again heard the 
voice which formerly addressed her, giving directions 
which she could not understand. He then spoke to 
herself; “You will presently see,” he said, “whether 
I have spoken truly, uhen 1 said I scorned the ties by 
which you are fettered. But you are at once the cause 
of strife and the reward of victory—-your safety must be 
cared for as time will admit; and, strange as the mode 
of protection is to which we are to entrust you, I trust 
the victor in the approacliing struggle will find you 
uninjured.” 

‘ ‘ Do not, for the sake of the blessed Virgin, let there 
be strife and bloodshed ) ” said Eveline; “ rather unbind 
my eyes, and let me speak to those whose approach you 
dread. If friends, as it would seem, to me, I will be the 
means of peace between you.” 

“ I despise peace,” replied the speaker. “ I have not 
undertaken a resolute and daring adventure, to resign it, 
as a child doth his plaything, at the first frown of for> 
tune. Please to alight, noble lady ; or rather be not 
offended that I thus lift you from the seat, and place 
you on the greensward. ’* 

As he spoke, Eveline felt herself lifted from her palfrey, 
and placed carefully and safely on the ground, in a sitting 
posture. A moment after, the same peremptory vaXet 
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wlio had aided her to dismount, disrobed her of her cap. 
the masterpiece of Dame Gillian, and of her upper 
mantle. *' I must yet further require you,’* said the 
bandit leader, “to creep on hands and knees into this 
narrow aperture. Believe me, I regret the nature of the 
singular fortification to which 1 commit your person for 
safety. '* 

Eveline crept forwards as directed, conceiving resist* 
ance to be of no avail, and thinking that compliance 
with the request of one who spoke like a person of 
consequence, might 6nd her protection against the un¬ 
bridled fury of the Welsh, to whom she was obnoxious, 
as being the cause of Gwenwyn's death, and the defeat 
of the Britons under th walls of the Garde Doloureuse. 

She crept then forwards through a narrow and damp 
passage, built on either side with rough stones, and so 
low that she could not have entered it in any other 
posture. When she had proceeded about two or three 
yards, the passage opened into a concavity or apart¬ 
ment, high enough to permit her to sit at her ease, and 
of irregular, but narrow, dimensions* At the same time 
she became sensible, from the noise which she heard 
behind her, that the ruffians were stopping up the 
passage by which she had been thus introduced into 
the bowels of the ^earth. She could distinctly hear Uie 
clattering of stone with which they closed the entrance, 
and she became sensible that the current of fresh air 
which had rushed through the opening was gradually 
failing, and that the atmosphere of the subterranean 
apartment became yet more damp, earthy, and oppres¬ 
sive than at first. 

At this moment came a distant sound from without, in 
which Eveline thought she could distinguish cries, blows, 
the trampling of horse, the oaths, shouts, and screams of 
the combatants, but all deadened, by the rude waUs of 
her prison, into a confused hollow murmur, conveying 
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*uch Inttlligenoe to her ears as we may suppose the dead 
to hear from the world they have quitted. 

Influenced by desperation, under circumstances so 
dreadful, Eveline struggled for liberty with such frantic 
«‘nergy, that she partly effected her purpose by forcing 
licr arms from the bonds which confined them. But this 
t>nly convinced her of the impossibility to escape; for, 
lending off the veil wliich wrapped her head, she found 
herself in total darkness, and flinging her arms hastily 
around her, she discovered she was cooped up in a sub~ 
terrancan cavim of very narrow dimensions. Her hands, 
which groped around, encountered only pieces of decayed 
metal, and a substance which, at another moment, would 
have made her shudder, being, in truth, the mouldering 
bones of the dead. At present, not even this circum¬ 
stance could add to her fears, immured as she seemed to 
be, to perish by a strange and subterranean death, while 
her friends and deliverers were probably within a few yards 
of her. She flung her arms wildly around in search of 
some avenue of escape, but every effort she made for 
liberating herself from the ponderous circumvallation, 
was as inoffeecual as if directed against the dome of a 
cathedral. 

The noise by which her ears were at first assailed in¬ 
creased rapidly, and at one moment it seemed as if the 
covering of the vault under which she lay sounded re¬ 
peatedly to blows, or the shock of substances which had 
fallen, or been thrown, against it. It was impossible that 
a human brain could have w'ith.stood these terrors, 
0 ]>erating upon it so immediately; but happily this ex¬ 
tremity lasted not long. Sounds, more hollow, and dying 
away in distance, argued that one or other of the parties 
had retreated ; and at length all was silent. 

Eveline W'as now left to the undisturbed contemplation 
of own disastrous situation. The fight was over, and, 
as circumstances led her to infer, her own friends were 
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conquerors ; for otherwise the victor would have relie\'ed 
her from her place of conhneinent, and carried her away 
captive with him, as his words had noenaced. But what 
could the success of her faithful friends and followers 
avail Eveline, who. pent up under a place of conceal¬ 
ment which, whatever was its character, must have 
escaped their observation, was left on the held of battle, 
to become again the prize of the enemy, should their 
band venture to return, or die in darkness and privation, 
a death as horrid as ever tyrant invented, or martyr 
underw’ent, and which the unfortunate young lady could 
not even bear to think of without a prayer that her agony 
might at least be shortened. 

In this hour of dread she recollected the poniard which 
she wore, and the dark thought crossed her mind, that, 
when life became hopeless, a speedy death was at least 
within her reach. As her soul shuddered at so dreadful 
an alternative, the question suddenly occurred, might 
not this weapon be put to a more hallowed use, and 
aid her emancipation, instead of abridging her sufferings ? 

This hope once adopted, the daughter of Raymond 
Berenger hastened to prove the experiment, and by re¬ 
peated efforts succeeded, though with difficulty, in 
changing her posture, so as to admit of her inspecting her 
place of confinement all around, but particularly the pas¬ 
sage by which she bad entered, and by which she now 
attempted again to return to the light of day. She crept 
to the extremity, and found it as she expected, strongly 
blocked up with large stones and earth, rammed together 
in such a manner as nearly to extinguish all hope of 
escape. The work, however, had bem hastily performed, 
and life and liberty were prizes to stimulate exertion. 
With her poniard she cleared away the earth and sods 
—with her hands, little accustomed to such labour, she 
removed several stones, and advanced in her task ^ far 
as to obtain a glimmering of light, and, what WBS scarce 
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less precious, a supply of purer air. But. at the same 
time, she had the misfc^une to ascertain, that, from the 
size and massiveness ot a huge stone which closed the 
extremity of the piassage, there was no hope that her un¬ 
assisted strength could effect her extrication. Yet her 
condition was improved by the admission of air an(i 
light, as well as by the opportunity afforded of calling out 
for assistance. 

Such cries, indeed, were for some time uttered in vain 
—the held had probably been left to the dead and the 
dying; for low and indistinct groans were the only 
answer which sh*e received for several minutes. At length* 
as she repeated her exclamation, a voice, faint as that o 
one just awakened from a swoon, pronounced these 
words in answer :—“ Edris of the Earthen House, dost 
thou call from thy tomb to the wretch who just hastens 
to his own?—Are the boundaries broken down which 
connect me with the living ?—^And do 1 already hear, with 
fleshly ears, the faint and screaming accents of the dead ?'* 

“It is no spirit who speaks," replied Eveline, over¬ 
joyed at finding she could at least communicate her 
existence to a living person—" No spirit, but a most un¬ 
happy maiden, Eveline Berenger by name, immured 
beneath Uiis dark vault, and in danger tp perish horribly* 
unless God send me rescue !" 

“Eveline Berenger 1" exclaimed he whom she ad¬ 
dressed, in the accents of wonder. “ It is impossible !— 
1 watbhed her green mantle—I watched her plumy bonnet 
as I saw her hurried from the field, and felt my own 
inability to follow to the rescue; nor did force or exertion 
altogether leave me till the waving of the robe and the 
dancing of the feathers were lost to my eyes, and all hope 
of rescuing her abandoned my heart." 

“ Faithful vassal, or right true friend, or courteous 
stranger, whichsoever I may name thee," answered Eve¬ 
line, ‘'^know thou hast been abused by the artifices of 
283* 



THE BETROTHED. 

these Welsh banditti—the mantle and head-gear of Evo> 
line Berenger they have indeed with them, and may have 
used them to mislead those true friends, who, like thee, 
are anxious for my fate. Wherefore, brave sir, devise 
some succour, if thou canst, for thyself and me ; since 1 
dread that these ruffians, when they shall have escaped 
immediate pursuit, will return hither, like the robber 
to the hoard where he has deposited his stolen booty.” 

'* Now, the Holy Virgin be praised," said the wounded 
man, “ that I can spend the last breath of my life in thy 
just and honourable service ! I would not before blow 
my bugle, lost I recalled from the pursuit to the aid of 
my worililess self some of those who might be effectually 
engaged in thy rescue ; may Heaven grant that the recall 
may now be heard, that my eyes may yet see the Lady 
Eveline in safety and liberty ! ” 

The words, though spoken in a feeble tone, breathed 
a spirit of enthusiasm, and were followed by the blast of 
a horn, faintly winded, to which no answer was made 
save the echoing of the dell. A sharper and louder blast 
was then sent forth, but sunk so suddenly that it seemed 
the breath of him who sounded the instrument had failed 
in the effort .—A strange thought crossed Eveline’s 
mind even in that moment of uncertainty and terror. 

That,” she saiil, “ was the note of a De Lacy—surely 
you cannot be my gentle kinsman. Sir Damian ! ” 

“I am that unhappy wretch, deserving of death for 
the evil care which I have taken of the treasure 
entrusted to me.—What was my business to trust to re¬ 
ports and messengers ? I should have worshipped the 
saint who was committed to my keeping, with such 
vigilance as avarice bestows on the dross which he calls 
treasure—I should have rested nowhere, save at your 
gale ; outwatched the tirightest stars in the horizon ; un¬ 
seen and unknown myself, 1 should never have narted 
from your neighbourhood ; then had you not been in tfw 
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present danger, and—^much less important consequence 
—>thou, Damian de Lacy, had not filled the grave of a 
forsworn and negligent caitiff! *' 

*'Alasl noble Damian/' said Eveline, "break not 
my heart by blaming yourself for an imprudence which is 
altogether my own. Thy succour was ever near when I 
intimated the least want of it; and it embitters my own 
misfortune to know that my rashness has been the cause 
of your disaster. Answer me, gentle kinsman, and give 
me to hope that the wounds you have suffered are such 
as may be cured.—^Alas ! how much of your blood have 
1 seen spilled, and what a fate is mine, that I should ever 
bring distress on all for whom I would most willingly sacri¬ 
fice my own happiness !—But do not let us embitter the 
moments given us in mercy, by fruitless repinings—l*ry 
what you can to stop thine ebbing blood, which is so 
dear to England—to Eveline—and to thine uncle.” 

Damian groaned as she spoke, and was silent; while, 
maddened with the idea that be might be perishing for 
want of aid, Eveline repeated her efforts to extricate 
herself for her kinsman’s assistance as well as her own. 11 
was all in vain, and she had ceased the attempt in 
despair ; and, passing from one hideous subject of terror 
to another, she sat listening, with sharpened ear, for the 
dying groan of Damian, when>»feelii;g of ecstasy!—the 
ground was shaken with horses’ feet advancing rapidly. 
Yet this joyful sound, if decisive of life, did not assure 
her of liberty—It might be the banditti of the mountains 
returning to seek their captive. Even then they would 
surely allow her leave to look upon and bind up the 
wounds of Damian de Lacy; for to keep him as a captive 
might vantage them more in many degrees, than could 
his death. A horseman came up—Eveline invoked bis 
assistance, and the hrst word she heard was an exclama¬ 
tion in Flemish from the faithful Wilkin Flammodk, 
wbihh nothing save some spectacle of the most unusual 
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kind was ever known to compel trom that phlegmatic 
person. 

His presence, indeed, was particularly useful on this 
occasion ; for, being informed by the Lady Eveline in 
what condition she was placed, and implored at the 
same time to look to the situation of Sir Damian de 
I,acy, he began, with admirable composure and some 
skill, to stop the wounds of the one, while his attendants 
collected levers, left by the Welsh as they retreated, and 
were soon ready to attempt the liberation of Eveline. 
With much caution, and tmder the experienced direction 
of Flammock, the stone was at length st much raised, 
that the I-ady Eveline wras visible, to the delight of all, 
and especially of the faithful Rose, who, regardless of 
the risk of personal harm, fluttered around her mistress's 
place of confineinont, like a bird robbed of her nestlings 
around the cage in which the truant urchin has impri¬ 
soned them. Precaution was necessary to remove the 
stone, lest falling inwards it might do the lady injury. 

At length the rocky fragment was so much displaced 
that she could issue forth ; while her people, as in hatred 
of the coercion which she had sustained, ceased not to 
heave, with bar and lever, till, totally destroying the 
balance of the heavy mass, it turned over from the little 
flat on which it btiid been placed at the mouth of the 
subterranean entrance, and, acquiring force as it revolved 
down a steep declivity, was at length put into rapid 
motion, and rolled, crashed, and thundered down .the 
hill, amid flashes of fire which it forced from the rocks, 
and clouds of smoke and dust, until it alighted in the 
channel of a brook, where it broke into several massive 
iiagments, with a noise that might have been heard some 
miles off. 

With garments rent and soiled through the violence 
she had sustained ; with dishevelled hair, and dis¬ 
ordered dress ; faint from the stifling effect of her • con- 
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finement, and exhausted by the efforts she had made to 
relieve herself, Eveline did not, nevertheless, waste a 
single minute in considering her own condition ; but 
with the eagerness of a sister hastening to the assistance 
of her only brother, betook herself to examine the 
several severe wounds of Damian de Lacy, and to use 
proper means to stanch the blood and recall him from 
his swoon. We have said elsewhere that, like other 
ladies of the time, Eveline was not altogether unac¬ 
quainted with the surgical art, and she now displayed a 
greater share of knowledge than she had been thought 
capable of exciting. There W'as prudence, foresight, 
and tenderness, in every direction w'hich she gave, and 
the softness of the female sex, with their officious 
humanity, ever ready to assist in alleviating human 
misery, seemed in her enhanced, and rendered dignihed, 
by the sagacity of a strong and powerful understanding. 
After hearing with wonder for a minute or two the 
prudent and ready-witted directions of her mistress. 
Rose seemed at once to recollect that the patient should 
not be left to the exclusive care of the Lady Eveline, 
and joining, therefore, in the task, she rendered what 
assistance she could, while the attendants were employed 
in forming a Utter, on which the wounded knight was to 
be conveyed to the castle of the Garde Doloureuse. 


CHAP. XXV. 

A flurry flaee, 'its said, in iintes ^yore. 

But something ails it novH-the place is cursed, 

Wordsworth. 

HE place on which the skirmish had occurred, 
and the deliverance of the Lady Eveline had 
been effected, was a wild and singular spot, 
being a small level plain, forming a sort of stage, or 
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resting-place, between two very rough paths, one of 
which winded up the rivulet from below, and another 
continued the ascent above. Being surrounded by hills 
and woods, it was a celebrated spot for finding game, 
and in former days a Welsh prince, renowned for his 
universal hospitality, his love of erw and of the chase, 
had erected a forest lodge, where he used to feast 
his friends and followers with a profusion unexampled 
in Cambria. 

I'he fancy of the bards, always captivated with magni¬ 
ficence, and having no objections to the peculiar species 
of profusion practised by this potentate, gave him the 
surname of Edris of the Goblets; and celebrated him 
in their odes in terms as high as those which exalt 
the heroes of the famous Hirlas Horn. The subject of 
their praises, however, fell finally a victim to his pro¬ 
pensities, having been stabbed to the heart in one of 
those scenes of confusion and drunkenness which were 
frequently the conclusion of his renowned banquets. 
Shocked at this catastrophe, the assembled Britons in¬ 
terred the relics of the Prince on the place where he 
had died, within the narrow vault where Eveline had 
been confined, and having barricaded the entrance of 
the sepulchre with fragments of rock, heaped over it 
an immense cairn, or pile of stones, on the summit of 
which they put the assassin to death. Superstition 
guarded the spot; and for many a year this memorial 
of Edris remained unviolated, although the lodge* had 
gone to ruin, and its vestiges had totally decayed. 

In latter years, some prowling band of Welsh robbers 
had discovered the secret entrance, and opened it with 
the view of ransacking the tomb for arms and treasures. 
Vkhich were in ancient times often buried witli the dead. 
These marauders were disappointed, and obtained no¬ 
thing by the violation of the grave of Edris, excepting 
the knowledge of a secret place, which might bd used 
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fcr depositing their booty, or even as a place of retreat 
for one of their number in a case of emergency. 

When the followers of Damian, five or six in number, 
explained their part of the history of the day to Wilkin 
Flamoiock, it apx>eared that Damian had ordered them 
to horse at break of day, with a more considerable body, 
to act, as they understood, against a fiarty of insur¬ 
gent peasants, w’hen, of a sudden, he had altered his 
mind, and, dividing his force into small Imnds, employed 
himself and them in reconnoitring more than one 
niountain-pas^ betwixt Wales and the Marches of the 
English country, in the neighbourhood of the Garde 
Doloureuse. 

This was an occupation so ordinary for him, that it 
excited no particular notice. These manoeuvres were 
frequently undertaken by the warlike marchers for the 
purpose of intimidating the Welsh in general, more 
especially the bands of outlaws, who, independent of 
any regular government, infested those wild frontiers. 
Yet it escaped not comment, that, in undertaking such 
service at this moment, Daiiuan seemed to abandon that 
of dispersing the insurgents, which had been considered 
as the chief object of the day. 

It was about noon, when, falling ift, as good fortune 
would have it, with one of the fugitive grooms, Damian 
and his immediate attendants received information of 
the*violence committed on the Lady Eveline, and, by 
their perfect knowledge of the country, were able to 
intercept the ruffians at the Pass of Edris, as it was 
called, by which the Welsh rovers ordinarily returned 
to their strongholds in the interior. It is probable that 
the banditti were not aware of the small force which 
Damian headed in person, and at the same time knew 
that there would be an immediate and hot pursuit in 
their rear; and these circumstances led their leader to 
adopt ^he singular expedient of hiding Eveline in the 
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tomb, while one of their own numl^er, dre<?sed in her 
clothes, might serve as a decoy to deceive their assail¬ 
ants, and lead them from the spot where she was 
really concealed, to which it was yo doubt the purpose 
of the banditti to return when they had eluded their 
pursuers. 

Accordingly, the robbers had already drawn up before 
the tomb for the purpose of regularly retreating, until 
they should find some suitable place either for making a 
stand, or where, if overmatched, they might, by aban¬ 
doning their horses, and dispersing aipong the rocks, 
evade the attack of the Norman cavalry. TTicir plan 
bad been defeated by the precipitation of Damian, 
who, beholding, as he thought, the plumes and mantle 
of the Lady Eveline in the rear of the party, charged 
them without considering cither the odds of numbers, 
or the lightness of his own armour, which, consisting 
only of a headpiece and a buff surcoat, offered but im¬ 
perfect resistance to the Welsh knives and glaives, fie 
was accordingly wounded severely at the onset, and 
would have been slain, but for the c-\erlions of his few 
followers and the fear.s of the Welsh, that, while thus 
continuing the battle in front, they might be assaulted in 
the rear by the,follower.s of Eveline, whom they must 
now suppose were all in arms and motion. They re¬ 
treated, therefore, or rather fled, and the attendants of 
Damian were dispatched after them by their fallen 
master, with directions to let no consideration induce 
them to leave off the chase until the captive lady 
of the Garde Doloureuse was delivered from her 
ravishers. 

The outlaws, secure in their knowledge of the paths, 
and the activity of their small Welsh horses, made an 
orderly retreat, with the exception of two or three of 
their rear-guard, cut down by Damian in his furious 
on.set. They shor. arrows from time to time at the men- 
390 * 



THE BETROTHED. 

at-arms, and laughed at the ineffectual efforts which 
these heavy<arined warriors, with their barbed horses, 
made to overtake them. But the scene was changed by 
the appearance of Wilkin Fiammock on his puissant 
war-horse, who was beginning to ascend the pass, lead¬ 
ing a party consisting both of foot and horse. The fear 
of being intercepted caused the outlaws to have recourse 
to their lust stratagem, and, abandoning their Welsh 
nags, they betook themselves to the cliffs, and by superior 
activity and dexterity baffled, generally speaking, the 
attempts of their pursuers on either hand. All of them, 
however, were nbt equally fortunate, for two or titre^ 
tell into the hands of Flammock's party; amongst others, 
tile person upon whom Kvelinc's clothes had been 
placed, and who now, to the great disappointment of 
those who had attached themselves to bis pursuit, proved 
to be. not the lady whom they were emulous to deliver, 
but a fair-haired young Welshman, whose wild looks 
and incoherent speech seemed to argue a disturbed 
imaginauon. Tliis would not have saved him from 
immediate death, the usual doom of captives taken in 
such skinuishesi, had not the faint blast of Damian’s 
horn, sounding from above, recalled his own party, and 
summoned that of Wilkin Fiammock to the spot; while, 
m tile confusion and hurry of their obeying the signal, 
the pity or the contempt of his guards suffered the 
])risoner to escape. They had, indeed, little to learn 
from him, even had be been disposed to give intelligence, 
or capable of communicating it. All were well assured 
that their lady had fallen into an ambuscade, formed by 
Dawfyd the One-eyed, a redoubted freebooter of the 
period, who had ventured upon, this hardy enterprise 
in the hope of obtaining a large ransom for the cap¬ 
tive Eveline, and all, incensed at his extreme insolence 
and audacity, devoted his head and limbs to the eagles 
and the ravens. 
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These were the particulars which the followers of 
Flammock and of Damian learned by comparing notes 
ivith each other, on the incidents of the day. As they 
returned by the Red Pool they were joined by Dame 
Gillian, who, after many exclamations of joy at the iui> 
expected liberation of her lady, and as many of sorrow 
at the unexpected disaster of Damian, proceeded to in¬ 
form the men-at-arms, that the merchant, whose hawks 
had been the original cause of these adventures, had 
been taken prisoner by two or three of the Welsh in 
their retreat, and that she herself and the wounded 
Raoul would have shared the same fdte, but that they 
had no horse left to mount her upon, and did not con¬ 
sider old Raoul as worth either ransom or the trouble of 
killing. One had, indeed, flung a stone at him as he lay 
on the hill-side, but happily, as his dame said, it fell 
something short of him. “It was but a little fellow who 
threw it," she said—“there was a big man among.st 
■them—if he had tried, it's like, by Our Lady's grace, he 
bad cast it a thought farther." So saying, the dame 
gathered herself up, and adjusted her dress for again 
mounting on horseback. 

The wounded Damian was placed on a litter, hastily 
■constructed of boughs, and, with the females, was placed 
in the centre oi the little troop, augmented by the rest 
of the young knight's followers, who began to rejoin his 
standard. The united body now marched with military 
-order and precaution, and winded through the j>asses 
-with the attention of men prepared to meet and to repel 
•/njuiy. 
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CHAP. XXVI. 

H^kat / /air and youngy and faiihful too f 
A miracley if thii be ^r«4p,—W aulkk. 

OSE, by nature one of the most disintcresteti' 
and affectionate maidens tiiat ever breathed, was 
the first who, hastily considering the peculiar 
condition in which her lady was placed, and the marked 
degree of restraint which had hitherto characterised her 
intercourse with her youthful guardian, became anxious 
to know how the wounded knight was to be disposed of; 
and when she came to Eveline's side for the x>urpose of 
asking this important question, her resolution well-nigh 
failed her. 

The appearance of Eveline was indeed such as might 
have made it almost cruelty to intrude upon her any 
other subject of anxious consideration than those with 
which her mind had been so lately assailed, and w'as still 
occupied. Her countenance was as pale as death could 
have made it, unless where it was s]ieckcd with drops of 
blood ; her veil, tom and disordered, was soiled with 
dust and with gore ; her hair, wildly dishevelled, fell in 
elf-locks on her brow and shoulders, and a single broken 
and ragged feather, which was all that remained of her 
head-gear, had been twisted among her tresses and still 
flowed there, as if in mockery, rather than ornament. 
I ier eyes were fixed on the litter where Damian was de- 
X^osited, and she rode close beside it, without apparently 
wasting a thought on anything, save the clanger of him 
w’ho was extended there. 

Rose plainly saw that her lady was under feelings of 
excitation, which might render it difficult for her to take 
a wise and prudent view of her own situation. She en¬ 
deavoured gradually to awaken her to a semse of it. 
" Dearest lady," scud Rose, *' will it please you to take 
my mantle? ** 
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" Torment me not,” answered F.vcline, with some 
sharpness in her accent, 

** Indeed, my lady,” said Dame Gillian, tnisiling up as 
one who feared her functions as mistress of the robes 
might be interfered with — "indeed, my lady, Rose 
Flammock speaks truth ; and neither your kirtle nor 
your gown are sitting as they should do ; and, to speak 
truth, they are but barely decent. And so, if Rose will 
turn herself, and put her horse out of my w'ay,” con¬ 
tinued the tire-woman, "I will put your dress in bf’tter 
order in the sticking in of a bodkin, than any Fleming 
of them all could do in twelve hours.” , 

"I care not for my dress,” replied Eveline, in the 
same manner as before. 

" Care then for your honour—^for your fame,” said 
Rose, riding close to her mistress, and whispering in her 
ear ; "think, and that hastily, how you are to dispose of 
this wounded young man?” 

"To the castle,” answered Eveline aloud, as if scorn¬ 
ing the affectation of secrecy ; ' * lead to the castle, and 
that straight as you can." 

"Whynot rather to his own camp, ortoMalpas?” 
«aicl Rose—" deare.st lady, believe u will be for the 
best." 

‘ ‘ Wherefore ifot — w'herefore not ? — wherefore not 
leave him on the wavsidc at once, to the knife of the 
Welshman, and the teeth of the wolf?—Once—twice— 
three times has he been my preserver. Where 1 ijo, he 
shalt go ; nor will I be in safety myself a moment sooner 
than I know that he is so. ” 

Rose saw that she could make no impression on her 
mistress, and her own reflection told her that the 
wounded man's life might be endangered by a longer 
transportation than was absolutely necessary. An ex¬ 
pedient occurred to her, by w'hich she imagined tnis 
objection might be obviated ; out it was necessary she 
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should consult her father. She struck her palfrey with 
her riding-rod, and in a moment Ijer diminutive, though 
l>eautiful figure, and her spirited little jennet, were by 
the side of the gigantic Fleming and his tall black hor.se, 
and riding, as it were, in their vast shadow. “ My 
dearest father,” said Rose, *' the lady intends that Sir 
Damian be transported to the castle, where it is like he 
may be a long sojourner; what tliink you ?—r-is that 
w'holesome counsel ? ” 

“WJiolesornefor the youth, surely, Roschen, *’answered 
the Fleming, ' ‘Jiccause he will better escape the risk of 
a fever. ” 

“ True ; but is it wise for my lady ? ” continued Rose. 

'* Wise enough, if she deal wisely. But wherefore 
shouldst thou doubt her, Roscheii?” 

1 know not,” said Rose, unwilling to breathe even 
to her father the fears and doubts which she herself 


entertained ; ' ‘ but where there are evil tongues, there 
may be evil rehearsing. Sir Damian and my lady are 
both very young—Metliinks it were belter, dearest father^ 
would you oifor the shelter of your roof to the wounded 
knight, in the .stead of his being carried to the castle.” 

“'I'hat I shall not, wench,” anstvered the Fleming, 
lia-stily—“that I shall not, if I may help. Nomuan 
shall not cross my quiet threshold, nor Englishman 
neither, to mock my quiet llirift, and consume my sub¬ 
stance. Thou dost not know them, because thou art 
ever with thy lady, and hast her good favour; but I 
know tlicm well; and the best I can get from them is 
Lazy Flanderkin, and Greedy Flanderkin, and Flemish 
sot—I thank the saints they cannot say Coward Flan¬ 
derkin, since Gwenwyn’s Welsh uproar.” 

“1 had ever thought, my father,” answered Rose, 
‘ * that your spirit was too calm to regard these base 
calumnies. Bethink you we are imder this lady’s banner, 
and that she has been my loving mistress, and her father 
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was your good lord ; to the Constable, too, are you be¬ 
holden, for enlarged privileges. Money may pay debt, 
!nit kindness only can reejuite kindness ; and 1 forebode 
that you will ne\er have such an opportunity to do kind¬ 
ness to the houses of lierengcr and De Lacy, as by 
opening the doors of your house to this wounded 
knight." 

“The doors of my house!" answered the Fleming— 
“do I know how long I may call that, or any house 
upon earth my own? Alas, my daughter, we came 
hither to lly from the rage of the clcnrents, but who 
knows how soon w’c may perish by the wfath of men I ” 

“You speak strangely, my father," said Rose; it 
holds not with your solid wisdom to augur such general 
jvil from the rasli enterprise of a Welsh outlaw." 

“I think not of the One-eyed robber," said Wilkin ; 
“ although the increase and audacity of such robbers as 
Dawfyrl is no good sign of a quiet country. But thou, 
who liv’est within yonder walls, liearest but little of what 
passes without, and your estate is less anxious ;—you had 
known nothing of the news from me, unless in case 1 
had found it necessary to remove to another country." 

* ‘ To remove, my dearest father, from the land where 
your thrift and industry have gained you an honourable 
competency ? " " 

“Ay, and where the hunger of wicked men, who envy 
me the produce of my thrift, may likely bring me to a 
dishonourable death. There have been tumults ansong 
the English rabble in more than one county, and their 
wrath is directed against those of our nation, as if we were 
Jews or heathens, and not better Christians and better 
men than themselves. They have at York, Bristol, and 
cLscwhere, sacked the hou.ses of the Flemings, spoiled their 
goods, misused their families, and murdered themselves. 
—And why ?—except that we have brought among them 
the ndustiy and skill which they possessed not; and 
zg5 
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because wealth, which they would never else have seen in 
Britain, was tlie reward of our art and our toil. Ro.ichen, 
this evil spirit is spreading wider daily. Here we are 
more safe than elsewhere, because wc form a colony ot 
some numbers and strength. But I confide not in our 
neighbours ; and liadst not thou. Rose, been in security, 

I would long ere this have given up all, and left Britain." 

“ Given up all and left Britain 1 "—the words sounded 
prodigious in the cars of his daughter, who knew better 
th.in any one how successful her father had been in his 
industry, and ihow unlikely one of his firm and sedate 
temper was to abandon known and present advantages 
foi the dread of distant or contingent peril. At length 
she replied, “ If such be your peril, my father, melhiuks 
your house and goods cannot have a better protection 
than the presence of this noble knight. Where lives the 
man who dare aught of violence against the house which 
harbours Damian de I.acy?‘' 

I know not that," said the Fleming, in the same com¬ 
posed and steady, but ominous lone.—'‘MayHea\en 
forgive it me, if it be sin 1 but 1 see little save folly in these 
Crusades, which the priesthood have preached up so suc¬ 
cessfully. Here has the Constable been absent for nearly 
threeycars, and no certain tidings of his4ifuordealh, victory 
or defeat. He marched from hence, as if he meant not 
to draw bridle or sheathe sword until the Holy Sepulchre 
wa'T won from the Saracens, yet we can hear with no 
certainty whether even a hamlet has been taken from the 
Saracens. In the meanwhile, the people that are at home 
grow discontented ; their lords, witli the better part of 
their followers, are in Palestine—dead or alive we scarce !31 
know; the people themselves are oppressed and flayed 
by stewards and deputies, whose yoke is neither so light 
nor so lightly endured as that of the actual lord. Tln^ 
commons, who naturally hate the knights and gentry, tliinl: 
it no bad time to make some head against them— ay, and 
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there be some of noble blood who would not care to be 
tlieir leaders, that they may have their share in the spoil; 
for foreign expeditions and profligate habits have made 
many poor; and be that is poor will murder his father 
tor money. I hate poor people ; and I would the devil 
had every man who cannot keep himself by the work of 
his own hand I ” 

The Fleming concluded with this characteristic impre¬ 
cation, a speech which gave Rose a more frightful view 
of the state of England, than, shut up as she was within 
the Garde Doloureuse, she had before had an opportunity 
of learning. “ Surely,” she said—'* surely these violences 
of which you speak arc not to be dreaded by those who 
live under the banner of De Lacy and of Berenger ? ” 
“Berenger subsists but in name,” answ'erod Wilkin 
Flammock, "and Damian, though a brave youth, hath 
not his uncle’s ascendency of character and authority. 
His men also complain that they are harassed w’ith the 
duty of watching for protection of a castle, in itself im¬ 
pregnable, and sufficiently garrisoned, and that they lose 
all opportunity of honourable enterprise, as they call it— 
that is, of fight and spoil—in this inactive and inglorious 
manner of life. They .say that Damian the beardless was 
a man, but that Damian with the moustache is no better 
than a woman; and that age, which has darkened his 
tipper lip, hath at the same lime blenched his courage. 
—And they say more, which w'cre but wearisome to tell.’* 
" Nay, but, let me know what they say ; let me know 
it, for Heaven’s sake! ” answered Rose, " if it concern, 
as it must concern, my dear lady. ” 

" Even so, Roschen,” answered Wilkin. "There are 
many among the Norman men-at-arms who talk, over 
their wine-cups, how that Damian de Lacy is in love with 
his uncle's betrothed bride; ay, and that they correspond 
together by art magic." 

" By art magic, indeed, it must be,” said Rose, smiling 
sq8 1 
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scornfully, “ for by no earthly means do tliey correspond, 
as I, for one, can bear witness." 

“To art magic, accordingly, they impute it,” quoth 
Wilkin Flainmock, “ that so soon as ever my lady stirs 
beyond the portal of her castle, Dc I.,acy is in the saddle 
with a party of liis cavalry, though they are positively 
certain that he has received no messenger, letter, or other 
ordinary notice of her puiqiose ; nor have they ever, on 
such occasions, scoured the passes long, ere they have 
seen or heard of my I^ady Eveline’s being abroad." 

“ T'his has not escaped me,” said Rose; “and my 
lady has expressed hcr;>elf even displeased at the accuracy 
which Damian displayed in proem mg a knowledge of her 
motions, as well as at the officious punctuality with which 
he has attended and guarded thorn. 'To-day has, how¬ 
ever, shown,” she continued, “that his vigilance may 
serve a good purpose ; and as they never met upon these 
occasions, but continued at such distance as e.xcluded 
even the possibility of intercourse, methinks they might 
have escaped the censure of the most sus^ncious.” 

“Ay, my daughter Roschon,” replied Wilkin, “butit 
is possible to drive caution so far as to excite suspicion. 
Why, say the men-at-arms, should these tw'o observe 
such constant, yet such guarded intelligence with one 
another? Why should their approach be so near, and 
why, yet, should they never meet? If they had been 
merely the nephew* and the uncle’s bride, they must have 
liad interviews avowedly and frankly ; and, on tlie other 
liand, if they be two secret lovers, there is reason to 
believe that they do find their owm private places of 
meeting, though they have art sufficient to conceal 
them.” 

“ Every word that you speak, my father,” replied the 
generous Rose, “increases the absolute necessity that 
you receive this wounded youth into your house. Be 
the evils you dread ever so great, yet you may rely upon 
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it that they cannot be augmented by admitting him, with 
a few of his faithful followers." 

"Not one follower," said the Fleming, hastily, "not 
one beef-fed knave of them, save the page that is to tend 
him, and the doctor that is to attempt his cure." 

* ‘ But I may offer the shelter of your roof to these 
three, at least ?" answered Rose. 

" Do as thou wilt, do as thou wilt," said the doting 
father. " By my faith, Rotchen, it is well for thee thou 
hast sense and moderation in asking, since I am so 
foolish and prompt in granting. This is one of your 
freaks, now, of honour or generosity-rbut commend 
me to prudence and honesty.—^Ah, Rose. Rose, those 
who would do what is better than good, sometimes bring 
about what is worse than bad I—But I think I shall be 
quit of the trouble for the fear ; and that thy mistress, 
who is, with reverence, something of a damsel-errant, 
will stand stoutly for the chivalrous privilege of lodging 
her knight in her own bower, and tending him in person." 

The Fleming prophesied true. Rose had no sooner 
made the proposal to Eveline, that the wounded Dami.an 
should be left at her father's house for his recovery, than 
her mistress briefly and positively rejected the proposal. 
" He has been my preserver," she said, " and if there be 
one being left for whom the gates of the Garde Doloureuse 
should of themselves fly open, it is to Damian de Lacy. 
Nay, damsel, look not upon me with |that suspicious and 
yet sorrowful countenance—^tbey that are beyond disguise, 
my girl, contemn suspicion-~>It is to God and Our Lady 
that I must ans\^, and to them my bosom lies open i " 

Hiey proceeded in silence to the castle gate, when the 
Lady Eveline issued her orders that her Guardian, as 
she emphatically termed Damian, should be lodged in 
her father's apartment; and, with the prudence at more 
advanced age, she gave the necessary direction for the 
reception and accommodation of bis followers* and the 
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arrangements which such an accession of guests requirv*! 
in the fortress. All this she did with the utmost coin< 
posurc and presence of mind, even before she altered or 
arranged her own disordered dress. 

Another step still remained to be taken. She hastemnS 
to the Chapel of the Virgin, and prostrating herself before 
lier divine protectress, returned thanks for her second 
deliverance, and implored her guidance and direction, 
and, titrough her intercession, that of Almighty God, fo? 
the disposal and regulation of her conduct. “Thou 
knowest," she said, “that from no confidence in my 
own strength, liave I thrust myself into danger. Oh, 
make roe strong where 1 am most weak—Let not my 
gratitude and my compassion be a snare to me; and 
while I strive to discharge the duties which thankfulness 
imposes on me, save me from the evil tongues of men— 
and save—oh, save me from the insidious devices of my 
own heart!" 

She then told her rosary with devout fervour, and re* 
tiring from the chapel to her own apartment, summoned 
her women to adjust her dress, and remove the external 
appearance of the violence to which she had been so 
lately subjected. 


CHAP. XXVII. 


Julia. •*— Gentle sir^ 

Vou are our captive—but •we'll use you so, 

That you shall think your prison Joys may match 
Whate'er your liberty hath knmvn o/pleasure, 
Roderick. No, fairest, tve have trifled here ieelougi 
And, lingering to see your roses blosstwi. 

I've let my laurels •untJur,-~Oi.s> Play. 


H RRAYED in garments of a mourning colour, and 
of a fashion more matronly than perhaps alto¬ 
gether befitted her youth—plain to an extremity, 
'*ev(^d of all ornament, save her rosary—Eveline 
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now performed the duty of waiting upon her wounded 
deliverer; a duty which the etiquette of the time not only 
permitted, but peremptorily enjoined. She was attended 
by Rose and Dame Gillian. Margery, whose element 
was a sick-chamber, had been already dispatched to 
that of the young knight, to attend to whatever his con¬ 
dition might require. 

Eveline entered the room with a light step, as if un¬ 
willing to disturb the patient. She paused at the door, 
and cast her eyes around her. It had been her father's 
chamber ; nor had she entered it since hip violent death, 
Around the walls bung a part of his armour and weapons, 
with hawking-gloves, hunting-poles, and other instru¬ 
ments of silvan sport. These relics brought as it were in 
living form before her the stately presence of old Sir 
Raymond. “Frown not, my father,”—her lips formed 
the words, though her voice did not utter them—** frown 
not—Eveline will never be unworthy of thee," 

Father Aldrovand, and Amelot, the page of Damian, 
were seated by,the bedside. They rose as I^ady Eveline 
entered ; and the first, who meddled a little with the 
healing art, said to Eveline, “that the knight had 
slumbered for some time, and was now about to 
awake.” , 

Amelot at the same time came forward, and in a hasty 
and low voice begged that the chamber miglit be kept 
quiet, and the spectators requested to retire. “»My 
lord,” he said, “ever since his illness .at Gloucester, is 
apt to speak something wildly as he awakes from sleep, 
and will be displeased with me should 1 permit any one 
to be near him.” 

Eveline accordingly caused her women and the monk 
to retire into the anteroom, while she herself remained 
standing by the door-communication which connected 
the apartments, and heard Damian mention her name as 
be turned himself painfully on his couch. ' ‘ Is she saf6 
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and unharmed ? ** was his first question, and it was 
asked with an eagerness which intimated how far it pre¬ 
ceded all other considerations. When Amelot replied in 
the affirmative, he sighed, as one whose bosom is relieved 
from some weighty load, and in a less animated voice 
asked of the page where they were. “ This apartment,” 
he snid, "with its furniture, are all strange to me.” 

‘‘My dear master,” said Amelot, " you are at present 
too wc^ to ask questions and receive explanations.” 

" Be I where 1 will,” said Damian, as if recovering his 
rt'collection, " 1 am notin the place wliere my duty calls 
me. Tell my Prumpets to sound to horse—to horse, and 
let Ralph Genvil carry my banner. To horse— to horse t 
—we have not a moment to lose 1" 

The wounded knight made some effort to rise, which „ 
in his state of weakness, Amelot was easily able to fnis* 
trate. " Thou art right,” he said, as he sunk back into 
his reclining posture—‘ * thou art right—I am weak—but 
why should strength remain when honour is lost ? ” 

The unhappy young man covered his face with his 
hands, and groaned in agony, which seeftted more that 
of the mind than of the body. Lady Eveline approached 
his bedside with unassured steps, fearing she knew not 
what, yet earnest to testify the interest she felt in the 
distresses of the sufferer. Damian looked up and beheld 
her, and again hid his face with his hands. 

"What means this strange passion. Sir Knight?” 
said' Eveline, with a voice which, at first weak and 
trembling, gradually obtained steadiness and composure* 
" Ought it to grieve you so much, sworn as you are to 
the duties of chivalry, that Heaven hath twice made 
you its instrument to save the unfortunate Eveline 
Berenger?" 

"Oh, no, no!“he exclaimed with rapidity; "since 
you are saved, all is well—but time presses—it is neces¬ 
sary I should presently depart—nowhere ought 1 now to 
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tarry—least of all, within this castle—Once more, Amelot, 
let them get to horse! *’ 

"Nay, my good lord,” said the damsel, “this must 
not be. As your ward, I cannot let my guardian part 
thus suddenly—as a physician, I cannot allow my patient 
to destroy himself—It is impossible that you can brook 
the saddle.” 

"A litter—a bier—a cart, to drag forth the dishonoured 
knight and traitor—all were too good for me—a coffin 
were best of all!—But see, Amelot, that it be framed like 
that of the meanest churl—^no spurs displayed on the 
pall—no shield with the ancient coat of the De Lacys— 
no helmet with their knightly crest must deck the hearse 
of him whose name is dishonoured 1" 

" Is his brain unsettled?” said Eveline, looking with 
terror from the wounded man to his attendant: ** or is 
there some dreadful mystery in these broken words ?—If 
so, speak it forth ; and if it may be amended by life or 
goods, my deliverer will sustain no wrong.” 

Amelot regarded her with a dejected and melancholy 
air, shook his J[iead, and looked down on his master with 
a countenance which seemed to express, that the ques¬ 
tions which she asked could not be prudently answered 
in Sir Damian’s presence. The Lady Eveline, observing 
this gesture, step{)ed back into the outer apartment, and 
made Amelot a sign to follow her. He obeyed, after a 
glance at his master, who remained in the same discon¬ 
solate posture as formerly, with his hands crossed over 
his eyes, like one who wished to exclude the light, and all 
which the light made visible. 

When Amelot was in the wardrobe, Eveline, making 
signs to her attendants to keep at such distance as the 
room permitted, questioned him closely on the cause of 
his master’s desperate expression of sorrow and remorse. 
“Thou knowest,” she said, "that I am bound to succour 
Chy lord, if 1 may, both from gratitude, as one whom be 
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hath served to the peril of his life—and also from klns- 
Rianship. Tell me, therefore, in what case he stands* 
that 1 may help him if 1 can—^that is,“ she added, her 
pale cheeks deeply colouring.' * if the cause of his distress 
be fitting for me to hear.*' 

The page bowed low, yet showed such embarrass* 
ment when he began to speak, as produced a corre¬ 
sponding degree of confusion in the L^dy Eveline, who, 
nevertheless, urged him as before "to speak without 
scruple or delay—so that the tenor of his discourse was 
fitting for her ears." 

" Believe me, noble lady," said Amclot, "your com¬ 
mands had bdbn instantly obeyed, but that 1 fear my 
master’s displeasure if I talk of his affairs without his 
warrant; nevertheless, on your command, whom I know 
he honours above all earthly beings, I will speak thus far, 
that if his life be safe from the wounds he has received, 
his honour and worship may be in great danger, if it 
please not Heaven to send a remedy." 

" Speak on," said Eveline ; " and be assured you will 
do Sir Damian de Lacy no prejudice by the confidence 
you may rest in me." * 

" I well believe it, lady," said the page. " Know, 
then, if it be not already known to you. that the clowns 
and rabble w ho have t^en arms against the nobles in 
the west, pretend to be favoured in theTr insurrection, not 
only by Randal Lacy, but by my master. Sir Damian." 

" They lie that dare charge him with such foul treason 
to His own blood, as w'ell as to his sovereign!" replied 
Eveline. 

" Well do 1 believe they lie," said Amelot; " but this 
hinders not their falsehoods from being believed by those 
who know him less inwardly. More than cnie runaway 
from our troop have joined this rabblement, and that 
gives some credit to the scandal. And then they say— 
they say—tbat’~'in short, that my master longs to possess 
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the lands in his proper right which he occupies as his 
uncle's administrator ; and that if the old Constable—I 
crave your pardon, madam—should return from Pales¬ 
tine, he should find it difficult to obtain possession of his 
own again. 

" The sordid wretches judge of others by their own 
base minds, and conceive those temptations too powerful 
for men of worth, which they arc themselves conscious 
they would be unable to resist. But are the insurgi’nts 
then so insolent and so powerful ? We have heard of 
their violences, but only as if it bad been some popular 
tumult." * 

"We had notice last night that they have drawn 
together in great force, and besieged or blockad(‘d 'W'jld 
Wenlock, with his men-at-arms, in a village about ten 
miles hence. He hath sent to my nia<=:ter, as his kinsman 
and companion-at-arms, to come to his assistance. We. 
were on horseback this morning to march to the rescue—* 
when "- 

He paused, and seemed unwilling to proceed. Eve¬ 
line caught at the word. "WTien you heard of my 
danger?" she said. "1 would ye had rather heard of 
niy death I ** 

* ‘ burcly, noble lady," said the page, with his eyes 
fixed on the ground, " nothing but so strong a cause 
could have made my master halt his troop, and carry 
the better part of them to the Welsh mountains, when 
his countryman’s distress, and the commands of <he 
King's lieutenant, so peremptorily demanded his presence 
elsewhere. ” 

" 1 knew it," she said —I knew I was bom to be his 
dcstraction! yet metliiuks this is worse than I dreamed 
of, when the worse was in my thoughts. I feared to 
occasion his death, not his loss of fame. For God's 
sake, young Amelot, do what thou canst, and that with¬ 
out loss of time I Get thee straightway to horse, and 
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join to thy own men as many as thou canst gather of 
mine—Go,—ride, my brave youth—^show thy niaster’s 
banner, and let them see that his forces and his heart 
are with them, though bis person be absent. Haste, 
haste, for the time is precious.” 

'' But the safety of this castle—But your own safety ? " 
said the page. "God knows how willingly I would 
do aught to save his fame 1 But I know my master's 
mood ; and were you to suffer by my leaving the 
Garde Doloureuse, even although 1 were to save him 
lands, life, ai^d honour, by my doing so, I should be 
more like to taste of bis dagger than of his thanks or 
bounty.” 

"Go, nevertheless, dear Amelot,” said she ; "gather 
what force thou canst make, and begone.” 

"You spur a willing horse, madam,” said the page, 
springing to his feet; " and in the condition of my 
master, I see nothing better than that his banner should 
be displayed against these churls.” 

"To arms, then," said Eveline, hastily; "to arms, 
and win thy spurs. Bring me assurance that thy master's 
honour is safe, and 1 will myself buckle them on thy 
heels. Here—take this blessed rosarj'—bind it on thy 
crest, and be the thought of the Vj^gin of the Garde 
Doloureuse, that never failed a votary, strong w ith thee 
in the hour of conflict. ” 

l^he had scarcely ended, ere Amelot flew from her 
presence, and summoning together such horse as he 
could assemble, both of his master’s and of those be> 
longing to the castle, there were soon forty cavaliers 
mounted in the courtyard. 

But although the page was thus far readily obeyed, 
yet when the soldiers heard they were to go forth on a 
dangerous expedition with no more experienced general 
than a youth of fifteen, they showed a decided reluctance 
to move from the castle. The old soldiers ol De Lacy 
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said, Damian himself was almost too youthful to com¬ 
mand them, and had no right to delegate his authority 
to a mere boy; while the followers of Berenger said, 
their mistress might be satisfied with her deliverance of 
the morning, without trying farther dangerous conclu¬ 
sions by diminishing the garrison of her castle—"The 
times,” they said, "were stormy, and it was wisest to 
keep a stone roof over their heads. ’’ 

The more the soldiers communicated their ideas and 
apprehensions to each other, the stronger th^ir disin¬ 
clination to the undertaking became ; and when Amelot, 
who, pagelike, had gone to see that his own horse was 
accoutred and brought forth, returned to the caslle-j’ard, 
he found them standing confusedly together, some 
mounted, some on foot, all men speaking loud, and all 
in a state of disorder. Ralph Genvil, a veteran whose 
face had been seamed with many a scar, and who had 
long followed the trade of a soldier of fortune, stood 
apart from the rest, holding his horse’s bridle in one 
hand, and in the other the banner-s|war, around which 
the banner of De Lacy was still folded. 

"What means this, Genvil?” said the page, angrily. 
** Why do you not mount your horse and display the 
banner? and what occasions all this confusion ? ” 

"Truly, Sir Page,*’ said Genvil, composedly, "I am 
not in my saddle, because I have some regard for this 
old silken rag, which I have borne to honour in my time, 
and I will not willingly carry it where men are unwilling 
to follow and defend it.” 

" No march—^no sally—no lifting of banner to-day ! ” 
cried the soldiers, by way of burden to the banner-man’a 
discoui'se. 

" How now, cowards! do you mutiny?” said Amelot, 
laying his hand upon his sword. 

" Menace not me. Sir Boy," said Genvil; " nor shake 
jour sword my way. I tell thee, Amelot, were mjr 
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weapon to cross with yours, never ilail sent abroad mom 
chaff than 1 would make splinters of your hatched and 
gilded toasting-iron. Look you, there are grey-bearded 
men here that care not to be led about on any boy’s 
humour. For me, I stand little upon that; and I care 
not whether one boy or another commands me. But I 
am the Lacy’s man for the time ; and I am not sure 
that, in marching to the aid of this Wild Wenlock, we 
shall do an errand the Lacy will thank us for. Why 
led he us not thither in the morning when we were com¬ 
manded off into the mountains?” 

" You well know the cause,” said the page. 

'' Yes, wc do know the cause ; or if we do not, we can 
guess it,” answered the banner-man, with a horse-laugh, 
which was echoed by several of his companions. 

‘' 1 will cram the calumny down thy false throat, 
Genvil!" said the page; and, drawing his sword, threw 
himself headlong on the banner-man, without consider¬ 
ing their great difference of strength. 

Genvil was contented to foil his attack by one, and, as 
it seemed, a slight movement of his gigantic arm, with 
which he forced the page aside, parrying, at the same 
time, his blow with the standard-spear. 

There w'as another loud laugh, and Amelot, feeling all 
his efforts baffled, threw his sword from him, and weep¬ 
ing in pride and indignation, hastened back to tell the 
Lady Eveline of his bad success. "All,” he said, "is 
lostr-the cowardly villains have mutinied, and will not 
move ; and the blame of their sloth and faintheartedness 
will be laid on my dear master.” 

" That shall never be,” said Eveline, " should I die to 
prevent it—^Follow me, Amelot" 

She hastily threw a scarlet scarf over her dark gar¬ 
ments, and hastened down to the courtyard, followed by 
Gillian, assuming, as she went, various attitudes and 
actions expressing astonishment and pity, and by Rose^ 
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carefully suppressing all appearance of the feelings 
which she really entertained. 

ISveline entered the castle*court, with the kindling eye 
and glowing brow which her ancestors were wont to 
bear in danger and extremity, when their soul was 
arming to meet the storm, and displaying in their mien 
and looks high command and contempt of danger. She 
seemed at the moment taller than her usual size ; and it 
was with a voice distinct and clearly heard, though not 
exceeding the delicacy of feminine tone, that the muti¬ 
neers heard her address them. *' How is this, my 
masters ? ” she said ; and as she spoke, the bulky forms 
of the armed soldiers seemed to draw closer together, as 
if to escape her individual censure. It w‘as like a group 
of heavy w.iler-fowl, when they close to avoid the stoop 
of the slight and beautiful merlin, dreading the supe¬ 
riority of its nature and breeding over their own inert 
physical strength.—'* How now?" again she demanded 
of them ; " is it a time, think ye, to mutiny, when your 
lord is absent, and lus nephew and lieutenant lies 
stretched on a bed of sickness?—Is it thus you keep 
your oaths?—Thus ye merit your leader's bounty?— 
Shame on ye, craven hotmds, that quail and give back 
the instant you lose sight of the huntsman t '* 

There was a pause—the soldiers looked on each other, 
and then again on Eveline, as if ashamed alike to hold 
out in their mutiny, or to return to their usual discipline. 

" I see how it is, my brave friends—^ye lack a leader 
here; but stay not for that—I will guide you myself, 
and, woman as 1 am, there need not a man of you fear 
disgrace where a Bercnger commands.—Trap my 
palfrey with a steel saddle," she said, "and that in¬ 
stantly." She snatched from the ground the page’s 
light bead-piece, and threw it over her h.air, caught up 
his drawn sword, and went on. "Here I promise you 
my countenance and guidauce—this gentleman," she 
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pointed to Genvil, "shall supply ray lack of military 
ski]]. He looks like a man that hath seen many a day 
of battle, and can well teach a young leader her devoir." 

" Certes," said the old soldier, smiling in spite of 
himself, and shaking his head at the same time, " many 
a battle have I seen, but never under such a com¬ 
mander.” 

" Nevertheless," said Eveline, seeing how the eyes of 
the rest turned on Genvil, " you do not—cannot—will 
not—refuse to follow me ? You do not as a soldier, for 
my weak voice supplies your captain's orders—you can¬ 
not as a gentleman, for a lady, a forlorn and distressed 
female, asks you a boon—^you will not as an Englishman, 
for your country requires your sword, and your comrades 
are m danger. Unfurl your banner, then, and march.” 

" 1 would do so, upon my soul, fair lady,” answered 
Genvil, as if preparing to unfold the banner—"And 
Amclot might lead us well enough, with advantage of 
some lessons from me. But 1 wot not whether you are 
sending us on the right road.” 

" Surely, surely," said Eveline, earnestly, " it must be 
the right road which conducts you to the relief of Wen- 
lock and his followers, besieged by the insurgent boors.” 

"1 know not," said Genvil, still hesitating. "Our 
leader here. Sir Damian de Lacy, protects the commons 
—men say he befriends them—and 1 know he quar- 
rc'Ilcd with Wild Wenlock once for some petty wrong he 
did* to the miller's wife at Twyford. We should be 
finely off, when our fiery young leader is on foot again, 
if he should find we had been fighting against the side 
he favoured.” 

" Assure yoursdf," sdd the m^den, anxiously, "the 
more he would protect the commons against oppression, 
the more he would put them down when oppressing others. 
Mount and ride—save Wenlock and his men—there is 
life and death in every moment. I will warrant, with 
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my life and lands, that whatsoever you do will be held 
good service to De Lacy. Come, then, follow mc.‘* 

*' None surely can know Sir Damian’s jjurpose better 
than you, fair damsel,” answered tJenvil; “nay, for 
that matter, you can make him change as ye list.—And 
so I will march with the men, and we will aid Wenlotk, 
if it is yet time, as I trust it may; for he is a rugge d 
wolf, and when he turns to bay, will cost the boors 
blood enough ere they sound a mort. But do you 
remain within the castle, fair lady, and trust to Amelot 
and me.—Come, Sir I*age, assume the Qommand, since 
so it must be; though, by my faith, it is pity to take 
the head-piece from that pretty head, and the sword 
from that pi^stty hand.—By Saint George ! to see thent 
there is a credit to the soldier’s profession.” 

The lady accordingly surrendered the weapons to 
Amelot, exhorting him in few words to forget the offence 
he had received, and do his devoir manfully. Mean¬ 
while Genvil slowly unrolled the pennon—then shook it 
abroad, and without patting his foot in the stirrup, 
aided himself a little with resting on the spear, and 
threw himself into the saddle, heavily armed a.s he was. 
** We are ready now, an it like your juvenility," said he 
to Amelot; and then, while the page was putting the 
band into order, he whispered to his nearest comrade, 
** Methinks, instead of this old swallow's tail,* we should 
muster rarely under a broidered petticoat—a furbelc^wed 
petticoat has no fellow in my mind.—Look you, Stephen 
Pontoys—I can forgive Damian now for forgetting his 
uncle and his own credit, about this wench ; for, by roy 
faith, she is one I could have doated to death upon par 
amours. Ah ! evil luck be the women's portion !—they 
govern us at every turn, Stephen, and at every age. 
When they are young, they bribe us with fair looks, and 
sugared words, sweet kisses and love tokens; and when 
they are of middle age, they work us to their wtU by 
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y.n«ents and courtesies, red wine and red gold; and 
wnen they are old, we are fain to run their errands to 
g't out of sight of their old leathern visages. Well, old 
l'>e Lacy should have stayed at horae and watched his 
falcon. But it is all one to us, Stephen, and we may 
r. ake some vantage to-day, for these boors have plun¬ 
dered more than one castle." 

“Ay, ay,” answered Pontoys, ‘' the boor to the booty, 
and the banner-man to the boor, a right pithy proverb. 
But. prithee, canst thou say why his pageship leads us 
not forward yet?” 

“ Pshaw 1 ” Rnsw’cred Genvil, “the shake T gave him 
has addled his brains—or perchance he has not swal¬ 
lowed all his tears yet; sloth it is not, for 'tis a forward 
cf)ckcril for his years, wherever honour is to be won.—See, 
they now begin to move.—Well, it is a singular thing 
this gentle blood, Stephen; for here is a child whom I 
but now baffled like a schoolboy, must lead us grey¬ 
beards where wc may get our heads broken, and that at 
the command of a light lady." 

“ I waiTant Sir Damian is secretary to my pretty 
lady,” answered Stephen Pontoys, “ as this spriJigald 
Amclot is to Sir Damian ; and so we poor men must 
obey and keep our mouths shut." 

“ But our eyes open, Stephen Pontoys—^forget not 
that.1> 

They were by this time out of the gates of the castle, 
and upon the road leading to the village, in which, as 
they understood by the intelligence of the morning, 
Wenlock was besieged or blockaded by a greatly superior 
number of the insurgent commons. Amclot rode at the 
head of the troop, still embarrassed by the affront which 
he bad received in presence of the soldiers, and lost 
cn meditating how he was to eke out that deficiency 
40f experience, which on former occasions had been 
supplied by the counsels of the banner-man, with whom 
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he was ashamed to seek a reconciliation. But GenviZ 
Mas not of a nature absolutely sullen, though an habituaf 
grumbler. He rode up to the page, and having made 
his obeisance, respectfully asked him whether it were not 
well that some one or two of their number pricked for¬ 
ward upon good horses to learn how it stood with Wen- 
lock, and whether they should be able to come up in 
time to his assistance. 

*'Mcthinks, banner-man,*’ answ'ercd Amclot, "you 
should take the ruling of the troop, since you know so 
fittingly what should be done. You may the fitter to 
command, because—But I will not upbraid you.” 

“ Because 1 know so ill how to obey,” replied Genvil ; 
*' that is MUat you would say ; and, by my faith, I can¬ 
not deny but there may be some truth in it. But is it 
not peevish in thee to let a fair expedition be unwisely 
conducted, because of a foolish word or a sudden action ? 
—Come, let it be peace with us.” 

" W'ith all my heart,” answered Amelot; "and I will 
send out an advanced party upon the adventure, as thou 
bast advised me.” 

" Let it be old Stephen Pontoys and two of the 
Chester spears—he is as wily as an old fox, and neither 
hope nor tear will draw him a hairbreadth farther than 
judgment warrants." 

Amelot eagerly embraced the hint, and, at his com¬ 
mand, Pontoys and two lances pressed forward to re¬ 
connoitre the road before them, and inquire into the 
condition of those whom they were advancing to succour. 
"And now that wc arc on the old terms. Sir Page," said 
the banner-man. " tell me, if thou canst, doth not 
yonder fair lady love our handsome knight par amours f" 

" It is a false calumny,” said Amelot, indignantly; 
"betrothed as she is to bis uncle, I am convinced slie 
would rather die than have such a thought, and so would 
our master. 1 have noted this heretical belief in thee 
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before now, Genvil, and I have prayed thee to check it. 
You know the thing cannot be, for you know they have 
scarce ever met. ” 

*'How should I know that," said Genvil, "or thou 
either ? Watch them ever so close—much water slides 
past the mill that Hob Miller never wots of. They do 
correspond ; that, at least, thou canst not deny ? " 

" I do deny it," said Amelot, "as I deny ail that can 
touch their honour." 

"Then how, in Heaven’s name, comes he by such 
perfect knowledge of her motions, as he has displayed no 
longer since than the morning?” 

" How should I tell ?” answered the page ; "there be 
such things, surely, as saints and good angels, and if 
thcie be one on earth deserves their protection, it is 
Dame Eveline Bcrenger," 

"WVll s.aid. Master Counsel-keeper,” replied Genvil, 
laugliing ; " but that will hardly pass on an old trooper. 
*^S.nnls and angels, quotha? most saint-like doings, I 
warrant you.” 

I'hc page wa*^ about to continue his angry vindication, 
when Stephen I’ontoys and his followers returned upon 
the spur. " Wcnlock holds out bravely,” he exclairnetl, 
"though he is felly girded in with*these boors. The 
huge crossbows arc doing good .service; and I little 
<loubt his making his place good till we come up, if it 
|)l(4.isc you to ride something sharply. They have as- 
.sailed the barriers, and were close up to them even now, 
but were driven back with small success.” 

'fhe party were now put in as rapid motion as might 
consist with order, and soon reached the top of a small 
eminence, beneath which lay the village where Wenlock 
was making his defence. The air rung with the cries and 
shouts of the insurgents, who, numerous as bees, and 
possessed of that dogged spirit of courage so peculiar to 
the English, thronged like ants to the barriers, and 
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endeavoured to break down the palisades, or to climb 
over them, in despite of the showers of stones and 
arrows from within, by w'hich they suffered great loss, as 
well as by the swords and battle-axes of the men-at-arms 
whenever they came to hand-blows. 

“ We are in time, we are in time," said Amelot, drop¬ 
ping the reins of bis bridle, and joyfully clapping his 
hands ; “ shake thy banner abroad, Genvil—give Wen- 
lock and his fellows a fair view of it.-<-Comradcs, halt— 
breathe your horses for a moment.—Hark hither, Genvil 
—If we descend by yonder broad pathway into the 
meadow where the cattle are "- 

*' Right, my young falcon I ’* replied Genvil, w'hose 
love of battle, like that of the wm-horse of Job, kindled 
at the sight of the spears, and at the sound of the 
trumpet; " W'e shall have then an easy field for a charge 
on yonder knaves,” 

" What a thick black cloud the villains make !" said 
Amelot; “ but we will let daylight through it with our 
lances—See, Genvil, the defenders hoist a signal to show 
they have seen us." 

“A signal to us?” exclaimed Genvil. ** By Heaven, 
it is a white flag—signal of surrender." 

‘‘Surrender! tb^y cannot dream of it when we are 
advancing to their succour," replied Amelot ; when two 
or three melancholy notes from the trumpets of the 
besieged, with a thundering and tumultuous acclamation 
from the besiegers, rendered the fact indisputable. 

“ Down goes Wenlock's pennon," said Genvil, *' and 
the churls enter the barricades on all points.—Here has 
been cowardice or treachery—^What is to be done ? " 

“ Advance on them,” said Amelot, “retake the place, 
and deliver the prisoners." 

“Advance, indeed 1" answered the banner-man-— 
“Not a horse’s length by my counsel—^we should have 
every nail in our corselets counted with arrow-shot, before 
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we got down the hill in the face of such a multitude ; and 
the place to storm afterwards~-it were mere insanity. ” 

“Yet come a little forward along with me,” said the 
page ; '* perhaps we may find some path by which we 
could descend unperceived.” 

Accordingly, they rode forward a little way to re¬ 
connoitre the face of the hill, the page still urging the 
possibility of descending it unperceived amid the con¬ 
tusion, when Genvil answered impatiently, ** Unperecived I 
—you are already perceived—^here comes a fellow, prick¬ 
ing tow’ards u« as fast as his beast may trot.” 

As he spoke, the rider came up to them. He was a 
short thick-set peasant, in an ordinary frieze jacket and 
hose, with a blue cap on his head, which he had been 
scarcely able to pull over a shock head of red hair, that 
seemed in arms to repel the covering. Ilie man's hands 
were bloody, and he carried at his saddlebow a linen bag, 
which was also stained with blood. ** Ye be of Damian 
de Lacy's company, be ye not?” said this rude mes¬ 
senger ; and when they answered in the affirmative, he 
jiroceeded with the same blunt courtc.sy, “ Hob Miller of 
Twyford commends him to Damian Lacy, and know¬ 
ing his purpose to amend disorders in the commonwealth. 
Hob Miller sends him toll of the gfist which he hath 
grinded ; ” and with that he took from the bag a human 
head, and tendered it to Amelot. 

It is Wenlock’s head,” said Genvil—** how his eyes 
stare I ” 

** They will stare after no more wenches now,” said the 
boor—** 1 have cured him of caterwauling.” 

** Thou !” smd Amelot, stepping back in disgust and 
indignation. 

** Yes, I myself," replied the p>easant; ** I am Grand 
Justiciary of the Commons, for lack of a better.” 

" Grand hangman, thou wouldst say," replied Genvil. 

** Call it what thou list,” replied the peasant. ** Truly, 
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it behoves men in state to give good example. Ill bid 
no man do that I am not ready to do myself. It is aS 
easy to hang a man, as to say hang him ; we will have no 
splitting of othces in this new world, which is happily set 
up in old England. *' 

“Wretch!" said Amelot, “take back thy bloody 
token to them that sent thee! Hadst thou not come 
upon assurance, I had pinned thee to the earth with my 
lance—But, be assured, your cruelty shall be fearfully 
avenged.—Come, Genvil, let us to our men ; there is no 
farther use in abiding here.*' 

The fellow, who had expected a very different recf*p- 
tion, stood staring after them for a few moments, then 
replaced his bloody trophy in the wallet, and rode back 
to those who sent him. 

“ Tliis comes of meddling with men's amourettes” said 
Genvil; “ Sir Damian would needs brawl with Wenlock 
about bis dealings with this miller’s wife, and you see 
they account him a favourer of their enterprise ; it be well 
if others do not take up the same opinion.—I wish we 
were rid of the trouble which such suspicions may bring 
upon us—ay, were it at the price of my best horse—I am 
like to lose him at any rate with the day’s hard service, 
and 1 would it were the worst it is to cost us." 

The party returned, wearied and discomforted, to the 
castle of the Garde Doloureuse, and not without losing 
several of their number by the way, some straggling 
owing to the weariness of their horses, and others taking 
the opportunity of desertion, in order to join with the 
bands of insurgents and plunderers, who had now 
gathered together in different quarters, and were aug¬ 
mented by recruits from the dissolute soldiery. 

Amelot, on his return to the castle, found that the 
state of his master was still very precarious, and that the 
Lady £\eline, though much exhausted, had not yet re¬ 
tired to rest, but was awaiting his return with iin- 
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patience. He was introduced to her accordingly, and, 
with a heavy heart, mentioned the ineffectual event of 
his expedition. 

'' Now the saints have pity upon us ! " said the Lady 
Eveline ; “ for it seems as if a plague or pest attached to 
me, and extended itself to all who interest themselves in 
my welfare. From the moment they do so, their very 
VI) tues become snares to them ; and what would in every 
other case recommend them to honour is turned to de¬ 
struction to the friends of Eveline Berenger.'' 

“ Fear not, j^iir lady,” said Amelot; ‘'there are still 
mi‘n enough in my master's camp to put down the.se 
disturbers of the public peace. I will but abide to 
receive his instructions, and will hence to-morrow, and 
draw out a force to rcstoie ciuict in tliis part of the 
country.” 

“Alas I you know not yet the worst of it,” replied 
Eveline. “Since you went hence, we have received 
certain notice, that when the soldiers at Sir Damian’s 
camp heard of the accident which he this morning met 
with, already discontented with the inactive life w'hieh 
they had of late led, and dispirited by the hiirus and 
reported death of their leader, they have altogether 
broken up and dispersed their forces.'^■Yct be of good 
courage, Amelot," she said ; " this house i.s strong 
enough to bear out a worse tempest than any that is 
likeW to be poured on it; and if all men desert your 
master in wounds and affliction, it becomes yet more 
the part of Eveline Berenger to shelter and protect her 
deliverer*** 
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CHAP. XXVIII. 

n 

£,et 0ttr proud trumpet shake their castU m//, 
Menacing death and ruin, —Otway. 

HE evil news with which the last chapter con* 
eluded were necessarily told to Damian de Lacy* 
as the person whom they chiefly concerned; 
and Lady Eveline herself undertook the task of commu« 
nicating them, mingling what she said with tears, and 
again interrupting those tears to suggestrtopics of hope 
and comfort, which carried no consolation to her own 
bosom. 

The wounded knight continued with his face turned 
towards her. listening to the disastrous tidings, as one 
who was no otherwise affected by them, than as they re¬ 
garded her who told the story. When she had done 
speaking, he continued as in a reverie, with his eyes so 
intently fixed upon her, that she rose up. with the pur¬ 
pose of withdrawing from looks by which she felt herself 
embarrassed. He hastened to ^eak, that he might 
prevent her departure. ‘ * All that you have said, fair 
lady,” he replied, had been enough, if told by another, 
to ^vc broken my heart; for it tells me that the power 
and honour of my house, so solemnly committed to my 
charge, have been blasted in my misfortunes. But when 
I look upon you, and hear your voice, I forget every¬ 
thing, saving that you have been rescued, and are here 
in honour and safety. Let me therefore pray of your 
goodness that I may be removed from the castle which 
holds you, and sent elsewhere. I am in no ^ape worthy 
of your farther care, since 1 have no longer the swords 
of others at my disposal, and am totally unable for the 
present to draw my own.” 

" And if you are generous enough to think of me in 
your own misfortunes, noble knight,” answered EveUne, 
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••«an you suppose that I forget wherefore, and In whose 
rescue, these wounds were incurred ? No, Damian, speak 
not of removal—while there is a turret of the Garde 
Doloureuse standing, within that turret shall you find 
shelter and protection. Such, I am well assured, would 
be the pleasure of your uncle, were he here in persob/* 

It seemed as if a sudden pang of his wound had seized 
upon Damian ; for, repeating the W'ords My uncle! “ 
he writhed himsdf round, and averted his face from 
Eveline; then, again composing himself, replied, **Alas t 
knew my uncle how ill I have obeyed his precepts, in¬ 
stead of sheltering me within this house, he would com¬ 
mand me to be flung from the battlements ! " 

*' Fear not his displeasure," said Eveline, again pre¬ 
paring to withdraw ; '* but endeavour, the composure 
of your spirit, to aid the healing of your wounds ; when, I 
doubt not, you will be able again to establish good order 
in the Constable’s jurisdiction, long before his return." 

She coloured as she pronounced tlie last words, and 
hastily left the apartment. When she was in her own 
chamber, she dismissed her other attendants and re¬ 
tained Rose. What dost thou think of these things, 
my wise maiden and monitress ? " said she. 

"1 would,'* replied Rose, "eithef that this young 
knight had never entered this castle—or that, being here, 
be could presently leave it—or, that he could honourably 
ren\$un here for ever." 

•What dost thou mean by remaining here for ever? 
laid Evdine, sharply and hastily. 

**Let me answer diat question with another—How 
long has the Constable of Chester been absent from 
England ? " 

"Three years come Saint Qement’s day,** said 
Evdine ; "and what of that?'* 

" Nay, nothing ; but 

** But What ?—I command you to speak out.** 
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'* A few weeks win place your hand agidn at your own 
disposal.** 

**And think you« Rose," said Eveline, rising: irHth 
dignity, ** that there are no bonds save those which are 
drawn by the scribe's pen ?—We know little of the Con* 
stable’s adventures; but we know enough to show that 
his towering hopes have fallen, and his sword and 
courage proved too weak to change the fortunes of the 
Sultan Saladhu Suppose him rettuning some brief time 
hence, as we have seen so many crusaders regain their 
homes, poor and broken in health>-«uppose that he finds 
his lands laid waste, and his followers dispersed, by the 
consequence of their late misfortunes, how would it 
sound should he also find that his betrothed bride had 
wedded and endowed with her substance the nephew 
whom he most trusted ?—Dost thou think such an en¬ 
gagement is like a Lombard's mortgage, which must be 
redeemed on the very day, else forfeiture is sure to be 
awarded?** 

** 1 cannot tell, madam," replied Rose; ** but they 
that keep thdr covenant to the letter, are, in my country, 
held bound to no more." 

** That is a Flemish fashion. Rose," said her mistress ; 
^'but the honounof a Norman is not satisfied with an 
observance so limited. Whati wouldst thou have my 
hononr, my affections, my duty, all that is most valuable 
to a woman, depend on the same progress of the kalendar 
whidi a usuxer watches for the purpose of seising dn a 
forfeited pledge ?—Am I such a mere commodity, that I 
most belong to one man if he claims me before Michael¬ 
mas, to another if he comes afterwards?—No, Rofo : I 
did not thus interpret my engagement, sanctioned as it 
was by the special providence of Our L^y of the Gkirde 
Doloarciise.'* 

^ It is a feeling worthy of you, my dearest lady," an¬ 
swered the attendant; ** yet you are so young—so beset 
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with dangers~so mudi exp>osed to calumny—that !• al 
lea$t, looking forward to the time when you may have a 
l^al companion and protector, see it as an extrication 
from much doubt and danger. '* 

Do not think of it. Rose/' answered Eveline; ** do 
not liken your mistress to those provident dames, who, 
while one husband yet lives, though in old age or weak 
health, are prudently engaged in plotting for another." 

‘'Enough, my dearest lady," said Rose;—“yet not 
so. Permit me one word more. Since you arc deter¬ 
mined not to hvail yoursdf of your freedom, even when 
the fatal period of your engagement is expired, why 
suffer this young man to sliare our solitude P—He is 
surely well enough to be removed to some other place ol 
security. Let us resume our former sequestered mode 
of life, until Providence send us some better or more 
certain prospects. ” 

Eveline sighed—^looked down'—then looking upwards, 
emoe more had opened her lips to express her willing¬ 
ness to enforce so reasonable an arrangement, but for 
Damian's recent wounds, and the distracted state of the 
country, when she w'as interrupted by the slirill sound of 
trumpets, blown before the gate of thepistle; and Raoul, 
with anxiety on his brow, came limping to inf(»3n his 
lady, that a knight, attended by a pursuivant^it'arms, in 
the.xx>yal livery, with a strong guard, w'as in firont of the 
castle, and demanded admittance in the name of the 

vKing. 

Evdine paused a moment ere she replied, “ Not even 
to the King's order shall the castle of my ancestors be 
t>pened« until we are well assured of the permn^by wfiom, 
and the purpose for which, it is demanded. We will 
ourself to the gate, and learn the meaning oi this sum¬ 
mons—My veil, Rose ; and call my women .—Again that 
trumpet, sounds 1 Alas ! it rings tke a .signal to death 
andd:|pn." 
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The prophetic apprehensions of Eveline were not 
false ; for scarce had she reached the door of the apart¬ 
ment, when she was met by the page Amelot, in a state 
of such disordered apprehension as an iUve of chivalry 
was scarce on any occasion permitted to display. 
** Lady, noble lady," he said, hastily bendiitg his knee 
to Eveline, ** save my dearest master!—You, and you 
alone, can save him at this extremity." 

*' 11" said Eveline, in astonishment—" 1 save him ?— 
And from what danger ?—God knows how willingly I ” 

There she stopped short, as if afraid'to trust herself 
with expressing what rose to her lips. 

Guy Monthermer, lady, is at the gate, with a pur¬ 
suivant and the royal banner. The hereditary enemy of 
the House of Lacy, thus accompanied, comes hither for 
no good—the extent of the evil I know not, but for evil 
he comes. My master slew his nephew at the field of 
Malpas, and therefore "——He was here interrupted by 
another flourish of trumpets, which rung, as if in shrill 
impatience, through the vaults of the ancient fortress. 

'Phe Lady Eveline hasted to the gate, and found that 
the wardens and others who attended there, were look¬ 
ing on each other with doubtful and alarmed counte¬ 
nances, which they turned upon her at her arrival, as if 
to seek from their mistress the comfort and the courage 
which they could not communicate to each other. With¬ 
out the gate, mounted, and in complete armour, was an 
elderly and statdy knight, whose raised visor and beaver 
depressed, showed a beard already grizzled. Beside him 
appeared the pursuivant on horseback, the royal arms 
embroidered on his heraldic dress of office, and all the 
importance of offended consequence on his countenance, 
which was shaded by his bairet-cap and triple plume. 
They were .attended by a body of about fifty soldiers, 
arranged under the guidon of England. 

When the Lady Eveline appeared at the bari(|Br, the 
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Icnight, after a slight reverence, which seemed more in 
formal courtesy than in kindness, demanded if he saw the 
daughter of Raymond Bercnger. And is it," he con¬ 
tinued, when, he had received an answer in the affirma- 
ti\ e, * * before the castle of that approved and favoured 
servant of the flouse of Anjou, that King Henry’s 
trumpets have thrice sounded, without obtaining an 
entrance for those who are honoured with their 
Sovereign’s command ? ’’ 

" My condition,’’ answered Eveline, " must excuse my 
caution. I am a lone maiden, residing in a frontier 
fortress. I may admit no one without inquiring his pur¬ 
pose, and being assured that his entrance consists with 
the safety of the place, and mine own lion our.*’ 

'* Since you are so punctilious, lady,’’ replied Monther- 
mcr, " know, that in the present distracted state of the 
country, it is his Grace the king's pleasure to place with¬ 
in your walls a body of men>at>arms, sufficient to guard 
this impiortant castle, both from the insurgent peasants, 
who bum and slay, and from the Welsh, who, it must 
be expected, will, according to their wont in time of dis¬ 
turbance, make incursions on the frontiers. Undo youi* 
gates, then. Lady of Bcrenger, and suffer his Grace s 
forces to enter the casilc.’’ • 

**Sir Knight,’’ answered the lady, “this castle, like 
every other fortress in England, is the King’s by law ; 
but. by law also I am the keeper and defender of it; and 
it is the tenure by which my ancestors held tliese lands. 
1 have men enough to maintain the Garde Doloureuse 
in luy time, as my father, and iny grandfather before him, 
defended it in theirs. The King is gracious to send me 
succours, but 1 need not the aid of hirelings ; neither do 
1 think it safe to admit such into my castle, who may, in 
this lawless time, make themselves masters of it for 
other than its lawful mistress." 

*' Lady,'* replied the old warrior, “ his Grace is not 
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ignorant of the motives which produce a contumacy like 
this. It is not any apprehension for the royal forces 
which infloeaces you, a royal vassal, in this refractory 
conduct. I might proceed upon your r^sal to proclaim 
you a traitor to the Crown, but the King remembers the 
services of your fatiier. Know, then, we are not ignorant 
that Damian de Lacy, accused of instigating and head- 
ing this insurrection, of deserting his duty in the field, 
and abandoning a noble cmntade to the swords of 
the brutal peasants, has found shelter imder this roof, 
with little credit to your loyalty as a vassal, or your con¬ 
duct as a high-born maiden. Deliver him up to us, and 
I will draw off these men-at-arms, and dispense, though 
I may scarce answer for my doing so, with the occupation 
of the castle." 

*'Goyde Monthenner,''answered Eveline, **he that 
throws a stain on my name, speaks falsely and un¬ 
worthily; as for Damian de Lacy, he knows how to 
defend his own fiune. This only let me say, that, while 
he takes his abode in the castle of the betrothed of his 


kinsman, she delivers him to no one, least of all to his 
well-known feudal enemy—Drop the portcullis, wardens, 
and let it not be mised without my special order/* 

The portcullis,'as she spoke, fell rattling and clanging 
to the ground, and Monthenner, in baffled spite, re¬ 
mained excluded from the castle. * * Unworthy lady "— 
he began in passion, then dbeddng himself, said calmly 
to the piursuivant,* ** Ye are witness that she hath ad¬ 
mitted that the traitor is within that castle,—ye are wit¬ 
ness that, .lawfully summoned, this Evdine Berenger 
refuses to deliver him up. Do your duty. Sir Puisnivant. 
as is usual in such cases." 


The pursuivant then advanced, and proclaimed, in the 
formal and fatal phrase befitting the occasion, that Eve¬ 
line Berenger, lawfully summoned, refusing to admit the 


King’s forces iuio her castle, and to deliver up the body 
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of a false traitor, called Damian de Laof, had hersdf 
incurred the penalty of high treason, and had involved 
within the same doom all who aided, abetted, or main* 
tained her in holding out the said castle against their 
allegiance to Henry of Anjou. The trumpets, so soon 
as the voice of the herald had ceased, confirmed the 
doom he had pronounced, fay a long and ominous peal, 
startling from their nests the owl and the raven, who 
replied to it by their ill-boding screams. 

The defenders of the castle looked on each other with 
blank and defected countenances, while Monthermer, 
raising aloft his lance, exclaimed, as be turned his hmse 
fiom the castle gate, ** When 1 next approach the Garde 
Doloureuse, It wiU be not merely to intimate, but to 
execute, the mandate of my Sovereign.** 

As Eveline stood pensively to b^ld Che retreat of 
Monthermer and his associates, and to consider what 
was to be done in this emeigency, She heard one of the 
Flemings, in a low tone, ask an Englishman, who stood 
beside him, what was the meaning of a traitor. 

** One who betrayeth a trust reposed—a betrayer,'* said 
the interpreter. 

The phrase which he used recalled to Eveline's memory 
her bo^ng vision or dream. "Alasf** she said, *'the 
vengeance of the fiend is about to be accomplished. 
Widow'd wife and wedded 4hese epithets have 

long been mine. Betrothed! woe's me 1 it is the key¬ 
stone of my destiny. Betrayer 1 am now denounced, 
though, thank God, I am dear from the guilt J It only 
follows that I should be betrayed, and the evil prophecy 
will be fulfilled to the very letter.** 
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CHAP. XXIX. 

Ont m ye, ow!t; Nothing bnt songs ^ death t 

Ricuakd III. 

H ORE than three months had elapsed since the 
event narrated in the last chapter, and it had 
been the precursor of others of still greater im¬ 
portance, which will evolve themselves in the course of 
Qur narrative. But, as we profess to present to the 
reader not a precise detail of circumstanoefi, according to 
their order and date, but a series of pictures, endeavour- 
ing to exhibit the most striking incidents before the eye 
or imagination of those whom it may concern, we there¬ 
fore open a nevr scene, and bring other actors upon the 
stage. 

Along a wasted tract of country, more than twelve 
miles distant from the Garde Doloureuse, in the heat of 
a summer noon, which shed a burning lustre on the 
silent valley, and the blackened ruins of the cottages 
with which it had been once graced, two travellers walked 
slowly, whose palmer cloaks, pilgrims’ staves, large 
slouched hats, with a scallop-shell bound on the front of 
each, above all, 'the cross, cut in red cloth upon their 
shoulders, marked them as pilgrims who had accom¬ 
plished their vow, and had returned from that fatal 
bourne, from which, in those days, returned so few of 
the thousands who visited it, whether in the love of en¬ 
terprise or in the ardour of devotion. 

The pilgrims bad passed that morning through a scene 
of devastation similar to, and scarce siupassed in misery 
by, those which they had erften trod during the wars 
of the Cross. They had seen hamlets which appeared 
to have suffered ali the fury of military execution, the 
houses being burned to the ground; and in many cases 
the carcasses of the miserable inhabitants, or rather relics 
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of such objects, were suspended on temporary gibbets^ 
or on the trees, which had been allowed to remain stand* 
ing, only, it would seem, to serve the convenience of the 
executioners. living creatures they saw none, excepting 
those wild denizens of nature who seemed silently re* 
suming the now wasted district, from which they m^ht 
have been formerly expelled by the course of civilisation. 
Their ears were no less disagreeably occupied than thdr 
eyes. The pensive travellers might indeed hear the 
screams of the raven, as if lamenting the decay of the 
carnage on wjiich he had been gorged; and now and 
then the plaintive bowl of some dog, deprived of his 
home and master; but no sounds which argued either 
labour or domestication of any kind. 

The sable figures, who, with wearied steps, as it ap* 
peared, travelled through these scenes of desolation and 
ravage, seemed assimilated to them in appearance. 
They spoke not with each other—^they looked not to 
each other—but one, the shorter of the pair, keeping 
about half-a-pace in front of his companion, they moved 
slowly, as priests returning from a sinner's death>bed, 
or rather as spectres flitting along the precincts of a 
churchyard. 

At length they reached a grassy mound, on the top of 
which was placed one of those receptacles for the dead 
of the ancient British chiefs of distinction, called Kist* 
vaen, which are composed of upright fragments of 
granite* so placed as to form a stone coffin, or some* 
thing bearing that resemblance. The sepulchre had 
been long violated by the victorious Saxons, either in 
scorn, or in idle curiosity, or becaxise treasures were 
supposed to be sometimes concealed in such spots. The 
huge flat stone which had once been the cover of the 
coffin, if so it might be termed, lay brc^cen in two pieces 
at some distance from the sepulchre; and, overgrown 
as the fragments were with grass and lichens, showed 
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plainly that the lid had been xemoved to its present 
situation many years before. A stunted and doddered 
oak still spread Its branches over the open and rude 
inaus(deum» as if the Droid's badge and emblem, shat> 
tered and storm-broken, was stiQ bending to offer its 
protectum to the last remnants of thdr worship. 

'*This,^ then, is the Kisi->vaen^ said the shorter 
pilgrim; *** and here we must abide tidings of our scout. 
But what, Philip Guarine, have we to expect as an ex¬ 
planation of the devastation whldi we have traversed ? " 

*' Sofhe incursion of the Wdsh wolve^, my lord," re> 
plied Guarine; **and, by Our Lady, here lies a poor 
Saxon sheep whom they have snapped up," 

The Constable (for he was the pilgrim who had walked 
foremost) turned as he heard his squire speak, and saw 
the corpse of a i^an among the long grass; by which, 
indeed, it was so hidden, that he himself had passed 
without notice, what the esquire, in less abstracted mood, 
had not fiuled to observe. The leathern doublet of the 
slain bespoke him an English peasant—^the body lay on 
its face, and the arrow which had caused bis death still 
stuck in his bade. 

Philip Guarine, mth the cool indifference of one ac¬ 
customed to such scenes, drew the shaft from the man’s 
back, as omnposedly as he would have removed it from 
the body of a deer. With dmilar indifference the Con¬ 
stable signed to Us esquire to give him the arr^w— 
looked at it udth indolent curiosity, and then said, 
** Thou hast Ibigotten thy old craft, Guarine, when thou 
callest that a Welsh shaft. Trust me, it flew from a 
Noraum b6#; but why it should be found in the body 
of that Ehgflsh churl, I can ill guess." 

'* Some runaway s^, I would wa]Tant--'Some mongrel 
cur, who had joined the WdSh pack of hounds," an¬ 
swered the esquire^ 

Xt may be so,*' said die Constable; " but 1 rather 
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oug^r some civil war among the Lords Maxcfaers them¬ 
selves. The Welsh, indeed, sweep the villages, and 
leave nothing behind them but blood and ashes, but 
here even ca.stles seem to have been stormed and taken 
May God send us good news of the Garde Doloureuse 

'*Amenr* replied his squire; *',but if Renault Vidal 
brings it, 'twill be the first time be has proved a bird of 
good omen." 

*' Philip," said the Constable, ** I have already told 
thee thou art a jealous-pated fooL How many time^ 
has Vidal shown his faith in doubt—^his address in 
difficulty—^his* courage in battle-4iis patience under 
suffering ? ** 

"It may be all vary true, my lord," replied Guarine ; 
yet—but what avails to speak ?—I own he has done you 
sometimes good service ; but loath were 1 that your life 
or honour were at the mercy of Renault Vidal." 

" In the name of all the saints, thou peevish and 
stispicious fool, what is it thou canst found upon to his 
prejudice ? " 

" Nothing, my lord," replied Guarine, ** but instinctive 
suspicion and aversion. The child, that, for the first 
time, sees a snake knows nothing of its evil properties, 
yet he will not chase it and take it |ip as he would a 
butterfly. Such is my dislike of Vidal—1 cannot help it. 
I could pardon the man his malicious and gloomy side¬ 
long looks, when he thinks no one observes him; but his 
sneering laugh 1 cannot forgive—it is like the beast we 
heard of in Judea, who laughs thqr say before be tears 
and destroys," 

*' Philip,” said De Lacy, *' I am sorry for thee—sorry, 
from my soul, to see sudi a predominating and causeless 
jealousy occupy the brain of a gallant old.aoldier.. Here, 
in this last misfortune, to recall no more ancient proofs 
of his fidelity, could he mean otherwise than well with 
us, when, thrown by shipwreck upon the coast of Wales, 
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we would have been doomed to instant death, had the 
Cymri recognised in me the Constable of Chester, and in 
thee his trusty esquire, the executioner of his commands 
against the Welsh in so many instances ? ” 

**1 acknowledge,” said Philip Guarine, "death had 
surely been our fortune, had not that man’s ingenuity 
represented us as pilgrims, and under that character, 
acted as our interpreter—and in that character he entirely 
precluded us from getting information from any one 
respecting the state of things here, which it behoved your 
lordship much to know, and which 1 must needs say 
looks gloomy and suspicious enough. ” 

" Still art thou a fool, Guarine,” said the Constable ; 
*' for, look you, had Vidal meant ill by us, why should 
he not have betrayed us to the Welsh, or suffered us, by 
showing such knowledge as thou and I may have of their 
gibberish, to betray ourselves ? ” 

" Well, my lord,” said Guarine, "I maybe silenced 
but not satisfied. All the fair words he can speak—all 
the fine tunes he can play—Renault Vidal will be to iny 
eyes ever a dark and suspicious man, with features 
always ready to mould themselves into the fittest form to 
attmet confidence; with a tongue framed to utter the 
most flattering ai^ agreeable words at one time, and 
at another to play shrewd plainness or blunt honesty ; 
and an eye, which, when he thinks himself unobserved, 
contradicts every assumed expression of features, every 
protestation of honesty, and every word of courtesy or 
cordiality to which his tongue has given utterance. But 
T speak not more on the subject; only I am an old 
mastiff, of the true breed—I love my master, but cannot 
endure some of those whom he favours ; and yonder, as 
I judge, con\es Vidal, to give us such an account of our 
satuation as it shall please him.” 

A horseman was indeed seen advancing in the path 
towards the Kist->yaen, with a hasty pace ; and his dress, 
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in which something of the Eastern fashion was manifest, 
with the fantastic attire usually worn by men of his pro* 
fession, made the Constable aware that the minstrel, of 
whom they were speaking, was rapidly approaching 
them. 

Although Hugo de Lacy rendered this attendant no 
more than what in justice he supposed his services de¬ 
manded, when be vindicated him from the suspicions 
thrown out by Guarine, yet at the bottom of his heart he 
had sometimes shared those suspicions, and was often 
angry at himself, as a just and honest man, for censuring, 
on the slight testimony of looks, and sometimes casual 
expressions, a fidelity which seemed to be proved by 
many acts of zeal and integrity. 

When Vidal approached and dismounted to make his 
obeisance, his master hasted to speak to him in words of 
favour, as if conscious he had been partly sharing 
Guarine's unjust judgment upon him, by even listening 
to it. “Welcome, my trusty Vidal,*’ he said; “thou 
hast been the raven that fed us on the mountains of 
Wales, be now the dove that brings us good tidinge from 
the Marches.—'Fhou art silent. What mean these down¬ 
cast looks—that embarrassed carriage—that cap plucked 
down o'er thine eyes ?—In God’s name, man, speak !— 
Fear not for me—I can bear worse than tongue of man 
may tell. Thou hast seen me in the wars of Palestine 
when my brave followers fell, man by man, around me, 
aiiid when 1 was left well-nigh alone—and did 1 blench 
then?—Thou hast seen me when the ship’s ked lay 
grating on the rock, and the billows flew in foam over 
her dedc—did 1 blench then?—No—^nor will I now,” 

“ Boast not,” said the minstrel, looking fixedly upon 
the Constable, as he assumed tlie port and coun¬ 
tenance of one who sets Fortune and her utmost 
malice at defiance—’ ’ boast not, lest thy bands be made 
strong,” 
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Ther0 was a pause of a minute, during which the 
group formed at this instant a singular picture. 

Afraid to yet ashamed to seem to fear the ill 
tidings which impended, the Constable confronted his 
messenger with person erect, arms folded, and brow 
expanded with resolution; while the ntinstrel, carried 
beyond his usual and guarded apathy by the interest 
of the moment, bent on his master a keen fixed 
glance, as if to observe whether his courage was real or 

assumed. 

Philip Guarine, on the other hand, to whom Heaven, 
in assigning him a rough exterior, had denied neither 
sense nor observation, kept his eye in turn firmly fixed 
on Vidal, as if endeavouring to determine what was the 
character of that deep interest which gleamed in the 
minstrd’s looks apparently, and was unable to ascertain 
whether it was that of a faithful domestic sympathetically 
agitated by the bad news with which he was about to 
afflict his roaster, or that of an executioner standing with 
his knife suspended over his victim, deferring his blow 
until he diould discover where it would be most sensibly 
felt. In Guarinc’s mind, prejudiced, perhaps, by the 
previous opinion he had entertained, the latter sentiment 
so decidedly predominated, that he longed to raise his 
staff, aud strike down to the earth the servant, who 
seemed thus to enjoy the protracted sufferings of their 
common master. 

At length a convulsive movement crossed the brow of 
the Constable, and Guarine, vriien he beheld a sardonic 
smile begiu to curl Vidal’s lip, could keep dldice no 
longer. ** Vidal," he said, '* thou art a — 

**A bearer of bad tidings," said Vidal, interrupting 
hinu ** therefore subject to the misconstruction of every 
fool who cannot distinguish between the author of harm, 
and him who unwillingly reports it." 

**To what purpose Uiis dday?" ^d the Constable, 
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** Come, Sir Minstrel, I will spare you a pang'->Evdine 
has forsaken and forgotten me ? " 

The minstrd assented by a low indinatioBu 
Hugo de Lacy paced a short turn before the stone 
monument, endeavouring to conquer the deep emotion 
which he felt. ** 1 forgive her," he said. ** Forgive, did 
1 say-o-Alas 1 I have nothing to forgive. She used but 
tire right 1 left in her hand—^yes—our date of engage¬ 
ment was out-'-she had heard of my losses-Hnny drfeats 
—the destruction of my hopes—^the expenditure of my 
wealth ; and^as taken the first opportunity whidi strict 
law afforded to break off her engagement with one bank¬ 
rupt in fortune and fame. Many a maiden would have 
done—perhaps in prudence should have done—^this;— 
but that woman's name should not have been Eveline 
Bercnger." 

He leaned on his esquire's arm, and for an Instant laid 
his head on his shoulder with a depth of emotion which 
Guarine had never before seen him betray, and which, in 
awkward kindness, be could only attempt to console by 
bidding his master, " be of good cotirage—he had lost 
but a woman." 

This is no selfish emotion, Philip," said the Con¬ 
state, resuming self-command. ** h grieve less that she 
has left me, than that she has misjudged me—that she 
has treated me as the pawnbroker does his wietdmd 
Qi^ditork who arrests the pledge as the vety moment 
^pses within which it might have been rdieved. IXd She 
tten tbiidc that I in my turn would have been a creditor 
so rigid?—^that I, who, since I knew her, scarcti deemed 
myself worthy of her when I had wealth and tone, 
should insi||t on her sharing my diminished and dtgf^ed 
fortune^? How little she ever knew me, or how sdfish 
must she have supposed my misfortunes to, have made 
me 1. But.be it so->«he is gone, and may she he happy. 
The thought that she disturbed me, shall' pasii‘'fix)iii my 
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mind ; and 1 vrill think she has done that which I 
self, as her best friend, must in honour have advised.'* 

So saying, his countenance, to the surprise of his 
attendants, resumed its usual firm composure. 

“ I give you joy." said the esquire, in a whisper to the 
minstrel; ** your evil news have wounded less deeply 
than, doubtless, you believed was possible." 

"Alasl" replied the minstrel, "I have others and 
worse bdbind." 

This answer was made in an equivocal tone of voice, 
corresponding to the peculiarity of his manner, and, 
like that seoning emotion, of a deep bufvery doubtful 
character. 

Eveline Berenger is then married," stud the Con> 
stable ; '*and, let me make a wild guess.—^sbe has not 
abandoned the family, though she has forsaken the in* 
dividual<*>she is still a Lacy ? ha ?—Dolt that thou art, 
wilt thou not understand me ? She is married to Damian 
de Lacy—^to my nephew ? ” 

The effort with which the Constable gave breath to 
this supposition formed a strange contrast to the con¬ 
strained smile to which he compelled his features while 
he uttered it. With such a smile a man about to drink 
poison might name a health, as be put the fatal beverage 
to his lips. 

** No, my Lord—not married," answered the minstrel, 
with an emphasis on the word, which the Constable knew 
how to interi^et ** 

** No, no,'* be rq>lied quickly, ** not married, perhaps, 
but engaged—troth-plighted. Wherefore not ? The date 
of her old affiance was out, why not enter into a new 
engagement > " 

" The Lady Eveline and Sir Damian De Lacy are not 
affianced that I know of," answered his attendant. 

This reply drove De Lacy's patience to extremity. 

** Dog I dost thou trifle with mie 1" be exclaimed. 
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** Vile wire-pincher, thou torturest me! Speak the worst 
at once, or I will presently make thee minstrel to the 
household of Satan.** 

Calm and collected did the minstrd reply«*T>** The 
Lady Eveline and Sir Damian are neither married nor 
affianced, my lord. They have loved and lived together 
’—par amours*' 

" Dog, and son of a dog," said De Lacy, *' thouliest t*' 
And, seizing the minstrel by the breast, the exasperated 
baron shook him vrith his whole strength. But. great as 
that strength was, it was unable to stagger Vidal, a 
practised wresfler, in the firm posture which he had 
assumed, any more than his master’s wrath could disturb 
the composure of the minstrel’s bearing. » 

" Confess thou hast lied," said the Constable, releasing 
him, after having effected by his violence no greater 
degree of agitation than the exertion of human for^ 
produces upon the rocking stones of the Druids, which 
may be shaken, indeed, but not displaced. 

Were a lie to buy my own life, yea, the lives of all my 
tribe,*’ said the minstrel, " I would not tell one. But 
truth itself is ever termed falsehood when it counteracts 
the train of our passions." 

'' Hear him, Philip Guarine, hear him I *’ exclaimed 
the Constable, turning hastily to his squire. * * He tells 
me of ray disgrace<»of the dishonour of my house—of 
tliC depravity of those whom 1 have loved the best in the 
w orTd—^he tells me of it with a calm look, an eye com¬ 
posed, an unfaltering tongue.—Is this—can it be natural? 
Is De Lacy sunk so low, that his dishonour shall be told 
by a common strolling minstrel, as calmly as if it were a 
theme for a vain ballad? Perhaps thou wilt make u 
one, ha 1" as be concluded, darting a furious glance at 
the minstrel. 

** Perhaps 1 might, my lord,*’ rqplied the minstrd, 
** were it not that 1 must record therein the disgrace of 
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Renault Vidal, who served a lord without dther patience 
to bear insults and wrongs, or spirit to revenge them <»i 
the authors of his shame." 

Thou art right, thou art right, good fdlow,'* said the 
Constabl e , hastily; it is vengeance now alone which is 
left us—^And yet upon whom ? ” 

As he spoke he walked shortly and hastily to and fro ; 
and, becoming suddenly silent, stood still and wrung his 
hands with deep emotion. 

** 1 told thee,"said the minstrd to Guarine, *' that my 
muse would find a tender part at last. Dost thou re* 
member the bull-fight we saw in Spaih?—^A thousand 
little darts perplexed and annoyed the noble animal, ere 
he received the last deadly thxust from the lance of the 
Moorish cavalier." 

Man, or fiend, be which thou wilt," replied Guarine. 
**that can thus drink in with pleasure, and contemplate 
at your ease, the misery of another, I bid thee beware of 
me 1 Utter thy cold-blooded taunts in some other ear ; 
for if my tongue be blunt, 1 wear a sword that is sharp 
enough." 

Thou hast seen me amongst swords," answered the 
minstrel, **andknowest how little terror th^ have for 
such as I am.", Yet as he spoke he drew off from the 
tsquire. He had, in fact, cudy addressed him'in that 
son .of fulness of heart, which would have vented itself in 
soliloquy if alone, and now poured itsdf out on the 
nearest auditor, without the speaker being entirel/'con- 
icioas of the sentiments which his q>eecb excited. 

Few minutes had ehq>sed before the Constable of 
Chester had regained the calm external semblance with 
whi^, until this last dreadful wound, he had borne all 
the inflictions of fortune. He turned towards his fol¬ 
lowers, and addressed the minstrel with his usual calm¬ 
ness, Thou art right, good fellow," he said. in what 
thou saidst to me but now, and 1 ibrgive thm the taunt 
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which accompanied thy good counsel! Speak out, in God’s 
namel and speak to one prepared to endure the evil 
which God hath sent him. Certes, a good knight is best 
known in battle, and a Christian in the time of trouble 
and adversity." 

The tone in which the Constable spoke seemed to pro¬ 
duce a corresponding effect upon the deportment of his 
followers. Tte minstrel dropped at once the cynical and 
audacious tone in which he had hitherto seemed to tamper 
with the passions of his master ; and in language simple 
and respectful, and whidi even approached to sympathy, 
informed him gf the evil news which he had collected 
during his absence. It was indeed disastrous. 

The refusal of the Lady Evdine Berenger to admit 
Monthehner and his forces into her castle, had of course 
given circulation and credence to all the calumnies which 
had been circulated to her prejudice, and that of Damian 
de Lacy; and there were many who, for various causes, 
were interested in spreading and supporting these 
slanders. A large force had been sent into the country 
to subdue the insurgent peasants; and the knights and 
nobles despatched for that purpose, failed not to avenge 
to the uttermost, upon the wretched plebeians, the noble 
blood which th^ had spilled during their temporary 
triumph. • 

The followers of the unfortunate Wenlock were infected 
with the same persuasion. Blamed by many for a hasty 
and,cowardly surrender of a post ti^ch might have 
been defended, they endeavoured to vindicate them¬ 
selves by alle^ng the hostile demonstrations De 
Lacy’s cavalry as the sole cause their premature sub¬ 
mission. 

These ruihoars, supported by such interested testimony, 
spread wide and fer through the land; and, joined to 
the undeniable feet that Damian had sought refuge in 
the strong castle of Garde Doloureuse, whl^ was now 
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defending itself against the royal arms, animated the 
numerous enemies of the house of De Lacy, and drove 
its vassals and friends almost to despair, as men re¬ 
duced either to disown their feudal allegiance, or renounce 
that still more sacred fealty which they owed to their 
sovereign. 

At this crisis they received intelligence that the wise 
and active monarch by whom the sceptre of England was 
then swayed, was moving towards that part of England, 
at the head of a large body of soldiers, for the purpose 
at once of pressing the siege of the Garde Doloureuse, 
and completing the suppression of the, insurrection of 
the peasantry, which Guy Monthermer had nearly 
accomplished. 

In this emergency, and when the friends and depen¬ 
dants of the House of Lacy scarcely knew which hand to 
turn to, Randal, the Constable’s kinsman, and, after 
Damian, his heir, suddenly app)eared amongst them, 
with a royal commission to raise and command such 
followers of the family as might not desire to be involved 
in the suppiosed treason of the Constable’s delegate. In 
troublesome times men's vices are forgotten, provided 
they display activity, courage, and prudence, the virtues 
then most required ; and the app)earance of Randal, who 
was by no means deficient in any of these attributes, 
was received as a good omen by the followers of his 
cousin. They quickly gathered around hhn, surrendered 
to the ro 3 ral mandate such strongholds as they possessed, 
and, to vindicate themsdves from any participation in 
the alleged crimes of Damian, they distinguished 4iem- 
sdves, under Randal's command, against such scattered 
bodies of peasantry as still kept the field, or lurked in 
the mountains and passes; and conducted themselves 
with such severity after success, as made the troopxs even 
of Monthermer appear gentle and clement in comparison 
iviU) those of De Lacy. Finally, with the banner of bis 
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ancient house displayed, and five hundred good men 
assembled under it, Randal appeared before the Garde 
Doloureuse, and joined Henry's camp there. 

The castle was already hardly pressed, and the few 
defenders, disabled by wounds, watching, and privation, 
had now the additional discouragement to see displayed 
against their walls the only banner in England, under 
which they had hoped forces might be mustered for their 
aid. 

The high-spirited entreaties of Eveline, unbent by 
adversity and want, gradually lost effect on the defenders 
of the castle; and proposals for surrender were urged 
and discussed by a tumultuary council, into which not 
only the inferior officers, but many of the common men, 
had thrust themselves, as in a period of such general dis¬ 
tress as unlooses all the bonds of discipline, and leaves 
each man at liberty to speak and act for himself. To 
their surprise, in the midst of their discussions, Damian 
de Lac^, arisen from the sick-bed to which he had been 
so long confined, appegired among them, pale and feeble, 
his cheek tinged with the ghastly look which is left by 
long illness—he leaned on his page, Amclot. * * Gentle¬ 
men," he said, " and soldiers—yet why should I call you 
either 7—Gentlemen are ever ready to die in behalf of a 
lady—^Idlers hold life in scorn ccxnpared to their 
honour.*’ 

*' Out upon him I out upon him 1 '* exclaimed some of 
the soldiers, interrupting him ; he would have us, who 
are innocent, die the death of traitors, and be hanged 
in otlr armour over the walls, rather than part with his 
leman." 

*'Peaoe< irreverent slave !** said Damian, in a voice 
like thunder, "or my last blow shall be a mean one, 
aimed against such a caitiff as thou art.—And you," he 
ccHitinued, addressing the rest,—"you, who are shrink¬ 
ing from the toils of your ju-ofession, because if you 
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persist in a course of honour, death may dose them a 
few years sooner than it needs must—^you, who are 
scared like children at the sight of a death's-head, do 
not suppose that Damian de Lacy would dedre to shelter 
himself at the expense of those lives which you hold so 
dear. Make your bargain with King Henry. Deliver 
me up to his justice, or his severity ; or, if you like it 
better, Strike my head from my body, and hurl it, as a 
peace-oiTering, from the walls of the castle. To God, in 
his good time, will I trust for the dearance of mine 
honour. In a word, surrender me, dead or alive, or 
open the gates and permit me to suirender mysdf. 
Only, as ye are men, since I may not say better of ]re, 
care at least for the safety of your mistress, and make 
such terms as may secure her ^cty, and save yourselves 
from the dishonour of being hdd cowardly and peijured 
caitiffr in your graves." 

^*Methinks the youth speaks wdl and reasonably," 
said Wilkin Flammock. ** Let us e’en make a grace of 
surrendering his body up to the King, and assure thereby 
such terms as we can for oursdves and the lady, ere the 
last morsel of our provision is consumed." 

** 1 would hardly have proposed this measure," said, 
or rather mumbled, Father Aldrovand, who had recently 
lost four of his front teeth by a stone from a sling,*— 
**yet, being so generously offered by the party princi¬ 
pally concerned, I hold with the learnt scholiast. Volenti 
non fit injuria." «' 

** Priest and Fleming," said the old banner-man, Ralph 
Genvil, ** 1 see how the wind stirreth you; but you de¬ 
ceive yoursdves if you think to make our young master. 
Sir Damian, a scapegoat for your light lady.--Ii^y. never 
irown nor fiune, Sir Damian ; if you know not your safest 
course, we know it for you.—Followers of De Lacy, 
throw yourselves on your horses, and two men on one, 
if it be necessary—we will take this«stubbom boy in the 
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midst of us, and the dainty squire Amelot shall be pri¬ 
soner too, if be trouble us with his peevish opposition. 
Then let us make a fair sally upon the supers. Those 
who can cut their way through vrill shift well enough; 
those who fall, will be provided for." 

A shout from the troopers of Lacy's band approved 
this proposal Whilst the followers of Berenger ex- 
pQStt^ted in loud and angiy tone, Eveline, summoned 
by the tumult, in vain endeavoured to appease it; and 
the anger aud entreaties of Damian were equally lost 
on his foUowc^ To each and either the answer was the 
same. 

**Have you no care of it—Because you love pat 
am&urst is it reasonable you should throw away your 
life and ours ? *' So exclaimed Genvil to De Lacy; and 
in softer language, but with equal obstinacy, the fol¬ 
lowers of Raymond Berenger refused on the present 
occasion to listen to the commands or prayers of his 
daughter. 

\^lkin Flammock had retreated from the tumult, 
when he saw the turn which matters had taken. He 
left the castle by a sally-port, of which he had been 
entrusted with the key, and proceeded without observa¬ 
tion or Opporition to the royal camp, prhere he requested 
aceei» to the ^vereign. This was easily obtained, and 
Wilkin speedily found himself in the presence of King 
Henry. The monarch was in his royal pavilion, at¬ 
tended . by two of his sons, Richard and John, who 
afterward^, swayed the sceptre of Ei^land with very 
differeht auspices. 

**^oa^,&ow?—^What art thou?" was the royal ques¬ 
tion. 

*'An honest man, from the castle of the Garde 
Dolounsuse." 

may*st 1|e honest,” replied the Soveseign, 
** but thou comest from a nest of traitors.'* 
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** Such as they are, my lord, it is my purpose to put 
them at your royal disposal; for they have no longer 
the wisdom to guide themselves, and lack alike prudence 
to hold out, and grace to submit. But 1 would first 
know of your grace to what terms you will admit the 
defenders of yonder garrison ? ** 

''To such as kings give to traitors," said Henry, 
sternly—" sharp knives and totigh cords." 

" Nay, my gracious lord, you must be kinder than 
that amounts to. if the castle is to be rendered by my 
means; else will your cords and knives have only my 
poor body to work upon, and you will be*’^as far as ever 
from the inside of the Garde Doloureuse." 

The King looked at him fixedly. " Thou knowest„" 
he said, “the law of arms. Here, provost-marshal, 
stands a traitor, and yonder stands a tree." 

'' And here is a throat," said the stout-hearted Fleming, 
unbuttoning the collar of Itis doublet. 

“By mine honour," said Prince Richard, **a sturtty 
and faithful yeoman 1 It w'ere better send such fellows 
their dinner, and then bufifet it out with them for the 
castle, than to starve them as the b^garly Frenchmen 
famish their hounds." 

“Peace, Richa^," said his father; “thy wit is over 
green and thy blood over hot, to make thee my coun¬ 
sellor here.’—'And you, knave, speak you some reasonable 
terms, and we will not be over strict with thea" 

“ First, then," said the Fleming, “ I stipulate full knd 
free pardon for life, limb, body, and goods, ,to me, 
Wilkin Flammock, and my daughter Rose." 

"A true Fleming," said Prince John ; “ he lakes care 
of himself in the first instance." 

“ His request," said the King, “ is reasonable. What 
'-ext ? " 

“Safety in life, honour, and kuid^ for the demoiselle 
Eveline Wenger.*' 

S44 



THE BETROTHEfX 

'** HoWf sir knave I *' sdd the King* angrily, ** is it for 
each as thou to dictate to our judgment or clemency in 
the case of a noble Norman lady 7 Confine thy mediation 
to such as thyself; or rather render us this castle without 
farther dday; and be assured thy doing so will be of 
more service to the traitors within, than weeks more 
of resistance, which must and Shall be bootless.'* 

The Fleming stood silent, unwilling to surrender with¬ 
out some specific terms, yet half convinced, from the 
situaUon in which he had left the garrison of the Garde 
Doloureuse, t^at his admitting the King's forces would 
be, perhaps, the best he could do for Lady Eveliue. 

like thy fidelity, fellow," said the King, whose 
acute eye perceived the struggle in the Fleming's bosom; 
**tnit carry not thy stubbornness too far. Have we not 
said we will be gmcious to yonder offenders, as far as our 
Toy^ duty will permit ? " 

** And, royal father," said Prince John, interposing, 
'* I pray you let me have the grace to take first pos¬ 
session of the Garde Doloureuse, and the wardship or 
forfeiture of the offending lady." 

'*/ pray you also, my royal father, to grant John's 
boon," said his brother Richard, in a tone of mockery. 
** Consider, royal father, it is the first desire he hath 
shown to approach the barriers of the castle, though we 
have attacked them forty times at least. Marry, cross- 
bqw and mangonel were busy on the former occasions, 
and it is like they will be silent now.” 

**Peace, Richard," said the King; **your words, 
aimed at thy brother's honour, pierce my heart—John, 
thou hast thy boon as concerns the castle ; for the 
unhappy young lady, we will take her in our own daarge. 
—Fleming, how many men wilt thou tindenake to 
admit?" 

Ere Flammodt ixnild answer, n squire approached 
Prince Richard, and whispered in his ear, so as to 
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be heard by all present, *' We have discovered that aome 
internal disturbance, or other cause unknown, has with¬ 
drawn many of the warders from the castle walls, and 
that a sudden attack might* 

**Dost thou hear that, John?” exclaimed Richard. 
** Ladders, man—ladders, and to the walk How 
I should ddight to see thee on the highest round—thy 
knees shaking*—thy hands grasping convuluvely, like 
those of one in an ague fit—^ air around thee, save a 
baton or two of wood—the moat below*—half'ardozen 
pikes at thy throat ^ 

** Peace, Richard, for shame, if not for diarity J ” said 
his £uher, in a tone of anger, mingled with gri^ ** And 
thou, John, get ready for the assault." 

**As soon as I have put on my armour, father," 
answered the Prince ; and withdrew slowly, with a 
visage so blank as to promise no speed in his prepara¬ 
tions. 

His brother laughed as he retired, and said to his 
squire, It were no bad jest, Alberick, to cany the 
place ere John can change his silk doublet for a steel 
one.” 

So saying, he hastily withdrew, and bis father ex* 
daimed in paternal distress, ** Out, alas! as much too 
hot as bis brother is too cold; but it is the manlier fault. 
—Gloucester," said he to tl^t celebrated earl, '* take 
sufficient strength, and follow Prince Richard to gtord 
and sustain him. If any one can rule him^ it must be 
a knight of thy established fame. Alas, alas 1 for what 
sin have 1 deserved the affliction of these cruel family 
feuds I" 

**Be comforted, my lord," said the chancdfor,, who 
was also in attendance. 

** Speak not of comfort to a father, whose sons ere at 
discord with eadh other, and agree,only in foeh disobe- 
dience to him 1** 
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Tims spoke Henry the Second, than whom tab wiser, 
or, generally speaking, more fortunate monanih ever sat 
upon the throne of ^gland ; yet whose life is a striking 
illustration, how family dissensions ean tarnish the most 
brilliant lot to which Heaven permits humanity to aspire; 
and how little gratified ambition, esctended power, and 
the highest reputation in war and !ta peace, can do 
towards curing the wounds of domestic affliction. 

Tlie sadden and fiery attack of Richard, who hastened 
to-the'escalade at the head of a score of followers, col* 
lectcd at random, had the complete effect of surprise; 
and having surmounted the ' walls' with their ladders, 
before the contending parties within were almost aware 
of the assault, the assailants bunt open the gates, and 
admiiied Gloucester, who had hastily followed with a 
stronjg'body of men*at*arms. The garrison, in their state 
of siwprise, confusion, and disunion, offered' bilt little 
resistance, and would have been put to the sword, and 
the {ji4ae‘plundered, had' not Henry hhnself enter^ it. 
and b^liii personal exertions and authority, restrained 
the excetefis'of the dissolute soldiery. 

The King conducted himself, considering the times 
aifd thb^^ovocation, with laudable moderation. He 
contented' hims^ with disarming and dismissing the 
oommoei soldiers, giving them some trifle to cany them 
out of tfaie country, lest want should lead them to form 
theipSelves into bands of robbers. The officers were 
more sevefelp treated, being for the greater part thrown 
into ’dtangeons, to abide the course of the law. In par* 
ticdlari iliii^sonment was the lot Of Damian de liicy, 
against whom, believing the various charges with which 
Ite'was-'loaded, Henry was so highly incensed, that he 
purposed to make him an example to all Ihlse knights 
atad ‘di^yal subjects. To the Lady Eveline Bet«nger 
he assign^ her own apartment as a prison, in which she 
was honourably attended by Rose and Alice, but guarded 
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with the utmost strictness. It was generally retried 
that her demesnes would be declared a forfeiture to the 
crown, and bestowed, at least in part, upon Randal de 
Lacy, who had done good service during the siege. Her 
person, it was thought, was destined to the seclusion of 
some distant French nunnery, where she might at Idsure 
repent her of her follies and her rashness. 

Father Aldrovand was delivered up to the discipline of 
his convent, long experience having very effectually 
taught Henry the imprudence of infringing On the privi¬ 
leges of the church; although, when* the King first 
beheld him with a rusty corselet clasped over his frock, 
he with difiiculty repressed the desire to cause him 
to be banged over the battlements, to preach to the 
ravens. 

With Wilkin Flammock Henry held much conference, 
particularly cm the subject of manufactures and com¬ 
merce ; on which the sound-headed, though blunt-spOken 
Fleming, was well qualified to instruct an intelligent 
monarch. “Thy intentions,” he said, “shall not be 
forgotten, good fellow, though they have been antici¬ 
pated by the headlong valour of my son Richard, which 
has cost some poor caitiffs their lives—Richard loves not 
to sheathe a bloodless weapon. But thou and thy countiy- 
men shall return to thy mills yonder, with a full pardon 
for past offences, so that you meddle no more with such 
treasonable matters. ” * 

“And our privileges and duties, my4iege?” said 
Flammock. '' Your Majesty knows well we lafe IdiSlalB 
to the lord of this castle, and must follow him id lil^ttlb^*’ 
“ It shall no longer be so,” said Henry ; wlflDlldttn 
a community of Flemings here, and thou, Flammoek, 
shall be Mayor, that thou mayst not plead feudal 
obedience for a relapse into treason. ” 

“Treason, my li^ei”said Flammock', tolling, yet 
scMce venturing, to interpose a word in behalf of Lady 
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Evelinej for whom, despite the constitutional coolness of 
his temperameat, he really felt much interest—** I would 
that your Graee but justly knew bow many threads went 
to that wool” 

'* Peace, sirrah I—^meddle with your loom/’ said 
Hezuy; ** and if we deign to speak to thee conceming 
the mechanical arts which thou dost profess, take it for 
no warrant to intrude farther on our privacy." 

The Fleming retired, rebuked, and in silence; and the 
fate of the unhappy prisoners remained in the King’s 
bosom. He hvnsdf took up his lodging in the castle of 
the CSarde Poloureuse. as a convenient station for send> 
ing abroad parties to suppress and extinguish all the 
embers of rebellion ; and so active was Randal de Lacy 
on these occasions, that he appeared daily to rise in the 
King’s grace, and was gratified with considerable grants 
out of the domains of Berenger and Lacy, which the 
King seemed already to treat as forfeited property. 
Most men considered this growing favour of Randal as a 
perilous omen, both for the life of young De Lacy, and 
for the fate of the unfortunate Eveline. 


CHAP. XXX. 


A 9WWt » vow—I have a vow in. Hoavem, 

Shall / my soul t 

NOf notfor Vettice, —Merchant of Venice. 




HEcondusion of the last chapter contains die 
tidings with which the minstrel greeted his un¬ 
happy master. Hugo de Lacy ; not indeed with 
the same detail of circumstances with which we have 
been able to.invest the narrative, but so as to infer the 
general and appalling facts, that his betrothed bridb and 
beloved and trusted Jclnsman had leagued together for 
his didiooour--'had raised the banner of rebellkm against 
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their lawful soverdgn, aad. failing ia their aucbdous 
attempt, had brought the life one of them, at leaat, 
into the nu^t imminent danger, and the fortunes of the 
House of Lacy, unless some instant remedy could be 
found, to the very veige of ruin. 

Vidal marked the count^ianoe of his master os he 
spoke with the same keen observation which the chirur* 
geon gives to the progress of his dissectingoknife. There 
was grief on the Constable’s featurea~*deep grief^ut 
without the expression of abasement or prostration which 
usually accompanies it; anger and shame were there— 
but they were both of a noble character, seemingly 
medted by his bride and nephew’s transgressing the laws 
of all<^ance, honour, and virtue, rather than by the dis* 
grace and damage which he himself sustained through 
their crime. 

The minstrel was so mudi sistonished at tins change 
of deportment, from the sensitive acuteness of agony 
which attended the beginniag of his narrative, that he 
stepped back two paces, and gazing on the Constable 
with wonder, mixed with admiration, exclaimed, ** We 
have heard of martyrs in Palestine, but this exceeds 
theml" 

Wonder not*so much, good friend," said the Cem- 
stable, patiently; *'it is the first blow the l^ce or 
mace which pierces or sums—^those whieb follow aire Jittle 
felt"* 

Think, my lord/' said Vidal, *'al]i is loft^ove, 
dominion, high office, and tnight faiiMH-SO late j^^chief 
among nobles, now a poor palmer 1 ” 

‘‘Wouldst thou makt sport with my misery9'* said 
Hugo, sternly; ** but even that comes, of course, behind 
my back, and why should it not be endured when said 
to my face?—Know, then, minstrel, and put U in song if 
you,list, that Hugo de Lacy, having lostafi be carried 
to Pak'stine, and all which he left at home, is sdU lord 
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0t his own mind; and adver8it]r can no more shake him» 
than the breeSe which strips the oak of its leaves can 
tear np the trunk by the roots.*' 

** Now, by the tcnnb of my father," said the minstrel, 
rapturously, ** this man's nolirfeness is too much for my 
resolver’ and stepping hastily to the C<Mistable, he 
kneded on one knee, and osaight bis hand more freely 
than the state maintained hy men of De La^'s nmk 
usually permitted. 

** Here," said Vidal, **on this hand—4hi8 noble hand 
—I renounce — 

But ere be could utter another word, Hugo de Lacy, 
w1k>, perhaps, felt the freedom of the action as an in- 
truaon on his fallen condition, pulled back his hand, 
and bid the minstrel, with a stem frown, arise, and 
fcanember tfmt misfortune made not De Lat^ a fit 
personage for a miunmery. 

Renault Vidal rose rebuked. ** I had forgot," he said. 

the distance between an Armorican violer and a high 
Norman baron. I thought that the same depth of sorrow, 
the tiune burst of joy, levelled, for a moment at least, 
those artificial baxriers which men are divided. But 
it is well as it is. Live within the limits of your rank, as 
heretofore within your donjon tower and your fosses, my 
lord, undisturbed by the sjrmpathy of any mean man like 
me. I, too, have my duties to discharge." 

** And now to the Garde Doloureuse," said the baron, 
tnmihg to Philip Guarine~'‘ God knoweth bow well it 
deserveth the name 1—there to team, with our own eyes 
and ears,'the truth of these woful tidings. Dismount, 
minstrel, and pve me thy palfrey—I would. Guaiine, 
that I one Cor thee—as for Vidal, his attendance is 
less necessary. ■ I will fisce my foes, or my misfortones, 
like a man—that be assured <^, violer; and look not so 
salten, knave—1 will not forget old adherents." 

**One of thetn, at Idast, will not fenget you, my locd," 
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replied the minstrel, ivith his usual duUous tone of look 
and emphasis. 

But just as the Constable was about to prick forw'ards, 
two persons appeared on the path, mounted on one horse, 
who. hidden by some dwarf-wood, had come Visry near 
them without being perceived. They were male and 
female; and the man. who rode foremost, was such a 
picture of famine, as the eyes of the pilgrims had scarce 
witnessed in all the wasted lands through which they had 
travelled. His features, naturally sharp and thin, had 
disappeared almost entirely among the uncombed grey 
beard and hairs with which they werd' overshadowed ; 
and it was but the glimpse of a long nose, that seemed 
as sharp as the edge of a knife, and the twinkling glimpse 
of his grey eyes, which gave any intimation of bis linea¬ 
ments. His leg, in the wide old boot which miclosed it, * 
looked like the handle of a mop left by chance in a pail 
—^his arms were about the thic^ess of riding-rods—and 
such parts of his person as were not concealed ty the 
tatters of a huntsman’s cassock, seemed rather the appen¬ 
dages of a mummy than a live men. 

The female who sat behind this spectre exhibited disc 
some symptoms of extenuation ; but being a brkve jolly 
dame naturally, famine had not been able to render her 
a spectede so rueful as the miatomy behind whidi she 
rode. Dame Gillian’s cheek (for it vras the reader’s old 
acquaintance) had indeed lost the rosy hue of good cheer, 
and the smoodmess of eomplexion wfaidi art and' easy 
living had formerly substituted for the mote'ddicate 
bloom of youth; her eyes were sunken, and had lost 
much of their bold and relish lustre ; but she was still 
in some measure herself, and the remnants former 
tinery, together with the tight-drawn scarlet hbsih, though 
sorely faded, diowed still a remnant of otiqudttiHh pre¬ 
tension. 

hSo soon as she came within sight ci the pilgritos, she 
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began to punch Raoul with the end of her rldhig'-rod. 
“ Try thy new trade, man, since thou art unfit for 
any other~>to the good men—to them—crave their 
charity.’* 

Beg from beggars ? ” muttered Raoul; '*that were 
hawking at sparrows, dame." 

'* It will bring our hand in use, though," said Gillian; 
and commenced, in a whining tone, *'God love you, 
holy men, who have had the grace to go to the Holy 
I^nd, and, what is more, have had the grace to come 
back again ; I pray, bestow some of your alms upon my 
poor old husbaud, who is a miserable object, as you see, 
and upon one who has the bad luck to be his wifo— 
Heaven help- met" 

** Peace, woman, and hear what I have to say," said 
the Constable, laying his hand upon the bridle of the 
horse — '* I have present occasion for that horse, 
and . 

* ‘ By the hunting-horn of Saint Hubert, but tihiou get- 
test him not without blows! ’* answered the old hunts¬ 
man. ** A fine world it is, when palmers tom horse¬ 
stealers. " 

" Peace, fellow 1" said the Constable, sternly—" I say 
I have occasion presently for the servi^ of thy horse. 
Here be two gold bezants for a day’s use of the brute; 
it is well worth the fee*simt^e of him, were he never 
returned." 

' * But the palfrey is an old acquaintance, master," sidd 
Raoul; •* and if perchance ”- 

"Out upon if and perchance both." stdd the dame, 
giving her hu^nd so determined a thrust as weli-fdgh 
pushed him out of the saddle. " Off the horse t and 
thank God and this worthy man for the help he has sent 
us in our extremity. What signifies the palfrey, when we 
have not enough to get food either for the brate or our¬ 
selves? not though w% would eat grass and com with 
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him> like Kmg'Somebody, whom the good father used to 
read us to sleep about. *' 

A truce with your prating, dame,” said Raoul, oAer- 
ing his assistance to help her from the croupe ; but site 
preferred that of Guarine, who, though advanced in years, 
retained the advantage of his stout soldierly figure. 

** 1 humbly thank your goodness,” said she, as (having 
first kissed her) the squire set her on the ground. 
“ And, pray, sir, are ye come from the Holy I^nd ?— 
Heard ye any tidings there of him that was Constable of 
Chester?" 

De Lacy, who was engaged in removing the pillion 
from behind the saddle, stopped short in his task, and 
said, ' ‘ Ha, dame I what would you with him ? " 

** A great deal, good palmer, an I could light on him ; 
for bis lands and offices are all to be given, it's like, 
to that false tlxief, his kinsman. ” 

“Whatl—to Damian, his nephew?” exclaimed the 
Constable, in a harsh and hasty tone. 

*' Lord, how you startle me, sir I ” said Gillian ; then 
continued, turning to Philip Guarine, Your friend is a 
hasty man, belike.” 

It is the fault of the sun he has lived under so long,” 
said the squirq; “but look you answer his questions 
truly, and he will make it the better for you.” 

Gillian instantly took the hint. ‘ * Was it Damian de 
Lacy you asked after ?—Alas 1 poor young gentleman I 
no offices or lands for him—more likely to have a 
gallows<ast, poor lad—and all for naught, as 1 am a 
true dame, Damian !—>no, no, it is not Damian, nor 
damson neither*»but Rant^ I^cy, that must rule the 
roast, and have all the old naan’s lands, and livings, and 
lordships.** 

“ What?” said the Constable, “before thi^ know 
whether the old man is dead or no ?-»methinka that were 
against law and reason both." 
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"Af. but Randal Lacy has brought about less Bkdy 
matters. I.ook you, he hath swom to the King that 
they have true tidings of the Constable’s death—ay, and 
let him alone to make them soothfast enough. If the Con¬ 
stable were once within his danger/' 

'* Indeed !" said the Constable. ** But you are forging 
tales on a noble gentleman. Come, come, dame, you say 
this because you like not Randal Lacy." 

** Like him not!—and what reason have I to like him 
I trow ? " answered Gillian. *' Is it because be seduced 
my simplicity to let him into the castle of the Garde 
Doloureuse—ay, oftener than once or twice dther,— 
when he was disguised as a pedlar, and told him all the 
secrets of the family, nnd how the boy Damian, and the 
girl Eveline, were dying of love with each Other, but had 
not courage to say a word of it, for fear of the Constable, 
though he w'ere a thousand miles You seem con¬ 
cerned, worthy sir—may I offer your reverend worship a 
trifling sup from my bottle, which is sovereign for tremor 
cordis, and fits of the spleen ? " 

No, no,” ejaculated De Lacy—**I was but grieved 
with the shoc'ting of an old wound. But, dame, 1 war¬ 
rant me this Damian and Eveline, as you call them, 
became better, closer friends, in time^" 

“They I—not they indeed, poor simpletons!" an¬ 
swered the dame; “they wanted some wise counsellor 
to go bet\t'een and advise them. For, look you, sir, if 
old' Hugo be dead, as is most like, it were more natural 
that his bride and his nephew should inherit his lands, 
than this same Randal, who is but a distant kinsman, 
and a forsworn caitiff to boot.—Would you thinJe it, 
reverend pilgrim, after the mountains of gold he pro¬ 
mised me?-'-when the castle was taken, aiid he saw t 
ccfuld serve him no more, he called me old beldkme, and 
spoke of the bCa'dle syidthe cucking-stobl.-—<^Yes, reverend 
sir, old beldame and cucking-stool were Us best words, 
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when he knew 1 had no one to take mj part, save old 
Raoul, who cannot take his own. But if grim old Hugh 
bring back his wcather>beaten carcase from Palestine, 
and have but half the devil in him which he had when he 
was fool enough to go away. Saint Mary, but 1 will do his 
kinsman's office to him ! " 

There was a pause when she had done speaking. 

“ Thou say’st," at length exclaimed the Constable, 
"that Damian dc Lacy and Eveline love each other, 
yet are unconscious of guilt, or falsehood, or ingrati¬ 
tude to me—1 would say, to their relative in Pales¬ 
tine ? " 

** Love, sir !—in troth and so it is—they do love each 
other," said Gillian; "but it is like angels—or like lambs 
—or like fools, if you will; for they would never so much 
as have spoken together, but for a prank of that same 
Randal Lacy's." 

" How 1 '' demanded the Constable—"a prank of 
Randal's?—What motive had he that these two should 
meet ? " 

" Nay, their meeting was none of his seeking ; but he 
had formed a plan to carry off the Lady Eveline himself, 
for he was a wild rover, this same Randal; and so he 
came disguised as a merchant of falcons, and trained out 
my old stupid Raoul, and the Lady. Eveline, and all of us, 
as if to have an hour's mirth in hawking at the heron. But 
he had a band of Welsh kites in readiness to pounce 
jpon us; and but for the sudden making in of Damian 
o <^ur rescue, it is undescribable to think what might 
have come of us; and Damian, being hurt in the on¬ 
slaught, was carried to the Garde Doloureuse in mere 
necessity ; and but to save his life, it is my belief my lady 
would never have asked him to cross the drawbridge, 
even if he had offered." 

"Woman,'' said the Constable, "think what thou 
sa^ 'st! If thou bast done evil m these matters kieretofore, 
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M I suspect from thine own story, think not to put it 
right by a train of new falsehoods, merely from spite at 
missing thy reward." 

Palmer, ” said old Raoul, with his broken-toned voice, 
cracked by many a hollo, '' 1 am w'ont to leave the 
business of talc-bearing to nty wife Chilian, who will 
tongue-pad it with any slirew in Christendom. But thou 
speak'st like one having some interest in these matters, 
and therefore 1 will tell thee plainly, that although tins 
woman has published her own shame in avowing her 
correspondence with that same Riuidal l.^cy, yet what 
she has said is true as the Czospiel; and, were it my last 
word, I would say that Damian and the Lady Eveline 
are innocent of all treason and all dishonesty, as is the 
babe unborn.—But what avails what the like of us say, 
w'ho are even driven to the very begging for mere sup- 
jiort, after having lived at a good house, and in a good 
lord’s service—blessing be with him !" 

*' But hark you," continued the Constable, ” are there 
left no ancient servants of the house, that could speak 
out as well as you ? " 

“ Humph ! ” answered the huntsman—“ men are not 
willing to Liabble when Randal Lacy is cracking his thong 
above their heads. Many are slam, o^ starv'ed to death 
—some disposed of—some spirited away. But there are 
the weaver itlammock and his daughter Rose, who know 
as much of the matter as we do." 

What 1 —Wilkin Flamraock, the stout Nether 
lander?’’ said the Constable ; "he and his blunt‘bu- 
true daughter Rose?—I will venture my life on their 
faith. Where dwell they?—What has been their lot 
amidst these changes ? '* 

*' And in God's name who are j'au that ask these 
questions? " said Dame Gillian. " Husband, husband— 
we have been too free ; there is something in that look 
and that tone which f should remember. " 
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*'Yes, look at me more fixedly," said the Constable, 
throwing back the hood which had hitherto in some 
degree obscured bis features. 

** On your knees—on your knees, Raoul!" exclmmed 
Gillian, dropping on her own at the same time, ** it is the 
Constable himself, and he has heard me call him old 
Hugh I" 

** It is all that is left of him who was the Constable, at 
least," replied De LAcy ; ''and old Hugh willingly for> 
gives your freedom, in consideration of your good news. 
Where are Flammock and his daughter ? " 

** Rose is with the Lady Eveline," said Dame Gillian ; 
**her ladyship, belike, chose her for bower^woman in 
place of me. although Rose was never fit to attire so 
much as a Dutch doll." 

“The faithful giril" said the Constable. “And 
where is Flammodc?" 

“ Oh, for him, he has pardon and favour from the 
King," said Raoul; “and is at his own house, with his 
rabble of weavers, close beside the Battle-bridge, as they 
now caU the place udiere yoiu* lordship quelled the 
Welsh." 

“ Thither will I then," said the Constable; “ and will 
then see what welcome King Heniy of Anjou has for an 
old servant. You two must accompany me." 

“ My lord," said Gillian, with hesitation, “ you know 
poor folk are little thanked for interference with great 
men's afiairs. I trust your lordship will be able to protect 
us if we speak the truth ; and that you will not look back 
with displeasure on what 1 did, acting for the best." 

“Peace, dame, with awanion to ye!" said Raoul. 
“ Will you think of your own old sinful carcass, when you 
should be saving your sweet young mistress from shame 
and oppression? And for thy ill-tongue, and worse 
practices, his lordship knows they are bred in the bone of 
thee." 
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*' Peace, good fellow 1 *' said the Constable ; we vdll 
not look back on thy wife's errors, and your fidelity shall 
be rewarded.—For thou, my faithful followers,” he said, 
turning towards Guarine and Vidal, '‘when De Lacy 
shall receive his rights, of which he doubts nothing, his 
first wish shall be to reward your fidelity.” 

Mine, such as it is, has been and shall be its own 
reward,” said Vidal. "I will not accept favours from 
him in prosperity, who, in adversity, refused me his 
hand—our account stands yet open.” 

' * Go to, thou art a fool; but thy profession hath a 
privilege to be humorous,” said the Constable, whose 
weatherbeaten and homely feattires looked even hand¬ 
some, when animated by gratitude to Heaven and 
benevolence towards mankind. "We will meet,*' he 
said. " at Battle-bridge, an hour before vespers—1 shall 
have much achieved before that time.” 

" The space is short,” said his esquire. 

"I have won a battle in yet shorter,** replied the 
Constable. 

"In which,” said the minstrel, "many a man has 
died that thought himself well assured of life and vie* 
tory.” 

" Even so shall my dangerous cousin Randal find bis 
schemes of ambition blighted,” answerea the Constable ; 
and rode forwards, accompanied by Raoul and his wife, 
who had remounted their palfrey, while the minstrel 
and i^quir^ followed a-foot, and, of course, much move 
slowly. 
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CHAP. XXXI. 

Oh^fear not,/ear not, g'ood Lord yohn^ 

That I wouidyou betray. 

Or sue requittU for a debt. 

Which nature cannot pay. 

Bear ‘utiiness, all ye sacred powers^ 

Ye lights that 'gin to shine — 

This night shall prove the sacred tie 
That binds your faith and mine, 

AN'ctENT Scottish Ballad. 

n EFT behind by their master, the two dependants 
of Hugh do Lacy marched on in sullen silence, 
like men who dislike and distrust each other, 
though bound to one common service, and partners, 
therefore, in the same hopes and fears. The dislike, 
indeed, was chiefly upon Guarine's side; for nothing 
could be more indifferent to Renault Vidal than was his 
companion, farther than as he was conscious that 
Philip loved him not, and was not unlikely, so far as lay 
in his power, to thwart some plans which he hod nearly 
at heart. He took little notice of his companion, but 
hummed over to himself, as for the exercise of his 
memory, romaness and songs, many of which were com¬ 
posed in languages which Guarine, who had only an ear 
for his native Norman, did not understand. 

They had proceeded together in this sullen manner 
for neariy two hours, when they were met by a groc^ on 
horseback, leading a saddled palfrey. Pilgrims,*' said 
the man, after looking at them with some attention, 
** which of you is called Philip Guarine?** 

I, for fault of a better," said the esquire, **reply to 
that name." 

** Thy lord, in that case, commends him to you,” said 
the groom ; '' and snnds you thi^ token by which you 
aliall know that 1 am his true messenger." 
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! Ic showed the esquire a rosary, which Philip instant!)^ 
recognised as that used by the Constable. 

"I acknowledge the token," be said; "speak my 
master’s pleasure.” 

" He bids tnc say," replied the rider, "that his visit 
thrives as well as is possible, and that this very evening, 
by time that the sun sets, he will be possessed of his own. 
He desires, therefore, you will mount this palfrey, and 
come with me to the Garde Doloureusc, as your presence 
will be wanted there.” 

" It is well, and 1 obey him," said the esquire, much 
pleased with the import of the message, and not dissatis- 
hed at being separated from his travelling companiont 

"And what charge for me?” said the minstrel, ad¬ 
dressing the messenger. 

" If you, as I guess, are the minstrel, Renault Vidal, 
you are to abide your master at the I tattle-bridge, accord¬ 
ing to the charge formerly given. ” 

" I will meet him as ui duty botind,” was Vidal’s 
answer; and scarce was it uttered ere the two horsemen, 
turning their backs on him, rode briskly forward, and 
were speedily out of sight. 

It was uow four hours jiast noon, and the sun was 
dedining, yet there was more than three hours’ space to 
the time of rendezvous, and the distance from the place 
did not noiv exceed four miles. Vidal, therefore, either 
for the sake of rest or reflection, withdrew from the path 
into a thicket on the left hand, from which gushed the 
waters of.a streamlet, fed by a small fountain that bubbled 
up amongst the trees. Here the traveller sat himself 
<lown, and with an air which seemed unconscious of 
what he was doing, bent his eye on the little sparkling 
font for more than half-an-hour, without change of 
posture *, so that he might, in Pagan times, have r^e- 
sented statue of ja water-god bending over his. lun, 
and attentive only to the supplies which it was pourh^ 
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forth. At len^h. however, he seemed to recall himself 
from this state of deep abstraction, drew himself up, and 
took some coarse food from his pilgrim's scrip, as if 
suddenly reminded that life is not supported without 
means. But he had probably something at his heart 
which afTected his throat or appetite. After a vain at¬ 
tempt to swallow a morsel, he threw it from him in dis¬ 
gust, and applied him to a small flask, in which he had 
some wine or other liquor. But seemingly this also 
turned distasteful, for he threw* from him both scrip and 
bottle, and, bending down to the spring, drank deeply of 
the pure element, bathed in it his hands and face, anrl 
arising from the fountain apparently refreshed, moved 
slowly on his way, singing as he went, but in a low and 
saddened tone, wild fragments of ancient poetry, in a 
tongue equally ancient. 

Journe^ng on in this melancholy manner, he at length 
came in sight of the Battle-bridge; near to which arose, 
in proud and gloomy strength, the celebrated castle of 
the Garde Doloureuse. “Here, then,” he said—"here, 
then, I am to await the proud De Lacy. Be it so, in 
God’s name 1—^he shall know me better ere we part. ” 

So saying, he strode, with long and resolved steps, 
across the bridge, and ascending a mound which arose 
on the opposite side at some distance, he gazed for a 
time upon the scene beneath-—the beautiful river, rich 
with the reficcted tints of the western sky—^the ,trees, 
which were already brightened to the eye, and saddened 
to' the fancy, with the hue of autumn—^and the dark¬ 
some walls and towers of the feudal castle, from which, 
at times, flashed a glimpse of splendour, as some semi- 
nefs arms' caught and gave back a transient ray of the 
setting son. 

The countenance of the minstrel, which bad hitherto 
been dark and troubled, seemed softened by the quiet of 
the scene. He direw loose bis pilgrim’s diess, yet suf- 
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fering part of its dark folds to hang around him mantle- 
wise ; under whidi appeared his minstrel's tabard. He 
took from his side a rote, and striking, from time to 
time, a Welsh descant, sung at others a lay, of which we 
can offer only a few fragments, Uterally translated from 
the ancient language in which they were chanted, pre- 
miang that they are in that excursive symbolical style of 
poetry, which Taliessin, liewarch Hen, and other bards, 
had derived perhaps from the time of the Druids. 

I asked of my harp, ** Who hath injured thy chords?" 

And she replied, ** The crooked finger, whi^ 1 mocked in my 
tune.” 

A blade of silver may be bended—a blade of steel abideth— 

Kindness fadeth away, but vengeance endureth. 

The sweet taste of mead passeth from the lips, 

But they are long corroded by the juice of wormwood ; 

The lamb is brought to the shambles, but the wolf rangeth the 
mountain; 

Kindness fadeth away, but vengeance endureth. 

1 asked the red-hot iron, when it glimmered on the anvil, 

** Wherefore glowest thou longer than the firebrand t 

** 1 was bom in the dark mine, and the brand in the pleasant 
greenwood.” 

Kindness fadeth away, but vengeance endarAh. 

1 asked the green oak of the assemUy, wherefore its boughs 
were dry and seared like the horns of the stag? 

And L showed me that a small worm had gnawed its roots. 

The boy, who remembered the scourge, undid the wicket of 
the castle at midnight. 

Kindness fadeth away, but vengeance endureth. 

Lightning destroyeth temples, though their spires fuerce tfia 
clouds; 

Storms destroy armadas, though thmr sails intercept the gala. 

Re that is in his glory falleth, And that by a coAtemptll^ 
enemy. • 

Kindness fadeth away, but vengeance endusetb. 
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^^ore of the same wild images were thrown out, each 
bearing some analogy, however fanciful and remote, to 
the theme, which occurred like a chorus at the close of 
each stanza ; so that the poetry resembled a piece of 
music, which, after repealed excursions through fanciful 
variations, returns ever and anon to the simple melody 
which is the subject of ornament. 

As the minstrel sung, his eyes were fixed on the bridge 
and its vicinity; but w'hen, near the close of his chant, 
he raised up his eyes towards the distant towers of the 
Garde Doloureuse, he saw that the gates were opened, 
and that tliere w'as a mustering of guards and attendants 
without the barriers, as if some expedition were about to 
set forth, or some person of importance to appear on the 
scene. At the same time, glancing his eyes around, he 
discovered that the landscape, so solitary when he first 
took his seat on the grey stone from w hicli he overlooked 
it, was now becoming filled with figures. 

During his reverie, several persons, solitary, and in 
groups, men, women, and children, had begun to 
assemble themselves on both sides of the river, and were 
loitering there, as if expecting some spectacle. There 
was also much bustling at the Flemings* mills, which, 
though at some distance, were also completely under his 
eye. A procession seemed to be arranging itself there, 
which soon began to move forward, with pipe and tabor, 
and various other instruments of music, and soon ap- 
pioaclied, in regular order, the place where Vidal was 
seated. 

It appeared the business in hand was of a pacific cha- 
Tacter ; for the grey-bearded old men of the little settle¬ 
ment, in their decent russet gowns, came first after the 
rustic band of music, walking in ranks of three and 
three, supported by their staves, and regulating the 
motion of the whole procession by thehr sober and staid 
pace. After these fathers of the settlement came Wilkin 
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Flammock, mounted on his mighty war-horse, and in 
complete armour, save his head, like a vassal prepared 
to do military service for his lord. After him followed, 
and in battle rank, the flower of the little colony, con¬ 
sisting of thirty men, well armed and appointed, whose 
steady inarch, as well as their clean and glittering 
armour, showed steadiness and discipline, although they 
lacked alike the fiery glance of the French soldiery, or 
tlie look of dogged defiance which characterised the 
English, or the wild ecstatic impetuosity of eye which 
then distinguished the Wehh. The mothers and the 
maidens of the colony came next; then followed the 
children, with faces as chubby, and features as serious, 
and steps as grave as their parents ; and last, as a rear¬ 
guard, came the youths from fourteen to twenty, armed 
with light lances, bows, and similar weapons becoming 
their age. 

This procc.5sion wheeled around the base of the mound 
or embankment on which the minstrel was seated 
crossed the bridge with the same slow and regular pace, 
and formed themselves into a double line, facing inwards, 
as if to receive some person of consequence, or witness 
some ceremonial. Flnmmock remained at the extremity 
of the avenue thus formed by hi.s*countrymen, and 
quietly, yet earnestly, engaged in making arrangements 
and preparations. 

the meanwhile, stragglers of different countries 
began to draw together, apparently brought there by 
mere curiosity, and formed a motley assemblage at the 
farther end of the bridge, which was that nearest to the 
casUe. Two English peasants passed very near the 
stone on which Vidal sat.—" Wilt thou sing us a song, 
minstrel,” said one of them, "and here is a tester for 
thee?” throwing into his hat a small silver coin. 

"1 am under a yow,” answered the minstrd, **and 
may not practise the gay science at present.” 
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Or you are too proud to play to English churls/' 
said the dder peasant, "for thy tongue smadcs of tte 
Norman.” • 

" Keep the coin, neverthdess,” said the younger man. 
" Let the palmer have what the minstrd refuses to 
earn.” 

" 1 pray you reserve your bounty, kind friend,” said 
Vidal, *' 1 need it not;—and tell me, of your kindness, 
instead, what matters are going forward here.” 

" Why, know you not that we have got our Constable 
de Lacy again, and that he is to grant solemn investiture 
to the Flemish weavers of all these fine things Hany of 
Anjou has given ?*~>Had Edward the Conusor been 
alive, to give the Netherland knaves their guerdon, it 
would have been a cast of the gallows-tree. But come, 
neighbour, we shall lose the show.” 

So saying, they pressed down the hill. 

Vidal fixed his eyes on die gates of the distant castle ; 
and the distant waving of banners, and mustering of men 
on horseback, though imperfectly seen at such a (1»- 
tance, apprised him that one of note was about to set 
forth at the head of a considerable train of military atten¬ 
dants. Distant flourishes of trumpets, which came iaiutly 
yet distinctly on his fiax, seemed to attest the same. Pre¬ 
sently he perceived, by the dust which began to arise in 
columns betwixt the castle and the bridge, as well as by 
the nearer sound of the clarions, that the troop was 
vandng towards him in procession. * 

Vidal, on his own part, seemed as if irresolute whether 
to retain Ids present position, where he commanded a full 
but remote view of the whole scene, or to obtain a nearer 
but more partial one, by involving himself in the crowd 
which now closed around on either hand of the bridge, 
unless where the avenue was kept open by the armed 
and arra 3 «d Flemings. ^ ' 

A monk next hurried past Vidal, and on his ihdukiiig 
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as formerly the cause of the assembly, answered, in a 
muttering tone, from beneath his hood, that it utis the 
Constable de Lacy, who, as the first act of bis authority, 
was then and there to deliver to the Flemings a royal 
charter of their immunities. 

He is in haste to exercise his authority, methinks,*' 
said the minstrel. 

** He that has just gotten a sword is impatient to draw 
it," replied the monk, who added more which the min* 
stre) understood imperfectly; for Father Aldrovand had 
not recovered the injury which he had received during 
the siege* 

Vidal, however, understood him to say, that he was 
to meet the Constable there, to beg his favourable inter¬ 
cession. 

l also will meet him," said Renault Vidal, rising 
suddenly from the stone which he occupied. 

** Follow me, then," mumbled the priest; **thc Flem¬ 
ings know me. and will let me forward." 

But Father Aldrovand being in disgrace, his influence 
was not so potent as he had flattered himself; and both 
he and the minstrel were jostled to and fro in the crowd, 
and s^amted from each other. 

Vidal, however, was recognised by the English pea¬ 
sants who had before spoken to hiim " Const thou do 
any jugglers* feats, minstrel? " said one. Thou may’st 
earn a fair largess, for ourNorman masters love jonglerie” 

*** 1 know but one," said Vidal, ** and I will show it, if 
you win yield me some room." 

't'hcy crowded a little off from him, and gave him time 
to throw aside his bonnet, bare his legs and knees, by 
stripping off the leathern buskins which swathed them, 
and retaining only his sandals. He then tied a parti* 
oofouxed handkerchief around his swarthy and sunburnt 
hsur, and casting off his upper doublet, showed his 
bzawRy and nervous arms naked to the shoulder. 
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But while he amused those immediately about hin 
with these preparations, a commotion and rush among 
the crowd, together with the close sound of trumpets, 
answered by all the Flemish instruments of music, as 
well as the shouts in Norman and English, of *‘Long 
live the gallant Constable !—Our Lady for the bold De 
Lacy 1" annoiuiced that the Constable was dose at 
hand. 

Vidal made incredible exertions to approach the leader 
of the procession, whose morion, distinguished by its 
lofty plumes, and right hand holding his truncheon, or 
leading-staff, was all he could see, on account of the 
crowd of ofheers and armed men around him. At length 
his exertions prevailed, and he came within three yards 
of the Constable, who was then in a small circle which 
had been with difficulty kept clear for the purpose of the 
ceremonial of the day. His back was towards the min¬ 
strel, and he was in the act of bending from his horse to 
deliver the royal charter to Wilkin Flammock, who had 
knelt on one knee to receive it the more reverentially. 
His discharge of this duty occasioned the Constable to 
stoop so low that his plume seemed in the act of mixing 
with the flowing mane of his noble charger. 

At this moment, Vidal threw himself, with singular 
agility, over the tfeads of the Flemings who guarded the 
circle; and, ere an eye could twinkle, his right knee was 
on the croupe of the Constable's horsc~-thc grasp of his 
left hand on the collar of De Lacy's buff-coat; then, 
clinging to his prey like a tiger after its leap, he drew, 
in the same instant of time, a short, sharp dagger*~-and 
buried it in the back of the neck, just where the spine, 
which was severed by the stroke, serves to convey to the 
trunk of the human body the mysterious influences of the 
brain. The blow was struck with the utmost accuracy 
of aim and strength of arm. The unhappy horseman 
dropped from his saddle, without groan or struggle, like 
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a bull in the amphitheatre, under the steel of the tauridor; 
and in the same saddle sat his murderer, brandishing the 
bloody poniard, and urging the horse to speed. 

There was indeed a possibility of his having achieved 
his escape, so much were those around paralysed for the 
moment 1^ the suddenness and audacity of tlie enter- 
prise ; but Flammock’s presence of mind did not forsake 
him—he seized the horse by the bridle, and, aided by 
those who wanted but an example, made the rider pri¬ 
soner, bound his arms, and called aloud that he must 
be carried before King Henry. This proposal, uttered 
m Flammock's strong and decided tone of voice, silenced 
a thousand wild cries of murder and treason, which had 
arisen while the different and hostile natives, of which the 
crowd was composed, threw upon each other reciprocally 
the charge of treachery. 

All the streams, however, now assembled in one 
channel, and poiured with unanimous assent towards the 
Garde Doloureuse, excepting a few of the miirdered 
nobleman’s train, who remained to transport their mas¬ 
ter's body, in decent solemnity of mourning, from the spot 
which he had sought with so much pomp and triumph. 

When Flammock reached the Garde Doloureuse, he 
was readily admitted with his prisoner, and with such 
witnesses as he bad selected to proVb the execution of 
the crime. To his request of an audience, he was an¬ 
swered, that the King had commanded that none should 
bec^admittod to him for some time; yet so singular were 
the tidings of the Constable's slaughter, that the captain 
of the guard ventured to interrupt Henry's privacy, in 
order to communicate that event; and returned with 
orders that Flammock and his prisoner should be in¬ 
stantly admitted to the royal apartment. Here they 
found Henry, attended by several persons, who stood 
respectfully behind the royal seat, in a darkened part ol 
the room. * 
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When Flammock entered, his large bulk and massive 
limbs were strangely contrasted with cheeks pale with 
horror at what he had just witnessed, and with awb at 
finding himself in the royal presence-chamber. Beside 
him stood his prisoner, undaunted by the situation in 
which he was placed. The blood of his victim, which 
had spirted from the wound, was visible on his bare lifhbs 
and his scanty garments; but particularly upon his brow, 
and the handkerchief with which it was bound. 

Henry gazed on him with a stem look, which the other 
not only endured without dismay, but seemed to return 
with a frown of defiance. 

*' Does no one know this caitiff? ’* said Henry, looking 
around him. 

There was no immediate answer, until Philip Guarine, 
stepping from the group which stood behind the royal 
chair, said, though with hesitation, *'So please yott, my 
liege, but for the stmnge guise in which he is now ar¬ 
rayed, 1 should say there was a household minstrel of 
my master, by name Renault Vidal." 

*'Thou art deceived, Norman,"replied the minstrel; 
'* my menial place and base lineage were but assumed— 
I am Cadwallon the Briton—Cadwallon of the Nine 
Lays-^Cadwralloi). the chief bard of Gwenwyn of Powys* 
land—and his avenger i" 

As he uttered the last word, his looks encountered 
those of a palmer, who had gradually advanced fn>m the 
recess in which the attendants were stationed, andtiow 
confronted him. 

The Welshman's eyes looked so e^eily ghastly as if 
flying from their sockets, while he exclaimed; Ih a tone 
of surprise, mingled with horror, ** Do the dead 
before monarchs ?—Or, if thou art alive, wkdm have I 
slain?—I dreamed not, surdy, of that botind, and of 
that home blow?—yet my victim stantSs before me! 
Have I not slain the ConstaUe Of Chester? ^ 
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** Tboil hast indeed slain the Constable,** answered the 
Kinjjf; ** but know. Welshman, it was Randal de Lacy, 
cm whom that charge was this morning conferred, by 
cur belief of the loyal and faithful Hugh de Lacy’s 
having been lost upon his return from the Holy land, 
Bs the vessel in which he had taken passage was re¬ 
ported to have suffered shipwreck. Thou hast cut short 
Randal's brief elevation l^t by a few hours ; for to¬ 
morrow’s am would have again seen him without land 
or lordship.** 

The prisoner dropped his head on his bosom in evident 
despair. **I thought," he murmured, ’’that he had 
(dutnged his slough and come forth so glorious all too 
soon. May the eyes drop out that were cheated with 
those baubles, a plumed cap and a lacquered baton ! ** 

"1 will take care, Welshman, thine eyes cheat thee 
not again,” said the King sternly; "before the night 
is an hour older, they shall be cl^ed on all that is 
earthly.** 

"May I request of your nobleness,*' said the Con¬ 
stable, * ‘ that you will permit me to ask the unhappy 
man a few questions ? '* 

" When i have demanded of him myself," said the 
King, ** why he has dipped his hands in the blood of a 
noble Norman.” * 

" Because he at whom I aimed my blow,” said the 
Briton, bis eye glancing fiercely from the King to I>e 
Lacy, and back, "bad spilled the blood of the de¬ 
scendant of a thousand kings; to which his own gore, 
or thine, proud Count of Anjou, Is but as the puddle of 
the highway to the silver fountain.” 

Henry’s eye menaced the audacious speaker; but the 
King reined in bis wrath when he beheld the imploring 
look of his servant.—" What wouldst thou ask of him ?" 
he said; ” be brief, for his time is short.” 

** So please you, my liege, I would but demand wheie- 
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fore he has for years forborne to take the life he aimed 
at, when it was in his power-^nay. when it must have 
been lost but for his seemingly faithful service ? *' 

" Norman,’* said Cadwallon, I will answer thee. 
When 1 first took upon me thy service, it was well my 
purpose to have slain thee that night. There stands the 
man, ” pointing to Philip Guarine, ‘ ‘ to whose vigilance 
thou owed'st thy safety." 

“ Indeed," said De Lacy. ** I do remember some indi¬ 
cations of such a purpose; but why didst thou forego it 
when following opportunities put it in thy power? " 

*' When the slayer of my sovereign became God's 
soldier," answered Cadwallon. “ and served his cause in 
Palestine, be was safe from my earthly vengeance." 

'* A wonderful forbearance on the part of a Welsh 
assassin 1" said the King scornfuUy. 

*‘Ay," answered Cadwallon; "and which certain 
Christian princes have scarce attained to, who have 
never neglected the chance of pillage or conquest afforded 
by the absence of a rival in the Holy Crusade." 

Now, by the Holy Rood "—said Henry, on the point 
of bursting out, for the insult affected him peculiarly; 
but suddenly stopping, he said, with an air of contempt, 
" To the gallows with the knave!" 

"But one other question," said De Lacy, "Renault, 
or by whatever name thou art called. Ever since my re¬ 
turn thou bast rendered me service inconsistent with thy 
stem resolution upon my life—thou didst aid me in'my 
shipwreck—and didst guide me safely through Wales, 
where my name would have ensured ray death ; and all 
this after the cnisade was accomplished ? " 

" 1 could explain thy doubt," said the bard, " but that 
it might be thought 1 was pleading fur my life." 

"Hesitate not for that," said the King; "for were 
oor Holy Father to intercede for thqe, his prayer were in 
wun.*’ 
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•*Well then,” said the bard, *^know the truth—I 
was too proud to permit either wave or Welshman 
to share in my revenge. Know also, what is perhaps 
Cadwallon’s weakness—use and habit had divided my 
feelings towards De Lacy, between aversion and admira> 
tion. I still contemplated my revenge, but as something 
which 1 might never complete, and which seemed rather 
an image in the clouds, than an object to which 1 must 
one day draw near. And when 1 beheld thee," he said, 
turning to Dc Lacy, ‘ * this very day so determined, 
so sternly resolved, to bear thy impending fate like a 
man-~that you seemed to me to resemble the last tower 
of a rained palace, still holding its head to heaven, when 
its walls of splendour, and its bowers of delight, lay in 
desolation around—may 1 perish, I said to myself in 
secret, ere I perfect its ruin 1 Yes, De Lacy, then, e>'en 
then—but some hours since—^hadst thou accepted my 
proffered hand, I had served thee as never follower served 
master. You rejected it with scorn—and yet, notwith¬ 
standing that insult, it required that 1 should have seen 
you, as 1 thought, trampling over the held in which you 
slew my masttrr, in the full pride of Norman insolence, 
to animate my resolution to strike the blow, which, meant 
for you, has slain at least one of your usurping race. 
■—I will answer no more questions—^lead on to axe or 
gailows—it is indifferent to Cadwallon—^iny soul will soon 
bf with my free and noble ancestry, and with my beloved 
and royal patron.” 

My liege and prince,” said De Lacy, bending his 
knee to Henry, * ‘ can you hear this, and refuse your 
ancient servant one request ?—Spare this man !—Ex¬ 
tinguish not such a light, because it is devious and 
wild.” 

*' Rise, rise, De Lacy ; and shame thee of thy petition,” 
said the King. '‘,Thy kinsman's blood—the blood of a 
noble Norman, is on the Welshman's hands and brow. 
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As I am crowned King, he shall die ere it Is wiped off.— 
Here! have him to present execution I '* 

Cadwallon was instantly withdrawn under a guard. 
The Constable seemed, by action rather than words, to 
continue his intercession. 

** Thou art mad, De Lacy—^thou art mad, mine old 
and true friend, to urge me thus,*' said the King. com> 
pelling De Lacy to rise. ** See'st thou not that my c^xt 
in this matter is for thee ?—This Randal, by largesses 
promises, hath made many friends, who will not, perha]^, 
easily again be brought to your allegiance, returning as 
thou dost, diminished in power and wealth. Had he lived, 
we might have had hard work to deprive him entirety of 
the power which he had acquired. We thank the Welsh 
assassin who hath rid us of him ; but his adherents would 
cry foul play were the murderer spared. When blood is 
I3aid for blood, all will be forgotten, and their loyalty will 
once more flow in its proper channel to thee, their lawful 
lord.*’ 

Hugo de Lacy arose from his knees, and endeavoured 
respectfully to combat the politic reasons of his wily 
sovereign, which he plainly saw were resorted to less liar 
his sake than with the prudent purpose of effecting the 
change of feudal authority, with the least possible ^iible 
to the country or Sovereign. 

Henry listened to De Lacy*s arguments patiently, and 
combated them with temper, until the death*drum be* 
gan to beat, and the castle bell to toll. He then led 
De Lacy to the window; on which, for it was now'dark, 
a strong ruddy light began to gleam from without. A 
body of men-at-arms, each holding in his hand a blazing 
torch, were returning along tlie terrace from the execution 
of the wild, but high-soul’d Briton, with cries of ** L.ong 
live King Henry I and so perish all enemies of the gentle 
Norman men 1 ” 
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CONCLUSION- 


ji tttu hath set’’^ star hath risen, 
O Gerahiittc i since arms <if ikine 
Have been the lovefy lady*s prison. 



B OPULAR fame had erred in assigning to Eveline 
Berengcr» after the capture of her castle, any 
confinement more severe than that of her aunt 
the Iwady Abbess of the Cistertians* convent afforded. Yet 
that was severe enough; for maiden aunts, whether 
abbesses or no, are not tolerant of the species of errors 
of which Eveline was accused ; and the innocent damosel 
was brought in many ways to cat lier bread in shame of 
countenance and bitterness of heart. Every day of her 
confinement was rendered less and less endurable by 
taunts, in the various forms of sympathy, consolation, and 
exhortation ; but which, stripped of their assumed fornis, 
were undisguised anger and insult. The company of 
Rose was aU which Eveline had to sustain under 
these Inflictions, and that w'as at length withdrawn on 
the very morr'tng when so many important events took 
iflace at the Garde Doloureuse. 

'Fhe unfortunate young lady inquired in vain of a 
grim-faced nun, who appeared in Rose’s place to assist 
her to dress, why her companion and friend w‘as de> 
baired attendance. The nun observed on that score an 
obstinate silence, but threw out many hints on the 
importance attached to the vain ornaments of a frail 
child of clay, and on the hardship that even a spouse 
of Heaven was compelled to divert her thoughts from 
her higher duties, and condescend to fasten clasps and 
adjust veils*. 

The Lady Abbess, however, told her niece after matins, 
that her attendanfhad not been withdrawn from her fora 
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space only, but was likely to be shut up in a house of tho 
severest profession, for having afforded her mistress 
assistance in receiving Damian de Lacy into her sleeping 
apartment at the castle of Baldringham. 

A soldier of De Lacy’s band, who had hitherto kept 
what he had observed a secret, being off his post that 
night, had now in Damian’s disgrace found he might 
benefit himself by telling the story. This new blow, so 
unexpected, so afflictive—this new charge, which it was 
so difficult to expLiin, and so impossible utterly to deny, 
seemed to Eveline to seal Damian’s fate and her own ; 
while the thought that she had involved in ruin her 
single-hearted and high-sourd attendant, was all that had 
been wanting to produce a state which approached to the 
apathy of despair. ** Think of me what you will,*' she said 
to her aunt, “ 1 will no longer defend myself—say what 
you will, I will no longer reply—carry me where you will, 
I will no longer resist—God will, in his good time, clear 
xny fame—may he forgive my persecutors ! ” 

After this, and during several hours of that unhappy 
day, the l..ady Eveline, ptile, cold, silent, glided from 
chapel to refectory, from refectory to chapel again, at 
the slightest beck of the abbess or her official sisters, 
and seemed to regp’d the various privations, penances, 
admonitions, and reproaches, of which she, in the 
course of that day, was subjected to an extraordi- 
nary share, no more than a marble statue minds the 
inclemency of the external air, or the rain-drops whibh 
fall upon it, though they must in time waste and con¬ 
sume it. 

The Abbess, who loved her niece, although h®* affec¬ 
tion showed itself often in. a vexatious manner, became 
at length alarmed—countermanded her orders for re¬ 
moving Eveline to an inferior cell—attend^ herself to 
see her laid in bed (in which, as in everything else, the 
young lady seemed entirely passive), dnd, with something 
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like reviving tenderness, kissed and blessed her on leaving 
the apartment. Slight as the mark of kindness was, it 
was unexpected, and, like the rod of Moses, opened the 
hidden fountains of waters Eveline wept, a resource 
which bad been that day denied to her—she prayed- - 
and, finally, sobbed herself to sleep, like an infant, with 
a mind somewhat tranquiUised by having given way to 
this tide of natural emotion. 

She awoke more than once in the night to recall 
mingled and gloomy dreams of cells and of castles, of 
funerals and of bndals, of coronets and of racks and 
gibbets ; but towards morning she fell into sleep more 
sound than she had hitherto enjoyed, and her visions 
partook of its soothing character. The Lady of the 
Garde Doloureuse seemed to smile on her amid her 
dreams, and to promise her votaress protection. The 
shade of her father was there also ; and with the bold¬ 
ness of a dreamer, she saw the paternal resemblance 
with awe, but without fear ; his lips moved, and she 
heard words—their import she did not fully comprehend, 
save that they spoke of hope, consolation, and approach¬ 
ing happiness. There also glided in. with bright blue 
eyes fixed upon hers, dressed in a tunic of saffron- 
coloured silk, with a man tie of cerulean blue of antique 
fashion, the form of a female, resplendent in that deli¬ 
cate species of beauty which attends the fairest com¬ 
plexion, It was, she thought, the Britoness Vanda; 
buC her countenance was no longer resentful—-her long 
yellow hair flew not loose on her shoulders, but was 
mysteriously braided with oak and mistletoe ; above all, 
her right hand was gracefully disposed of under her 
mantle; and it was an unrautilated, unspotted, and 
beautifully formed hand which crossed the brow of 
Eveline. Yet, under these assurances of favour, a thrill 
of fear passed over her as the vision seemed to repeat or 
chant, 
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Widow'd wife and wedded laaid, 

Tletrothed, betrayer, and betray’d. 

All is done that has been said ; 

Vanda's wrong has been y-wroken— 

Take her pardon by this token. 

She bent down, as if to kiss Eveline, who started at 
that instant, and then awoke. Her hand was. indeed 
gently pressed, by one as pure and white as her own. 
The blue eyes and fair hair of a lovely female lace, with 
half-veiled bosom and dishevelled locks, flitted through 
her vision, and indeed its lips approached to those ol the 
lovely sleeper at the moment of her awakening; but it 
was Rose in whose arms her mistress found herself 
pressed, and who moistened her face with tears, as in 
a passion of affection slie covered it with kisses. 

"What means this, Rose?” said Eveline; "thank 
God, you are restored to me 1—>But what mean these 
bursts of weeping ? ” 

" Let me weep—let me weep,” said Rose ; "it is long 
since 1 liave wept for joy, and long, I trust, it will be cie 
I again weep for sorrow. News are come on the spur 
from the Garde Doloureuse—Amelot has brought them 
—he is at liberty—so is his master, and in high favour 
with Henry. Hear yet more, but let me not tell it too 
hastily—'You grow pale.” 

" No, no," said Eveline ; "go on—go on—1 .think 1 
understand you—I think I do.” 

" The villain Randal de Lacy, the master-mover of hll 
our sorrows, will plague you no more; he was slain by 
an honest Welshman, and grieved am 1 that they have 
hanged the {>oor man for his good service. Above aU, 
the stout old Constable is himself returned from Pales¬ 
tine, as worthy, and somewhat wiser, than he was ; for 
it is thought he will renounce his contract with your 
ladyship.” 

" Silly girl,'* said Eveline, crimsoning as high as sho 
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had been before pale, **jest not amidst such a tale.^ 
But can this be reality ?—Is Randal indeed slain ?—and 
the Constable returned ? “ 

These were hasty and hurried questions, answered as 
hastily and confusedly, and broken with ejaculations of 
surprise and thanks to Heaven, and to Our Lady, until 
the ecsta^ of delight sobered down into a sort cf tranquil 
wonder. 

Meanwhile Damian L^cy also had his explanations to 
receive, aiui the mode in which they were conveyed had 
something remarkable. Damian had for some time been 
the inhabitant of what our age would have termed a 
dungeon, but which, in the ancient days, they called 
a prison. We are perhaps censurable in making the 
dwelling and the food of acknowledged and convicted 
guilt more comfortable and palatable than what the 
parties could have gained by any exertions when at 
large, and supporting themselves by honest labour; but 
this is a venial error compared to that of our ancestors, 
who, considering a charge and a conviction as synony- 
mous, treated the accused before sentence in a manner 
which would have been of itself a severe punishment 
after he was found guilty. Damian, therefore, notwith¬ 
standing his high birth and distinguished rank, was 
confined after the manner of the most atrocious criminal, 
Was heavily fettered, fed on the coarsest food, and expe¬ 
rienced only this alleviation, that he was permitted to 
indulge his misery in a solitary and separate cell, the 
wretdied furniture of which was a mean bedstead, and 
a broken table and chair. A cofiui*->and his own arms 
and initials were painted upon it—stood in one comer, 
to remind him of his approaching fate; and a crucifix 
was placed In another, to intimate to him that there was 
a world beyond that which must soon close upon him. 
No noise could penetrate into the iron silence of his 
prfsem—n0 tumour, either touching his own fate or that 
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of his friends. Charged with being taken in opes 
arms against the King, he was subject to military law. 
and to be put to death even without the formality of a 
hearing ; and he foresaw no milder conclusion to his 
imprisonment. 

This melancholy dwelling had been the abode of 
Damian for nearly a month, when, strange as it may 
seem, his health, w'hich had suffered much from his 
wounds, b^an gradually to improve, either benefited 
bv the abstemious diet to whici: he was reduced, or 
thp.t certainty, however melancholy, is an evil better 
endured by many constitutions than the feverish con¬ 
trast betwixt passion and duly. But the term of his 
imprisonment seemed drawing speedily to a close; his 
jailer, a sullen Saxon of the lowest order, in more words 
than he had yet used to him, warned him to look to a 
speedy change of dwelling ; and the tone in which lie 
spoke convinced the prisoner there was no time to be 
lost. He demanded a confessor, and the jailer, though 
he withdrew without reply, seemed to intimate by his 
manner that the boon would be granted. 

Next morning, at an unusually early hour, the chains 
and bolts'of the cell were heard to clash and groan, and 
Damian was startlpd from a broken sleep, which he had 
not enjoyed for above two hours. His eyes were bent on 
the slowly opening door, as if he had expected the heads¬ 
man and his assistants ; but the jailer ushered in a stout 
man in a pilgrim's habit. 

Is it a priest whom you bring me, warden? " said the 
unhappy prisoner. 

“ He can best answer the question himself," said the 
surly official, and presently withdrew. 

The pilgrim remained standing on the floor, with his 
back to the small window, or rather loophole, by which 
the cell was imperfectly lighted, and gazed intently u^ion 
Damian, who was seated on the sidd of his bed ; his pale 
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cheek and dishevelled hair bearing a melancholy cor¬ 
respondence to his heavy irons. He returned the pil¬ 
grim’s gaze, but the imperfect light only showed him 
tliat his visitor vras a stout old man, who wore the 
bcallop-shell on his bonnet, as a token that he had 
passed the sea, and carried a palm-branch in his hand, to 
show he had visited the Holy Land. 

“ Benedicite, reverend father," said the unhappy young 
man; * ‘ are you a priest come to unburden roy con¬ 
science ? ” 

“ I am not a priest,” replied the Palmer, “but one 
w'ho brings you news of discomfort.” 

“ You bring them to one to whom comfort has been 
long a stranger, and to a place which perchance never 
knew it," replied Damian. 

“ I maybe the bolder in my communication,” said 
Palmer ; ‘ ‘ those in sorrow will better hear ill news than 
those whom they surprise in the possession of content 
and happiness." 

“ Yet even the situation of the wretched," said Damian, 
“can be rendered more wretched by suspense. 1 pray 
you, reverend sir, to speak the worst at once—If you 
come to announce the doom of tin's poor frame, rflay God 
be gracious to the spirit winch must.be violently dis¬ 
missed from it I" 

“ I liave no such charge," said the Palmer. “ I come 
from the Holy Land, and have the more grief in finding 
you Ihus, because my message to you was one addressed 
to a free man and a wealthy one.” 

“For my freedom,” said Damian, “let these fetters 
speak, and this apartment for my wealth.—But speak 
out thy news—should my uncle —for I fear thy tale 
regards him—^want either my arm or my fortune, this 
dungeon and my degradation have further pangs than 
1 had yet supposed, as they render me unable to aid 
him.” * 
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“Your uncle, young man/* said the Palmer, “Is 
prisoner, I should rather say slave, to the great Soldan, 
taken in a battle in which he did his duty, though unable 
to avert the defeat of the Christians, with which it was 
concluded. He was made prisoner while covering the 
retreat, but not until he had slain with his own hand, 
for his misfortune as it has proved, Hassan Ali, a 
favourite of the Soldan. The cruel pagan has caused 
the worthy knight to be loaded with irons heavier than 
those you wear, and the dungeon to which he is confined 
would make this seem a palace. The infidel's first reso¬ 
lution was to put the valiant Constable to the most 
dreadful death which his tormentors could devise. But 
fame told him that Hugo de La<^ was a man of great 
power and wealth; and he has demanded a ransom of 
ten thousand bezants of gold. Your unde replied that 
the payment would totally impoverish him, and oblige 
Iiim to dispose of his whole estates ; even then he 
pleaded, time must be allowed him to convert them 
into money. The Soldan replied, that it imported little 
to him whether a hound like the Constable were fat or 
lean, and that he therefore insisted upon the full amount 
of the ransom. But he so far relaxed as to make it pay¬ 
able in three pontions, on condition that, along with the 
first portion of the price, the nearest of kin and heir of 
De Lacy must be placed in his hands as a hostage for 
what remained due. On these conditions he ednsented 
your uncle should be put at liberty so soon as you turrivc 
in Palestine with the gold.” 

“Now may I indeed call myself unhappy/* said 
Damian, “that I cannot show my love and duty to my 
noble uncle, who hath ever been a father me in ray 
orphan state.” 

“ It win be a heavy disappointment, doubtless, to the 
Constable,** said the Palmer, * ‘ because he was eager .to 
return to this happy country, to fulfil a contract of mar* 
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rjage which he had formed with a lady of great beauty 
and fortune,*' 

Damian shrunk together in such sort that his fetters 
clashed, but he made no answer. 

“ Were he not your uncle,*' continued the Pilgrim, 
** and well known as a wise man, I should think be is not 
quite prudent in this matter. Whatever he was before 
he left England, two summers spent in the wars of Pales- 
tine, and another amid the tortures and restraints of a 
heathen prison, have made him a sorry bridegroom." 

* * Peace, Pilgrim," said De Lacy, with a commanding 
tone. " It is not thy part to censure such a noble knight 
as my uncle, nor is it meet tliat 1 should listen to your 
strictures." 

** X crave your pardon, young man," said the Palmer. 

I spoke not without some view to your interest, which, 
methinks, does not so well consort with thine uncle 
having an heir of his body.*' 

** Peace, base man I" said Damian. ** By Heaven, 1 
think worse of my cell than I did before, since its doors 
opened to such a counsellor, and of my chains, since they 
restrain me from chastising him.—Depart, I pray thee." 

•' Not till 1 have your answer for your uncle," answered 
the Palmer. ' * My age scorns the anger of thy youth, as 
the rode despises the foam of the rivulet dashed against 
it" 

'* Then say to my uncle," answered Damian, ** I am a 
prisoner, or I would have come to him—1 am a confis¬ 
cated * beggar,* or I would have sent him my all." 

'*Such virtuous purposes are easily and boldly an¬ 
nounced,*' said the Palmer, when he who speaks them 
knows that he cannot be called upon to make good the 
boast of his tongue. But could I * tell thee of thy re¬ 
storation to freedom and wealth, I trow thou wouldst 
consider twice ere thy act confirmed the sacrifice thott 
bast In thy Resent Aate promised so glibly," 
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•* Leave me, I prithee, old man," said Damian ; *' thj 
thought cannot comprehend the tenor of mine—^go, and 
add not to my distress insults which I have not the 
means to avenge." 

But what if 1 had it in my power to place thee in the 
situation of a free and wealthy man, would it please thee 
then to be reminded of thy present boast ? for if not, tiiou 
may’St rely on my discretion never to mention the differ¬ 
ence of sentiment between Damian bound and Damian 
at liberty." 

“How meanest thou?—or hast thou any meaning, 
save to torment me? " said the youth. 

"Not so," replied the old Palmer, plucking from his 
bosom a parclunent scroll to which a heavy seal was 
attached.—"Know that thy cousin Randal hath been 
strangely slain, and his treacheries towards the Constable 
and thee as strangely discovered. The King, in requital 
of thy sufferings, hath sent thee this full pardon, and en¬ 
dowed thee with a third part of those ample estates 
W'hich by his death revert to the crown." 

'' And hath the King also restored my freedom and 
my right of blood ? " exclaimed Damian. 

"From this moment, forthwith," said the Palmer— 
**look upon the pa*'chmcnt—behold the royal hand and 
seal" 

" I must have better proof.—Here." he exchiimed, 
loudly clashing his irons at the same time, " here, thou 
Dogget—war^r, son of a Saxon wolf-hound I " * 

The Palmer, striking on the door, seconded the pre- 
^ous exertions for summoning the jailer, who entered 
accordingly. 

"Warder," said Damian de Lacy, in a stem tone, 
" am 1 yet diy prisoner, or no ? " 

The sullen jailer consulted the Palmer by a look, and 
dien answered to Damian that he a free man. 

*' Then, death of thy heart, slave," said Damian, im- 
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patiently, '* why hang these fetters on the free limbs of a 
Norman noble ? each tnoraent they conhne him are worth 
a lifetime of bondage to such a serf as thou! '* 

*'They arc soon rid of, Sir Damian,*' said tlie man ; 
** and I pray you to take some patience, when you re¬ 
member that ten minutes since you had little right to 
think these bracelets would have been removed for any 
other purpose than your progress to the scaffold." 

** Peace, ban-dog," said Damian, "and be speedy ;— 
and thou, who hast brought me these good tidings, I 
forgive thy former bearing —thou thoughtest, doubtless, 
that it was prudent to extort from me professions during 
my bondage which might in honour decide my conduct 
W'hen at large. The suspicion inferred in it somewhat 
offensive, but thy motive was to insure my uncle's 
liberty." 

" And is it really your purpose," said the F^mer, " to 
employ your newly-gamed freedom in a voyage to Syria, 
and to exchange your English prison for the dungeon of 
the Soldan ? " 

" If thou thyself wilt act as my guide," answered the 
undaunted youth, *' you shall not say 1 dally by the 
way.” 

" And the ransom," said tlie Palmer, ** how is that to 
be provided ?" • 

'' How, but from the estates, which, nominally restored 
to me, remain in truth and justice my uncle's, and must 
be^applied to his use in the first instance ? If I mistake 
not greatly, there is not a Jew or Lombard who would 
not advance the necessary sums on thdr security.— 
Therefore, dog," he continued, addressing the jailer, 
*' liasten thy unclenching and undoing of rivets, and be 
not dainty of giving me a little pain, so thon break no 
limb, for I cannot afford to be stayed on my journey." 

The Palmer looked on a little while, as if surprised at 
Damian's determination, then exclaimed, **I can keep 
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the old man's secret no longer—such high-souled genero- 
feity must not be sacrificed.—Hark thee, brave Sir 
Damian, 1 have a mighty secret still to impart, and as 
this Saxon churl understands no P'rcnch, this is no unfit 
opportunity to communicate iL Know that thine uncle 
is a changed man in mind, as he is debilitated and 
broken down in body. Peevishness and jealousy have 
possessed themselves of a heart which was once strong 
end generous ; his life is now on the dregs, and, I grieve 
to speak it, these dregs are foul and bitter." 

"Is this thy mighty secret?" said Damian. "TTiat 
men grow old, 1 know; and if with infirmity of body 
comes infirmity of temper and mind, their case the more 
strongly claims the dutiful observance of those who are 
bound to them in blood or affection." 

" Ay," replied the Pilgrim, " but the Constable’s mind 
has been pioisoncd against thee by rumours which have 
reached his car from Kngland, that there have been 
thoughts of affection betwixt thee and his betrothed bride 
Eveline Berenger. —Ha! have I touched you now ? " 

" Not a whit," said Damian, putting on the strongest 
resolution with which his virtue could supply him—* * it 
was but this fellow who struck my shin-bone somewhat 
sharply with his hammer. Proceed. My uncle heard 
such a report, and^lieved it ? " 

" He did," said the Palmer—" I can wdl aver it, since 
be concealed no thought from me. But he prayed me 
carefully to hide his suspicions from you, * otherwise,' 
said he, * the young wolf-cub will never thrust himscl 
into tbe trap for the deliverance of the old he-wolf.— 
Were lie once in my prison-house,' your unde continued 
to speak of you, * he should rot and die ere I sent one 
penny of ransom to set at liberty tbe lover of my be¬ 
trothed bride.'" 

"Could this be my uncle's sincere purpose?'* said 
Damian, all aghast. " Could he plap so much treachery 
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towards me as to leave me in the captivity into which I 
threw n»yself for his redemption ?—^Tush I it cannot be.’* 

" Flatter not yourself with such a vain opinion,” s^d 
the Palmer—"if you go to Syria, you go to eternal 
c.'iptivity, while your uncle returns to possession of wealth 
little diminished—and of Eveline Berenger.” 

" Ha t ” ejaculated Damian ; and looking down for an 
instant, demanded of the Palmer, in a subdued voice, 
what he would have him to do in such an extremity. 

"The case is plain, according to my poor judgment,” 
replied the Palmer. "No one is bound to faith with 
those who mean to observe none with him. Anticipate 
this treachery of your uncle, and let his now short and 
infirm existence moulder out in the pestiferous cell to 
which he would condemn your youthful strength, llie 
royal grant has assigned you lands enough for your 
honourable support; and wherefore not unite with them 
those of the Garde Doloureuse ?—Eveline Berenger, if I do 
not greatly mistake, will scarcely say nay. Ay, inore~~l 
vouch it on my soul that she will say yes, for I have sure in¬ 
formation of her mind ; and for her precontract, a word 
from Henry to his Holiness, now that they are in the 
heyday of their reconciliation, will obliterate the name 
Hugh from the parchment, and insert Damian in its 
stead.” 

" Now, by my faith," smd Damian, arising and pladng 
bki foot upon the stool, that the warder might more easily 
strike off the last ring by which he was encumbered,— 
' ‘ I have heard of such things as this—I have heard of 
beings who, with seeming gravity of word and aspect— 
with subtle counsels, artfully applied to the frailties of 
human nature—^have haunted the cells of despairing men, 
and made them many a fair promise, if they would but 
exchange for their by-ways the paths of salvation. Such 
are the fiend’s dearest agents, and in sudh a guise hath 
the fiend himself been known to appear. In the name 
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of God, old man, if human thou art, begone!—I like 
not thy words or thy presence—I spit at thy counsels. 
And mark me," he added, with a menacing gesture, 
" look to thine own safety—I shall presently be at 
liberty !" 

“ Boy,” replied the Palmer, folding his arms con¬ 
temptuously in his cloak, *' 1 scorn thy menaces—I leave 
thee not till wc know each other better ! " 

" I too," said Damian, “ would fain know whether 
thou be’st man or fiend ; and now for the trial! ” As lie 
spoke, the last shackle fell from his leg, and clashed on 
the pavement, and at the same moment he sprung on the 
Palmer, caught him by the waist, and exclaimed, as he 
made three distinct and desperate attempts to lift him up, 
and dash him headlong to the earth, “This for malign¬ 
ing a nobleman—this for doubting the honour of a kmght 
—and this (with a yet more violent exertion) for bclyaig 
a lady !" 

Each effort of Damian seemed equal to have rooter! up 
a tree ; yet though they staggered the old man, tli«’y 
overthrew him not : and while Damian ])antcd with his 
last exertion, he rejihed, '' And take thou this, for so 
roughly entreating tliy father’s brother.” 

As he spoke, Damian de Lacy, the best youthful 
wrestler in Cheshire, received no soft fall on the floor of 
the dungeon. lie arose slowly and astounded ; but the 
Palmer had now thrown back both hood and dalmaticj>ie, 
and the features, though bearing marks of age and Cli¬ 
mate, were those of his uncle the Constable, who cjilmly 
observed, “ I think, Damian, thou art become stronger, 
or 1 weaker, since my breast was last pressed against 
yours in our country’s celebrated sport. I'hou liailst 
nigh had me down in that last turn, but that I knew ilie 
old De Lacy’s back-trip as well as thou.—But w'herefore 
kneel, man?” He raised him with much kindness, 
kissed his cheek, and proceeded; ‘' Think not, my 
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dearest nephew, that I meant in my late disguise to try 
your faith, which 1 myself never doubted. But evil 
tongues had been busy, and it was this which made 
me resolve on an experiment, the result of which has 
boon, as I expected, most honourable for you. And 
know (for these walls have sometimes ears, even accord¬ 
ing to the letter), there are ears and eyes not far distant 
w hich have heard and seen the whole, hlarry^ 1 wish 
tliuugh, thy last hug had not been so severe a one. My 
nbs still feel the impression of thy knuckles." 

Dearest and honoured uncle," said Damian—ex¬ 
cuse "- 

“There is nothing to excuse,’* replied his uncle, inter¬ 
rupting liira. “ Have we not wrestled a turn before now? 
1 iut there remains yet one trial for thee to go through— 
Get thee out of this hole speedily—don thy best array to 
'iccompany me to the church at noon ; for, Damian, thou 
must be present at the marriage of the Lady Eveline 
Herenger." 

This proposal at once struck to the earth the unhappy 
young man. “ For mercy’s sake," he exclaimed, “hold 
me excused in this, my gracious uncle !—I have been ol 
Jaie severely wounded, and am very weak." 

“As my bones can testify,'* said his uncle. "Why, 
man, thou hast the strength of a Norway bear." 

' * Passion," answered Damian, ‘ * might give mestrength 
for a moment: but, dearest unde, ask anything of me 
ratAer than this. Methinks, if 1 have been faulty, some 
other punishment might suffice.*' 

“ I tell thee," said the Constable, " thy presence is 
necessary—indispensably necessary. Strange reports 
have liecn abroad, which thy absence on this occasion 
would go far to confirm, Eveline’s character and mine 
own are concerned in this." 

“ If so," said Damian, “if it be indeed so, no task 
will l^e too hard for nie. But 1 trust, when the ceremony 
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is over, you will not refuse me your consent to take the 
cross, unless you should prefer my joining the troops 
destined, as I heard, for the conquest of Ireland." 

“ Ay, ay," said the Constable ; “if Eveline grant you 
permission, 1 will not withhold mine.” 

“Uncle," said Damian, somewhat sternly, “youdo 
not know the feelings which you jest with." 

“ Nay," said the Constable, “ 1 compel nothing ; for 
if thou gocst to the church, and likest not the match, 
thou mayest put a stop to it if thou wilt—the sacrament 
cannot proceed without the bridegroom’s consent." 

“ I understand you not, uncle," said Damian ; “you 
have already consented." 

“ Yes, Ditmian," he said, “ I have—to withdraw my 
claim, and to relinquish it in thy favour; for if Eveline 
Berenger is wedded to-day, thou art her bridegroom ! 
The Church has given her sanction—the King his 
approbation—the lady says not nay—and the question 
only now remains, whether the bridegroom will say 
yes." 

The nature of the answer may be easily conceived; 
nor is it necessary to dwell upon the splendour of the 
ceremonial, which, to atone for his late unmerited 
severity, Henry honoured with his own presence. 
Amelot and Rose were shortly afterwards united, old 
Flammock having been previously created a gentleman 
of coat armour, that the gentle Norman blood might, 
without utter derogation, mingle with the meaner stream 
which tinged the cheek with crimson, and meandered in 
azure over the lovely neck and bosom of the fair Fleming, 
llierc was nothing in the manner of the Constable 
towards his nephew and his bride, which could infer a 
regret of the generous self-denial which he bad exercised 
in favour of their youthful passion. But he soon after 
accepted a high command in the troops destined to 
invade Ireland; and his name is found among the 
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in the roll of the chivalrous Normans who first 
united that fair island to the English crovm. 

Eveline, restored to her own fair castle and domains, 
failed not to provide for her Confessor, as well as for 
her old soldiers, servants, and retainers, forgetting their 
errors, and remembering their fidelity. The Confessor 
was restored to the flesh-pots of Egypt, more congenial 
to his habits than the meagre fare of his convent. Even 
Oillian had the means of subsistence, since to punish 
her would have been to distress the faithful Raoul. They 
quarrelled for the future part of tlieir lives in plenty, just 
as they had formerly quarrelled in poverty; for wrangling 
curs will fight over a banquet as fiercely as over a bare 
bone. Raoul died first, and Gillian, having lost her 
whetstone, found that as her youthful looks decayed her 
wit turned somewhat blunt. She therefore prudently 
commenced devotee, and spent hours in long panegyrics 
on her departed husband. 

The only serious cause of vexation which I can trace 
the Lady Eveline having been tried with, arose from a 
^nsit of her Saxon relative, made with much form, but, 
imfortunately, at the very time which the Lady AWhjss 
had selected for that same purpose, llie discord whidt 
arose between these honoured personages was of a double 
character, for they were Norman and Saxon, and, more¬ 
over, differed in opinion concerning the time of holding 
Easter. 7'his, however, was but a slight gale to disturb 
the general serenity of Eveline; for with her unhoped-for 
union with Damian ended the trials and sorrows of Thk 
BeT&OTUED. 
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Chronicles of the Canongate. 


CHAP. I. 

Mr. Oroffcatigry’B acoonnt of bimsell 

S IC ITUR AD A.STRA~-This is the path to 
Heaven." Such is the ancient motto attached 
to the armorial bearings of the Canongate, and 
which is inscribed, with greater or less propriety, upon 
all the public buildings, from the church to the pillory, 
in the ancient quarter of Edinburgh, which bears, or 
rather once Tx)re, the same relation to the Good Town 
that Westminster does to London, being still possessed 
of the palace of the sovereign, as it formerly was dig- 
n;ficd by the residence of the principal nobility and 
gentry. I may therefore, with some propriety, put the 
same motto at the head df the literary^undertaking by 
which 1 hope to illustrate the hitherto undistinguished 
name of Chrystal Croftangry. 

The public may desire to know something of an author 
who pitches at such height his ambitious expectations. 
The gentle reader, therefore—for I am much of Captain 
Hobadil's humour, and could to no other extend myself 
so far—the gtttiU reader, then, will be pleased to under* 
stand, that 1 am a Scottish gentleman of the old school, 
with a fortune, temper, and person, rather the worse for 
wear. I have known the world for these forty years, 
having written myself man nearly since that period-*and 
I do not think it is mu*ch mended But this is an opinion 
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which I keep to myself when I am among younger foIk» 
for I recollect, in my youth, quizzing the Sexagenarians 
who carried back their ideas of a perfect suite of 
society to the days of laced coats and triple ruffles, and 
some of them to the blood and blows of the Forty-five : 
therefore I am cautious in exercising the right of 
censorship, which is supposed to be acquired by men 
arrived at, or approaching, the mysterious period of 
life, when the numbers of seven and nine multiplied 
into each other, form what sages have termed the CJrand 
Climacteric. 

Of the earlier part of my life it is only necessary to 
say, that 1 swept the boards of the Parliament House 
with the skirts of my gown for the usual number of 
years during which young lairds were in my time ex¬ 
pected to keep term—got no fees—^laughed, and made 
others laugh—drank claret at Bayle’s, Fortune’s, and 
Walker's,—and ate oysters in the Covenant Close. 

Becoming my own master, I flung my gown at the 
bar-keeper, and commenced gay man on my own account. 
In Edinburgh, I ran into all the expensive society which 
the place then afforded. When I went to my house in 
the shire of Lanark, I emulated to the utmost the ex¬ 
penses of men of large fortune, and had my hunters, 
my first-rate pointers, my game-cocks, and fevers. I 
can more easily forgive myself for these follies, than for 
others of a still more blameable kind, so indifferently 
cloaked over, that my poor mother thought herself 
obliged to leave my habitation, and betake herself to a 
small inconvenient jointure-house, which she occupied 
till her death. I think, however, I was not exclusively 
to blame in this separation, and I believe my mother 
afterwards condemned herself for being too hasty, 
'rhank God, the adversity which destroyed the means of 
continuing my dissipation restored, me to the affections 
of my surviving parent 
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My course of life couUi not last. I ran loo fast to 

run long ; and when I would have checked my career, I 
was perhiips loo near the brink of the precipice. Some 
misliaps 1 prepared by my own folly, Olliers came upon 
me unawares. 1 put my estate out to nurse to a fat 
man of business, who smothered the babe he should 
have brought back to me in health and strength, and, in 
dispute with this honest gentleman, 1 found, like a skilful 
general, that my position would be most judiciously 
assumed, by taking it up near the Abbey of Ilolyrood.* 
It was then I first became acquainted with the quarter, 
which my little woik will, I hope, render immortal, and 
grew familiar with those maguificent wilds, through 
which the Kings of Scotland once chased ♦he dark- 
brown deer, but which were chiefly reconunended to me 
in those days, by tlicir being maccessililc to those meta¬ 
physical persons, whom the law of the neighbouring 
country terms John Doe and Richard Roe. In short, 
the precincts of the palace arc now best known as being 
a place of refuge at any time from all pursuit for civil 
debt. 

Dire was the strife betwixt my quondam doer and 
myself; during which niy imnions were circumscribed, 
like those of some conjured deiuun, wy:hin a circle, which, 
“beginning at the northern gate of the King's Park, 
thence running northways, is bounded on the left by the 
King's garden wall, and the gutter, or kennel, in a line 
wherewith it crosses the High Street to the Watergate, 
and passing through the sewer, is bounded by the walls 
of the Tennis Court and Physic Garden, etc. It then 
follows the wall of the churchyard, joins the north-west 
wall of St. Ann's Yards, and going cast to the clack 
xmU-*house, turns southward to the turnstile in the King's 
Park wall, and includes (he whole King's Pork within 
the Sanctuary.” 

These Umits, whfch I abridge from the Accurate Malt- 
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land, once marked the Girth or Asylum belonging to the 
Abbey of Holyrood. and which, being still an appendage 
to the royal palace, has retained the privilege of an 
asylum for dvil debt. One would think the space sufli* 
ciently extensive for a man to stxetch his limbs in, as. 
besides a reasonable proportion of level ground (con* 
sidcring that the scene lies in Scotland), it includes within 
its precincts the mountain of Arthur's Seat, and the 
rocks and pasture land called Salisbury Crags. But yet 
it is inexpressible how, after a certain time had elapsed, 
I used to long for Sunday, which permitted me to extend 
my walk without limitation. During the otlier six days 
of the w’eek I felt a sickness of heart, which, but for the 
speedy approach of the hebdomadal day liberty, I 
could hardly have endured. 1 experienced the im¬ 
patience of a mastiff, who tugs in vain to extend the 
limits which his chain x>ermits. 

Day after day 1 walked by the side of the kennel which 
divides the Sanctuary from the unprivileged part of the 
Canongate; and though the month was July, and the 
scene the old town of Edinburgh, I preferred it to the 
fresh air and verdant turf which I might have enjoyed in 
the Kings Park, or to the cool and solemn gloom of the 
portico which surrounds the palace. To an indifferent 
person either side of the gutter would have seemed much 
the same—the houses equally mean, the children as 
ragged and dirty, the carmen as brutal, the .whole form* 
tng the same picture of low life in a deserted and 1171 * 
poverished quarter of a large city. But to me the gutter 
or kennel was what the brook Kedron was to Shimei; 
death was denounced agsdnst him should he cross it» 
doubtless because it was known to his wisdom who pro* 
nuunced the doom, that from the time the crossing the 
stream was debarred, the devoted roan's desire to trans¬ 
gress the precept would become irresistible! and he 
would be sure to draw down on his- head the penalty 
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which he had already justly incurred by cursingf the 
anointed of Grod. For my part, all Elysium seemed 
opening on the other side of the kennel, and I envied the 
little blackguards, who, stopping the current with their 
little daradikes of mud, had a right to stand on either 
side of the nasty puddle which best pleased them. I 
was so childish as even to make an occasional excursion 
across, were it only for a few yards, and felt tlie triumph 
of a school'boy, who, trespassing in an orchard, hurries 
back again with a fluttering sensation of joy and terror, 
betwixt the pleasure of having executed his purpose, and 
the fear of being taken or discovered. 

1 have sometimes asked myself, what I should have 
done in case of actual imprisonment, since I could not 
bear without impatience a restriction which is compara¬ 
tively a mere trifle; but I really could never answer the 
question to my own satisfaction. I have all my life hated 
those treacherous expedients called mezzo-terminit and 
it is possible with this disposition I might have endured 
more patiently an absolute privation of liberty than the 
more modified restrictions to which ray residence in 
the Sanctuary at this period subjected me. If, how¬ 
ever, the feelings I then experienced were to increase 
in intensity according to the diflei^nce between a jail 
and my actual condition, I must have hanged mysdtf, 
or pined to death ; there could have been no other 
aUemative. 

Amongst many companions who forgot and neglected 
me of course, when my difficulties seemed to be inex¬ 
tricable, I had one true friend; and that friend was a 
barrister, who knew the laws of his country well, and 
tracing them up to the spirit of equity and justice in 
which they originate, had rq>eatedly prevented, by his 
benevolent and manly exertions, the triumphs of selfish 
eimning over simplicity and fcflly. He undertook my 
cause, with the assistance of a solicitor of a character 
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fimilar to his own. My quondam doer luid ensconced 
hmiself chin-deep among legal trenches, hornworks and 
covered ways ; but my two protectors shelled him out of 
his defences, and 1 was at length a frt:e man, at liberty to 
go or stay wheresoever my mind listed. 

I left my lodgings as hastily as if it bad been a pest- 
house ; I did not even stop to receive some change that 
was due to me on settling with my landlady, and I saw 
the poor w'oman stand at her door looking after my pre¬ 
cipitate flight, and slinking her head as she wrapped the 
silver which she was counting for me in a separate piece 
of paper, apart from the store in her own moleskin 
purse. An honest Highland woman was Janet MacEvoy, 
and deserved a greater remuneration, had 1 possessed 
the pow'er of bestowing it. But my eagerness of delight 
was too extreme to pause for explanation with Janet. 
On I pushed through the groups of children, of whose 
sports I had been so often a lazy lounging spectator. 1 
sprung over the gutter as if it had been the fatal Styx, 
and 1 a ghost, which, eluding Pluto’s autliority, was 
making its escape from Limbo Lake. My friend had 
difficulty to restrain me from ruuning like a madman up 
the street; and in spite of his kindness and hospitality, 
which soothed nia for a day or two. 1 was not quite 
happy until I found myself aboard of a Leith smack, 
and, standing down the Firth with a fair wind, might 
snap my fingers at the retreating ouihne of Artht^r’s 
Seat, to the vicinity of which 1 had been so long con¬ 
fined. 

It is cot my purpose to trace my future progress 
through life. 1 had extricated myself, or rather had 
been freed by my friends, from the brambles and thickets 
of the law, but, as befell the sheep in the fable, a great 
part of my fleece was left behind me. Something re¬ 
mained, however ; I was in the season for exertion, and, 
as my good mother used to say, there was always life 
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for living folk. Stern necessity gave my manhood tbal 
prudence which my youth was a stranger to. 1 faced 
danger, 1 endured fatigue, I sought foreign climates, 
and proved that 1 belonged to the nation which is pro* 
verbially patient of labour and prodigal of life. Inde^ 
pendence, like liberty to Virgil's shepherd, came late, 
but came at last, with no great affluence in its train, but 
bringing enough to support a decent appearance for the 
rest of my life, and to induce cousins to be civil, and 
gossips to say, 1 wonder w'ho old Croft will make his 
heir ? he must have picked up something, and 1 should 
not be surprised if it prove more than folk think of." 

My first impulse when 1 returned home was to rush to 
the house of my t^encfactor, the only man who had in 
ray distress interested himself in my behalf. He was a 
snuff-taker, and it had been the pride of my heart to 
save the ipsa corpora of the first score of guineas 1 could 
hoard, and to have them converted into as tasteful a 
snuff-box as Kimdell and Bridge could devise. This I 
had thrust for security into the breast of my waistcoat, 
wiiile, impatient to transfer it to the person for whom it 
was destined, 1 hastened to his house in Brown's Square. 
When the front of the house became visible, a feeling of 
alarm checked me. 1 had been long lubsent from Scot¬ 
land. my friend was some years older than 1; he might 
have been called to the congregation of the just. I 
pat\sed, and ga^ed on the house, as if I had hoped to 
form some conjecture from the outward appearance con¬ 
cerning the state of the family within. 1 know nut how 
it was, but the lower windows being all closed, and no 
one stirring, my sinister forebodings were rather strength¬ 
ened. 1 regretted now that 1 had not made inquiry 
before 1 left the inn where 1 alighted from the mail- 
coach. But it was too late; so 1 hurried on, eager to 
know the best or th^ wonst which I could learn. 

The brass plate bearing my friend's name and designa- 
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tion was still on the door, and when it was opened, the 
old domestic appeared a good deal older, I thought, 
than he ought naturally to have looked, considering the 
period of my absence. “Is Mr. Summerville at home?" 
said 1, pressing forward. 

“ Yes, sir," said John, placing himself in opposition to 
my entrance. “ he is at home, but"- 

“But he is not in," said I. “I remember your phrase 
of old. John. Come, I will step into his room, and leave 
a line for him." 

John was obviously embarrassed by my familiarity. I 
was some one, he saw, whom he ought to recollect, at 
the same time it was evident he remembered nothing 
about roe. 

“Ay, sir, my master is in, and in his own room, 
but"- 

I would not hear him out, but passed before him 
towards the well-known apartment. A young lady came 
out of the room a little disturbed, as it seemed, and said, 
“John, what is the matter?” 

“A gentleman, Miss Nelly, that insists on seeing tny 
ro.aster." 

“A very old and deeply indebted friend," said I, 
“that ventures lO press myself on my much-re^iectcd 
benefactor on my return from abroad." 

“ Alas, sir," replied she, “ my uncle would be hai^y 
to see you, but - ■r 

At this moment, something was heard within the 
apartment like the fkllittg ci a plate, or glass, and Im¬ 
mediately after my frieaid’s voice called angrily and 
e^^;erly for his niece. She entered the room hastily, and 
so did 1. But it was to see a spectacle, compared with 
which that of my benefactor stretched on his bin would 
have been a happy one. 

The easy chair filled with cushions, the extended limbs 
swathed in flannel, the wide wrapping-gown and- night- 
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cap, showed illness; but the dimmed eye. once so 
replete with living hre, the blabber lip, whose dilation 
and compiession used to give such character to his 
animated countenance,—the stammering tongue, that 
once poured forth such floods of masculine eloquence, 
and had often swayed the opinion of the ssqres whom 
he addressed,—all these sad ^mptorns evinced that my 
friend was in the melancholy condition of those in whom 
the principle of animal life has unfortunately survived 
that of mental intelligence. He gazed a moment at me. 
but then seemed insensible of my presence, and went on 
—he, once the most courteous and well-bred 1—to babble 
unintelligible but violent reproaches against his niece and 
servant, because he himself had dropped a teacup in 
attempting to place it on a table at bis elbow. His eyes 
caught a momentary Are from his irritation ; but he 
struggled in vain for words to express himself adequately, 
as looking from his servant to his niece, and then to the 
table, he laboured to explain that they had placed it 
(though it touched his chmr) at too great a distance 
from him. 

The young person, who had naturally a resigned 
Madonna-like expression of countenance, listened to his 
impatient chiding with the most humble submission, 
checked the servant, whose less delicsfle feelings would 
have entered on his justification, and gradually, by the 
sweet and soft tone of her voice, soothed to rest the 
spirit of causeless irritation. 

She then cast a look towards me, which expressed, 
** You see all that remains of him whom you call friend.” 
It seemed also to say, ** Your longer presence here can 
only be distressing to us alL” 

** Forgive me, young lady,” I said, as wdl as tears 
would penmt; '* 1 am a person de^ly obliged to your 
uncle. My name is Croftangry.” 

** Lord t and that*I should not hae minded ye, Malster 
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Croftangry,” said the servant. “Ay, I mind my mastpr 
liad muckle fash about your job. I hao heard Jiini 
order in fresh candles as midnight chappit, and till't 
again. Indeed, ye had aye his gude word, Mr. Croft- 
angry, for a’ that folks said aljout you.” 

“ Hold your tongue, John,” said the lady, somewhat 
angrily ; and then continued, addressing herself to me, 
“ 1 am sure, sir, you must be sorry to see my uncle in 
this state. I know you are his friend. I have heard 
him mention your name, and wonder he never heard 
from you.” A new cut this, and it went to my heart 
But she continued, “ 1 really do not know if it is right 
that any should—If my uncle should know you, which 1 
scarce think possible, he would be much adected, and 
the doctor iays that any agitation——-•But here comes 
Dr.-to give his own opinion.” 

Dr.-entered. I had left him a middle-aged man ; 

he was now an elderly one ; but still the same benevtj- 
lent Samaritan, who went about doing good, and thought 
the blessings of the poor as good a recompense of his 
professional skill as the gold of the rich. 

He looked at me with surprise, but the young lady 
said a word of introduction, and 1, who w'as known to 
the doctor formerly, hastened to complete it. He re¬ 
collected me periectly, and intimated that he was well 
acquainted with the reasons I had for being deeply 
interested in the fate of his patient. He gave me a 
very mfdancholy account of my poor friend, dravFing 
me for that purpose a little apart from the lady. “ The 
light of life,” he said, “ was trembling in the socket; he 
scarcely expected it would ever leap up even into a 
momentary dash, but more was impossible.” He then 
stepped towards his patient, and put some questions, 
to which the poor invalid, though he seemed to recog¬ 
nise the friendly and familiar voice, answered only in a 
faltering and uncertain manner. * 
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The young lady, in her turn, had drawn back when 
the doctor approached his patient. ** You see how it is 
with him," said the doctor, addressing me ; '* I have 
heard our poor friend in one of the most eloquent of 
his pleadings, give a description of this very disease, 
which he compared to the tortures inflicted by Mezen- 
tins, when he chained the dead to the living. The soul, 
he said, is imprisoned in its dungeon of flesh, and 
though retaining its natural and unalienable properties, 
can no more exert them than the captive enclosed within 
4 a prison-house can act as a free agent. Alas ! to see 
////«, who could so well descrilie what this malady was in 
others, a prey himself to its infirmities ! 1 shall never 

forget the solemn tone of expression with which he 
summed up the incapacities of the jiaralytic, —the 
deafened car, the dimmed eye, the crippled limbs,—in 
iJie noble words of Juvenal— 

Membrerum datnno major, dementia, quae nec 
Nomiua servorum, nec vultuin agnoscit amici.' 

As the physician repeated these lines, a flash of intelli¬ 
gence seemed to revive in the invalid’s eye—sunk again 
—again stniggled, and he spoke more intelligibly than 
before, and in the tone of one eager to say something 
which he felt would escape him unless said instantly. 
“A question of deathbed, a question of deathbed, doctor 
—a reduction e,x capite ievti —Withering against Wilibus 
—iibout the morbus sovticus. 1 pleaded the cause for 
the pursuer— 1 , and—and—^Why, I shall forget my own 
name—I, and—he that was the wittiest and the best- 
humoured man living"—— 

The description enabled the doctor to fill up the blank, 
and the patient joyfully repeated the name suggested.. 
*‘Ay, ay," he said, “just he—Harry—poor Harry’* 

-The light in bis eye died away, and he sunk back 

in his easy chair. * 
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** You have now seen more of our poor friend, Mr. 
Croftangry," said the physician, *Mhan I dared venture 
to promise you. and now 1 must take my professional 
authority on me, and ask you to retire. Miss Somnier- 
ville will, 1 am sure, let you know if a moment should 
by any chance occur when her tmcle can see you." 

What could 1 do ? I gave my card to the young lady, 
and, taking my ofrering from my bosom—** If my poor 
friend,’* 1 said, with accents as broken almost as his 
own, ** should ask where this came from, name me; and 
say from the most obliged and most grateful man alive. 
Say, the gold of which it is composed was saved by 
grains at a time, and was hoarded with as much avarice 
as ever was a raiser’s:—^to bring it here I have come a 
thousand miles, and now, alas, 1 hnd him thus ! ** 

1 laid the box on the table, and was retiring with 
a lingering step. The eye of the invalid was caught by 
it, as that of a child by a glittering toy, and with infan> 
tine impatience he faltered out inquiries of his niece. 
With gentle mildness she repeated again and again who 
I was, and why 1 came, etc. I was about to turn, and 
hasten from a scene so painful, when the physician laid 
his hand on my sleeve—** Stop," he said, “there is a 
change." 

There was indeecl, and a marked one. A faint glow 
spread over his pallid features—they seemed to gain 
the look of intelligence which belongs to vitality—bis 
eye once more kindled—his lip coloured—and drawing 
himsdf up out of the listless posture he had hitherto 
maintained, he rose without assistance. The doctor and 
the servant ran to give him their support He waved 
them aside, and tliey were contented to place themselves 
in such a positiem behind as might ensure against acci> 
dent, should his ncnvly acquired strength decay as 
suddenly as it had revived. 

** My dear Croftangry,'* be said, in * the tone of kind* 
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ness of other days, I am glad to sec you returned^ 
You find me but poorly—^but my little niece here and 

Dr.-are very kind—God bless you, my dear friend! 

wc shall not meet again till we meet in a better 
world." 

I pressed his extended hand to my lips—I pressed it 
to my bosom—I would fain have flung myself on my 
knees; but the doctor, leaving the patient to the young 
lady and the servant, who wheeled forward his chair, 
and were replacing him in it, hurried me out of the 
room. •• My dear sir," he said, " you ought to be 
satisfied ; you have seen our poor invalid mcM’e like his 
former self than he has been for months, or than he 
may be j^erhaps again until all is over. The whole 
Faculty could not have assured such an interval—I 
must see whether anything can be derived from it to 
improve the general health—Pray, begone*." The last 
argument hurried me from the spot, agitated by a crowd 
of jfccUngs, all of them painfuL 

When I had overcome the shock of this great dis¬ 
appointment, I renewed gradually my acquaintance ^ith 
one or two old companions, who, though of infinitely 
less interest to my feelings than my unfortunate friend, 
served to relieve the pressure of ai^ual solitude, and 
who were not perhaps the less open to my advances, 
that I was a bachelor somewhat stricken in years, newly 
arrived from foreign parts, and certainly independent, if 
not wealthy. 

I was considered as a tolerable subject of speculation 
by some, and I could not be burdensome to any ; I was 
therefore, according to the ordinary rule of Edinburgh 
ho.spitality, a welcome guest in several respectable 
families ; but I found no one who could replace the loss 
I had sustained In my best friend and benefactor. I 
w.anted something more than mere companionship cotdd 
give tnc, and where was I to look for it ?—among the 
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scattered remnants of those that had been my gay friends 
of yore ?—-alas I 

Many a lad I loved was dead, 

And many a las.>> grown old. 

Besides all community of between us had ceased to 
exist, and such of former friends as were still in the 
world, held their life in a different tenor from what I 
did. 

Some had become misers, and were as eager in saving 
sixpence as ever they had been in spending a guinea. 
Some had turned agriculturists—their talk w'as of oxen, 
and they were only fit comfi^inions for graziers. Some 
stuck to cards, and though no longer deep gamblers, 
rather played small game than sat out. This I particu¬ 
larly despised. The strong impulse of gaming, alas ! I 
had felt in my time—it is as intense as it is criminal; 
but it produces excitation and interest, and I can con¬ 
ceive how it should become a passion with strong and 
powerful minds. But to dribble away life in exchanging 
bits of painted pasteboard round a green table, for the 
piddling concern of a few shillings, can only be excused 
in folly or superannuation. It is like riding on a rocking- 
horse, where your ,utmost exertion never carries you a 
foot forward; it is a kind of mental treadmill, where 
you are perpetually climbing, but can never rise an inch. 
From these hints, my readers will perceive 1 am in¬ 
capacitated for one of the pleasures of old age, whi5h, 
though not mentioned by Cicero, is not the least frequent 
resource in the present day,—the club-room, and the 
snug hand at whist. 

To return to my old companions : Some frequented 
public assemblies, like the gliost of Beau Nash, off any 
other beau of half-a-century back, thrust aside by titter¬ 
ing youth, and pitied by those of their own age. In 
fine, some went into devotion, ns tlie French term it« 
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and others, I fear, went to the devil; a few fotind 
resources in science and letters ; one or two turned 
philosophers in a small way, peeped into microscope.■>, 
and became familiar with tlie fashionable experimenis 
of the day. Some took to reading, and 1 was one of 
them. 

Some grains of repulsion towards the society around 
me—some paitiful recollections of early faults and follies 
—^somc touch of displeasure with living mankind, in¬ 
clined me rather to a study of antiquities, and parti¬ 
cularly those of my own country. The reader, if 1 
can prevail on myself to continue the present work, 
will probably be able to jutige, in the course of it, 
whether 1 have made any useful progress in the study 
of the olden times. 

1 owed Unis turn of study, in part, to the conversa¬ 
tion of my kind man of business, Mr. Fairscribe, whom 
I mentioned as having seconded the efforts of my in¬ 
valuable friend, in bringing the cause on which iiiy 
liberty and the remnant of my property depended, to 
a favourable decision. He had given me a most kind 
reception on iry return. He was too much engaged 
in his profession for me to intrude on him often, and 
perhaps his mind w'as too much trammelled with its 
details to pennit liis being willingly withdrawn from 
them. In short, he was not a person of roy poor friend 
Sommerville's expanded spirit, and rather a lawyer of 
the ordinary class of formalists; but a most able and 
excellent man. When my estate was sold, he retained 
some of the older title-deeds, aiguing, from his own 
feelings, that they would be of more consequence to 
the htAT of the old family than to the new purchaser. 
And when I returned to Edinburgh, and found him 
stiU in the exercise of the profession to whii^ he was 
an honour, he sent to my lodgings the old family bible, 
which lay always* on my father's table, two or three 
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'Other mouldy volumes, and a couple of sheep-skin bags, 
full of parchments and papers whose appearance was by 
no means inviting. 

The next time I shared Mr. Fairscribe’s hospitable 
dinner, I failed not to return him due thanks for his 
kindness, which acknowledgment, indeed, I proix>rtionc(l 
rather to the idea which I knew he entertained of th(; 
value of such things, than to the interest with which J 
m^'self reg^arded them. But the conversation turning 
on my family, w'ho were old proririetors in the Upper 
Ward of Clydesdale, gradually excited some interest in 
my mind ; and w'hen I retired to my solitary parlour, 
the first thing I did was to look for a pedigree, or a sort 
of history of the family, or House of Croftangiy, once 
of that Ilk, latterly of Glcntanner. The discoveries 
which I made shall enrich the next chapter. 

CHAP. 11. 

lha whloh Mr. Oroftangry contlnuea bla Story. 

Wfutts propertyy dear Swift t I tee it alter 
From you to me, from me to Peter Walter ,— Pops. 

ROFTANtjRY — Croftandrew—Croftanridge—• 
Croftandgrey—for sa mony wise hath the name 
been sxiellit—is weel known to be ane bouse of 
■grit antiquity; and it is said that King Milcolumbttir 
Malcolm, being the first of our Scottish princes qulia 
removit across the Firth of Forth, did reside and occupy 
ane palace at Edinburgh, and had there ane valziant 
man, who did him man-service, by keeping the croft, or 
-com land, which was tilled for the convenience of the 
King’s household, and was thence callit Croft-an-ri, 
tliat is to say. the King his croft; quhllk place, though 
atow coverit with biggings, is U> thhi day called Croft- 
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angry, and lyeth near to the royal palace. And whereas 
that some of those who bear this auld and honourable 
name may take scorn that it ariseth from the tilling of 
the ground, quhilk men account a slavish occupation, 
yet we ought to honour the pleugh and spade, seeing we 
all derive our being from our father Adam, whose lot it 
became to cultivate the earth, in respect of his fall and 
transgression. 

“ Also we have witness, as weel in holy writt as in 
profane history, of the honour in quhilk husbandrie was 
held of old, and how prophets have l>een taken from the 
pleugh. and great captains raised up to defend their ain 
countries, sic 21 s Cincinnatus, and the like, who fought 
not the common enemy with the less valiancy that their 
arms had been exercised in balding the stilts of the 
pleugh, and their bellicose skill in driving of yauds and 
owsen. 

"Likewi.se there are sindry honourable families, 
qtihilk arc now of our native Scottish nobility, and 
have clombe higher up the brae of preferment than 
what this hou.se of Croftangry hath done, quhilk shame 
not to carry in their warlike shield and insignia of 
dignity, the tools and implements the quhilk their first 
forefathers exercised in labouring die croft-rig, or, as 
the i>oct Virgilius callcth it eloquently, in subduing the 
soil. And no doubt this ancient house of Croftangry. 
M^ilc it continued to be called of that Ilk, produced 
many worshipful and famous patriots, of quhom 1 now 
prretermit the names ; it being my purpose, if God shall 
spare me life for sic and pious officium, or duty, to 
resume the first part of my narrative touching the house 
of Croftangry, when I can set down at length the evi- 
dents, and historical witness anent the facts which 1 
shall aHege. seeing that words, when they are unsup¬ 
ported by proofs, ^re like seed sown on the naked rocks, 
dr like an house biggit on the flitting and faithless sands.*' 
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Here I slopped to draw breath ; for ilie style of my 
grandsire, the inditer of this goodly ntatle.', was rather 
lengthy, as our American friends say. Indeed, I re¬ 
serve ^e rest of the piece until 1 can obtain admission 
to the Bannatyne Club, when I propose to throw off an 
edition, limited according to the rules of that erudite 
Society, with a facsimile of the manuscript, emblazonry 
of the family arms, surrounded by their quartering, and 
and a handsome disclamation of family pride, with Hmc 
nos novtmus esse nihil, or Vix ea nostra voco. 

In the meantime, to speak truth, 1 cannot but suspect, 
that though my w'orthy ancestor puffed vigorously to 
swell up the dignity of his family, we had never, in fact, 
risen above the rank of middling proprietors. The 
estate of Glentanner came to us by the intermarriage of 
my ancestor with Tib Sommeril, termed by the .Soutlirons, 
Sommerville, a daughter of that noble house, but I fear 
on what my great grandsirc calls ' ‘ the wrong side of the 
blanket.’* Her husband, Gilbert, was killed fighting, as 
the Inquisitio post mortem has it, "sub vcxillo regis 
apudprcelium juxta Branxton, LIE Floddenjield." 

We had our sliare in other national misfortunes—were 
forfeited, like Sir John Colville of the Dale, for follow¬ 
ing our betters V3 the field of I.Angside ; and, in tlie 
contentious times of the last Stuarts, we were severely 
lined for harbouring and resetting intercommuned 
ministers ; and n<arrowly escaped giving a martyr to the 
C'olendar of the Covenant, in the person of the falhcJr of 
om family historian. He “took the sheaf from the 
mare,*' however, as the MS. expresses it, and agreed to 
accept of the terms of pardon offered by government, 
and sign the bond, in evidence he would give no farther 
ground of offence. My grandsire glosses over bis father s 
backsliding as smoothly as he can, and comforts him¬ 
self with ascribing his want of resolution to his un¬ 
willingness to wreck the ancient name and family, and 
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to permit bis lands and lineage to fall under a doom of 
forfeiture, 

"And indeed,” said the venerable compiler, **as, 
praised be God, we seldom meet in Scotland with these 
belly-gods and voluptuaries, whilk are unnatural enough 
to devour their patrimony bequeathed to them by their 
forbears in chambering and wantonness, so that they 
come, with the prodigal son, to the husks and the swinc- 
trough ; and as I have the less to dreirl the existence of 
sucli unnatural Neroes in mine own family to devour the 
substance of their own house like brute beasts out of 
mere gluttonie and Epicurishnesse, so T need only warn 
mine descendants against over hastily meddling with the 
mutations in state and in religion, which have been near- 
hand to the bringing this poor house of Croftangry to 
perdition, as we have shown more than once. And 
albeit I would not that my succcs.sors sat still altogeth^ 
when csdlcd on by their duly to Ktrk and King ; yet 1 
w'ould have them wait till stronger and wealthier men 
than themselves were up, so that either they may have 
the better chance of getting through the day ; or, fail¬ 
ing of that, the conquering party having some fatter 
quarry to live upon, may, like gorged hawks, spare the 
smaller game. ” 

There was something in this conclusion which at first 
reading piqued me extremely, and I was so unnatural as 
to cur.se the whole concern, as poor, tnild. pitiful trash, 
in wnich a silly old man was saying a great deal about 
nothing at all. Nay, my first impression was to thrust 
it into the hre, the rather that it reminded me. in no very 
flattering manner, of the loss of the family property, to 
which the compiler of the history was so much attached, 
in the very manner which he mo.st severely reprobated. 
It even seemed to my aggrieved feelings, that his un- 
prescient gaze on futurity, in which he could not antici¬ 
pate the folly of one of his descendants, who should 
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throw away the whole inheritance in a few years of idle 
expense and folly, was meant as a personal inc^ility 
to myself, though written fifty or sixty years before I was 
bom. 

A little refiection made me ashamed of this feeling of 
impatience, and as I looked at the even, concise, yet 
tremulous hand in which the manuscript was written, 1 
could not hdp thinking, according to an opinion I have 
heard seriously maintained, that something of a man's 
character may be conjectured from his handwriting. 
Ibat neat, but crowded and constrained small hand, 
argued a man of a good conscience, well-regulated 
passions, and, to use his own phrase, an upright walk in 
life ; but it also indicated narrowness of spirit, inveterate 
}>rcjudice, and hinted at some degree of intolerance, 
which, though not natural to the disposition, had arisen 
out of a limited education. The passages from Scripture 
and the classics, rather profusely than happHy intro¬ 
duced, and written in a half-text character to mark their 
importance, illustrated that peculiar sort of pedantry, 
which always considers the argument as gained, if 
secured by a quotation. Then the flourished capital 
letters, which ornamented the commencement of each 
paragraph, and the name of his family and of his ances¬ 
tors, whenever these occurred in the page, do th^ not 
express forcibly the pride and sense of importance with 
which the author undertook and accomplished his jask ? 
I persuaded myself, the whole was so complete a por- 
trmt of the man, that it would not have been a m(»e un- 
dutiful act to have defaced his picture, or even to have 
disturbed his bones in his coflin, than to destroy his 
matiuscripL I thought, fmr a moment, of presenting it 
to Mr, Fairscribe ; but that confounded passage about 
the prodigal and swine-tremgh—I settled at last it was as 
well to lock it up in my own bureau, with the Intention 
to look at it no more. 
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Dot I do not know how it was, that the subject began 
to at nearer my heart than 1 was aware of, and 1 found 
myself repeatedly engaged in reading descriptions of 
farms which were no longer mine, and boundaries which 
marked the property of others. A love of the nataie 
solum, if Swift be right in translating tliese words 
** family estate,*' began to awaken in my bosom; the 
recollections of my own youth adding Uttle to it, saw 
what was connected with field-sports. A career of 
pleasure is unfavourable for acquiring a taste for natural 
beauty, and still more so for filming associations of u 
sentimental kind, connecting us with the inanimate 
objects around us. 

1 bad thought little about my estate, while 1 possessed 
and was wasting it, unless as affording the rude materials 
out of which a certain inferior race of creatures, called 
tenants, were bound to produce (in a greater quantity 
than they actually did) a certain return called rent, 
which was destined to supply my expenses. This was 
my genoral view of the matter. Of particular places, I 
recollected that Garval Hill was a famous piece of rough 
upland pasture, for rearing young colts, and teaching 
them to throw their feet—that Minion Burn had the 
finest yellow trout in the country,—that Seggycleugh 
was unequalled for woodcocks—that Bengibbert Moors 
afforded excellent nioorfowl-shooting, and that the clear 
bubUing fountain called the Harper’s Well was the best 
recii^e in the world on the morning after a Hard^go with 
my neighbour fox-hunter.s. Still these ideas recalled, by 
decrees, pictures, of which 1 had since learned to appre¬ 
ciate the merit—scenes of silent loneliness, where exten¬ 
sive moors, undulating into wild hills, were only disturbed 
by the whistle of the plover, or the crow of the heath- 
cock ; wild ravines creeping up into mountains, filled 
with natural wood, and which, when traccxl downwards 
along the paUi fonxyed by shepherds and nutters, were 

4»S 



CHRONICLES OF THE CANONQATE. 

found gradtially to enlarge and deepen, as each formed 
a channel to its own brook, sometimes bordered by steep 
banks of earth, often with the more romantic boundary 
of naked rocks or cliffs, crested with oak, jnountaitKLsh, 
and hazd,—all gratifying the eye the more that the 
scenery was, from the bare nature of the countiy around, 
totally unexpected. 

1 had recollections, too, of fair and fertile holms, or 
level plains, extending between the wooded banks and 
the bold stream of the Clyde, which, coloured like pure 
amber, or rather having the hue of the pebbles o^ed 
Cairngorm, rushes over sheets of rock andjbeds of gravel, 
inspiring a species of awe from the few and faithless 
ford.s which it presents, and the frequency of fatal 
accidents, now diminished by the number of bridges. 
These alluvial holms were frequently bordered by triple 
and quadruple rows of large trees, which gracefully 
marked their boundary, and dipped their long arms 
into the foaming stream of the river. Other<^g>laces I 
remembered, which had been described by the old hunts¬ 
man as the lodge of tremendous wild-cats, or the spot 
where tradition stated the mighty stag to have b^n 
brought to bay, or where heroes, whos(> might was now 
as much forgotten, were said to have been slain by 
surprise, or in battle. 

It is not to be supposed that these finished landscapes 
became visible before the eyes of my imagination, as the 
scenery of the stage is disclosed by the rising of the 
curtain. 1 have said, that 1 had looked. upoif the 
country around me, during the hurried and dissipated 
period of my life, with the eyes indeed of my body, but 
without those of my understanding. It was piece by 
piece, as a child picks out its lesson, that 1 began to 
recollect the beauties of nature which had once sutrounded 
me m the home of my forefatbors. A natural taste for 
them must have lurked at the ,)30ttom of my heart, 
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which awakened when 1 was in foreign countries, and 
becoming by degrees a favourite passion, gradually 
turned its eyes inwards, and ransacked the neglected 
std^ which my memory had involuntarily recorded, 
and when excited, exerted herself to collect and to 
complete. 

I began now to regret more bitterly than ever the 
having fooled away my family property, the care and 
improvement of which, I saw, might have afforded an 
agreeable employment for my leisure, which only wei^^ 
to brood on past misfortunes, and increase useless re* 
pining. !! Had but a single farm been reserved, how- 
evw small,*' said I, one day to Mr. Fairscribc, *** I should 
ha# had a place I could call my home, and something 
that I could call btisiness." 

" It might have been managed," answered Fairscribc ; 

*' and for my part I inclined to keep the mansion-house, 
mains, aad some of the old family acres together ; but 
both Mr. ——- and you were of opinion that the money 
would be mmw useful.’* 

" True, true, my good friend," .said I, ** I was a fool 
then, and did not think I could incline to be Glentatiner 
with £700 or £300 a-year, instead of Glentanner with as 
many thousands. I was then a haughty, pettish, ignorant, 
dissipated, broken*down Scottish laird ; and thinking my 
imaginary consequence altogetlier ruined, I cared not 
how^sobn, or how absolutely, I was rid of everything 
that recalled it to my own memory, or that of others." 

“ And now it is like you have changed your mind ? ’* 
said Fairscribc. ** Well, fortune is apt to circumduce ^ 
the term upon us; but I think she may allow you to 
Msvise youf condescendence." , , 

How do you mean, my good friend ? ** 

** Nay,’* said Fairsoiibe, ** there is ill luck in arening 
till one is sure of his /acts. I will look back on a file of 
newspapers, and to>morrow you shall hear from me^ 
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come, help yourself--1 have leeii you £11 your glass 
higher.** 

**And shall see it again,** said I, pouring out what 
remmned of our bottle of claret; '* tte wine is capital, 
and so shall our toast be—To your fireside, my good 
friend. And now we shall go beg a Soots song, without 
foreign graces, from my little siren Miss Katie." 

The next day accordingly 1 received a paro^ from Mr. 
Fairscribe with a newspaper enclosed, among the ad> 
.yertisements of which, one was marked with a cross as 
requiring my attention. I read to my surprise— 

DESIRABLE ESTATE FOR SALE. 

** By ordciT of the Lords of Council and Session, will 
be exposed to sale in the New Sessions House of l^in- 
burgh, on Wednesday, the 25th November z8—, all and 
whole the lands and barony of Glentanner, now called 
Castle Treddles. lying in the Middle Ward of Clydesdale, 
and shire of Lanark, with the teinds, parsonage and 
vicarage, fishings in the Clyde, woods, mosses, moors, 
and pasturages," eta eta 

The advertisement went on to set forth the advantages 
of the soil, situation, natural beauties, and capabilities of 
improvement, not forgetting its being a freehold estate, 
with the particular polypus capact^ of being sliced up 
into two, three, or, with a little assistance, four freehold 
qualifications, and a hint that the county was likely to be 
eagerly contested between two great families. The u][>sct 
price at which “ the said lands and barmiy and others " 
were to be exposed was thirty years’ purchase of the 
proven rental, which was about a fourth more than the 
property had fetched at the last sale. This, which was 
mentioned, 1 suppose, to show the improvaUe dIUMRacHn: 
of the lan^ would have given another some pain ; but 
let me speadc truth of myself in good as in evil—it pfidned 
not me. I was only angry that Faiisctibc^ who knew 
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something generaUy of the extent of my funds, should 
have tantalised me by sending me infonnation that my 
family property was in the market, since he must have 
known that the price was far out of my reach. 

But a letter dropped from the parcel on the floor, wfaidt 
attracted my ^e, and explained the riddle. A client of 
Mr. Fairscribe’s, a moneyed man, thought of bu3ring 
Glentanner, merdy as an investment of money—^it was 
even unlikely he would ever see it; and so, the price of 
the whole being some thousand pounds beyond what cadi 
he had on hand, this accommodating I^ves would 
gladly take a partner in the sale for any detached farm, 
and would mEike no objection to its including the most 
desirable part of the estate in point of beauty, provided 
the price was made adequate. Mr. Fairscribe would 
take care I was not imposed on in the matter, and said 
in his card, he believed, if 1 really wished to make such 
,a purchase, I had better go out and look at the premises, 
advising me, at the same time, to keep a strict incognito; 
an advice somewhat superfluous, since 1 am naturally of 
a retired and reserved disposition. 


CHAP. in. 

ICr. Oroftangry, Inter alia, revisits Olentannsr. 

Then ting qf tt«ige< 0 aeha. 

And/ear ne refroachet 
For ridutg m one; 

' Bui daify 6e Jogging, 

WhUet, otdiittKng and flogging, 

Whiiet. euhieilntg and flogging, 

■ The eoachmum drive* ee,'—F asquhas. 




i'l' 


*■ V 


ISGUISED in a grey surtont which had teem 
seridoe, a white castor on my head, and a stout 
Indian canq in my hand, the next week saw me 
on the top elf'ji mail-coach drivii^ to the westward. 
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I like mail-coachcs, and I hate them. I like them for 
ray convenience, but I detest them for setting the whole 
world aogadding instead of sitting quietly still minding 
their own business, and preserving the stamp of origin'* 
ality of character which nature or education may have 
impressed on them. Off they go, jingling against each 
other in the rattling vehicle till they have no more variety 
of stamp in them than so many smooth shillings—the 
same even in their Welsh wigs and great'Coats, each 
without more individuality than belongs to a partner of 
the company, as the waiter calls them, of the North coach. 

Worthy Mr. Piper, best of contractors who ever 
furnished four frampal jades for public use, I bless you 
when I set out on a journey myself; the neat coaches 
under your contract render the intcrcotirse, from Johnnie 
Groat's House to I.adykirk and Comhill Bridge, safe, 
pleasant, and cheap. But, Mr. Piper, you who are a 
shrewd arithmetician, did it never occur to you to calcu** 
late how many fools’ heads, which might have produced 
an idea or two in the year, if suffered to remain in quiet, 
get effectually addled by jolting to and fro in these flying 
chariots of yours ; how many decent countrymen become 
conceited bumpkins after a cattle-show dinner in the 
capital, which they could not have attended save for your 
means; how many decent country parsons return critics 
and spouters, by way of importing the newest teste from 
Edinburgh ? And how will your conscience answer one 
day for carrying so many bonny lasses to barter mod^ty 
for conceit and levity at the Metropolitan Vanity Fair ? 

Consider, too, the low rate to which you reduce 
human intellect. I do not believe your habitual customers 
have their ideas more enlarged than one of your ooach- 
horses. They knows the road, like the English postilion, 
and they know nothing beside. They date, like the 
carriers at Gadshill, from the death of John Ostler; the 
succession of guards forms a dynastyin their eyes ; coach- 
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men are their ministers of state, and an upset is to them 
a greater incident than a change of administration. 
Their only point of interest on the road is to save the' 
time, and see whether the coach keeps the hour. This 
Is surely a miserable degradation of human intellect. 
Take my advice, my good sir, and disinterestedly contrive 
that once or twice a-quarter your most dexterous whip 
shall overturn a coachful of the superfluous travellers, in 
terrorem to those who, as Horace says, * * delight in the 
dust raised by your chariots." 

Your current and customary maiI>coach passenger, toe, 
gets abominably selfish, schemes successfully for the best 
seat, the freshest egg. the right cut of the sirloin. The 
mode of travelling is death to all the courtesies and 
kindnesses of life, and goes a great way to demoralise the 
character, and cause it to retrograde to barbarism. You 
allow us excellent dinners, but only twenty minutes to 
eat them ; and what is the consequence ? Bashful beauty 
sits on the one side of us, timid childhood on the other ; 
respectable, yet somewhat feeble old age is placed on our 
front; and all require those acts of politeness which 
ought to put ei'ery degree upon a level at the convivial 
board* But have we Ume—we the strong and active of 
(the party—to perform the duties of the table to the more 
retired and bashful, to whom these little attentions are 
lue? The lady should be pressed to her chicken—^the 
old man helped to his favourite and tender slico-othe 
child to his tart. But not a fraction of a minute have we 
to bestow on any other person than ourselves ; and the 

— tut-tut of the guard's discordant note, sum> 
mons us to the coach, the weaker party having gone 
without their dinner, astd the able-bodied and active 
threatened with indigestion, from having swallowed 
victuals like a Lei’stershire clown bolting bacon. 

On the memorable occasion I am speaking of I lost my 
breakfast, sheerly* from obeying the commands of a 
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respec!tabIe>loo 1 dng old lady, who once required me to 
ring the bell, and another time to help the tea>kettle. I 
have some reason to think she wras litterally an old 
Stagert who laughed fax her sleeve at my complaisance; 
so that I have sworn in my secret soul revenge upon her 
sex. and all sndi errant damsels of whatever age and 
degree, whom I may encounter in my travels. I mean 
all this without the least fll^wiU to my friend the con* 
tractor, who, I think, has approached as near as any one 
is like to do toward accomplishing the modest wish 
of the Amatns and Amata of the Peri Bathous, 

Ye gods, annihilate but time and spacer 
And make two lovers happy. 

I Intend to give Mr. P. his full revenge when 1 come 
to discuss the more reomit enormity of steamboats; mean* 
while 1 shall only say of both these modes of conveyance; 
that 

There is bo living vith them or without them. 

I am perhaps more critical on the - mail-coadi on 
this particalar occasion, that I did not meet all the resp>ect 
from the wondiiplttl company in his Majesty's carriage 
that I think I was entitled to. I must say it for mysdf, 
that I bear, in my own opinion at least, not a vulgar 
point about me. My face has seen service, but there is 
still a good set of teeth, an aquiline nose, and a quick 
grey eye, set a little too deep under the eyelnow; and a 
cue of the Idnd once more called military, may sennf to 
show that my dvU occupations have hem some tim es 
mixed with those of war. Nevertheless, two idle young 
fellows in the vehicle, or rather on the top of it. were so 
much amused with the deliberation whidi 1 used in 
ascending to the same place of eminence, that 1 thought 
1 should have been obliged to pull them up a little. And 
1 was in no good humour, at an unsuppressed laugh 
jfpnowing my descent, when set down at the angle, where 
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A cross road, striking off from the main one, led me 
towards Glentanner, from which 1 was still nearly five 
miles distant. 

It was an old>fSasbioned road, which, preferring ascents 
to sloughs, was led in a straight line over height and 
hollow, through moor and dale. Every object around 
me, as I passed them in succession, reminded me of old 
days, and at the same time formed the strongest contrast 
with them possible. Unattended, on foot, with a small 
bundle in my hand, deemed scarce sufficient good com¬ 
pany for the two shabby genteels with whom 1 had been 
lately perched on the top of a mail-coach, 1 did not seem 
to be the same person with the young prodigal who lived 
with the noblest and gayest in the land, and who, thirty 
years before, would, in the same country, have been on 
the back of a horse that had been victor for a plate, or 
smoking along in his travelling chaise-and-four. My 
sentiments were not less changed than my condition. 1 
could quite well remember, that my ruling sensation in 
the days of heady youth, was a mere schoolboy's eager¬ 
ness to get farthest forward in the race in which 1 had 
engaged; to drink as many bottles as — —; to be 
thought as good a judge of a horse as — ; to have the 

knowing cut of-'s jacket These were thy gods, 

O Israeli 

Now I was a mere looker-on; seldom an unmoved, 
and sometimes an angry spectator, but still a spectator 
^nly, of the pursuits of mankind* 1 felt how htUe my 
opinion was valued by those engaged in the busy turmoil, 
yet 1 exercised it with the profusion of an cld lawyer 
retired from his profession, who thrusts hfmself into his 
neighbour's affairs, and gives advice where it is not 
wanted, merely under pretence of loving the cradt of 
the whip. 

1 came amid these reflections to the brow of a hill, 
from which 1 ei 4 >ected to see Glentanner; a modsst- 
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looking yet comfortable house, its walls covered with the 
most productive fruit-trees in that part of the country, 
and screened from the most stormy quarters of the 
horizon by a deep and ancient wood which overhung the 
neighbouring hill The house was gone ; a great part of 
the wood was felled ; and instead of the gentleman-like 
mansion, shrouded and embosomed among its old here¬ 
ditary trees, stood Castle Treddles, a huge lumping four¬ 
square pile of freestone, as bare as my nail, except for a 
paltry edging of decayed and lingering exotics, with an 
impoverished lawn stretched before it, which, instead of 
boasting deep green tapestry, enamelled with daisies, and 
with crowsfoot and cowslips, showed an extent of naked¬ 
ness, raked, indeed, and levdled, but where the sown 
grasses had failed Avith drought, and the earth, retaining 
its natural complexion, seemed nearly as brown and bare 
as when it was newly dug up. 

The house was a large fabric, which pretended to its 
name of Castle only from the front windows being 
finished in acute Gothic arches (being, by the way, the 
very reverse of the castellated style), and each angle 
graced with a turret about the size of a pepper-box. In 
eveiy other respect it resembled a large town-house, 
which, like a fat buigess, had taken a walk to the country 
on a holiday, and climbed to the top of an eminence to 
look around it* The bright red colour of the freestone, 
the dze of the building, the formality of its shape, ai^d 
awkwardness of its position, harmonised as ill with the 
sweeping Clyde in front, and the bubbling brook wrfaich 
danced down on the right, as the fat civic form, with 
bushy wrig, gold-headed cane, maroon-coloured coat, and 
mottled silk stockings, would have accorded with the 
wild and magnificent scenery of Corehouse Linn. 

I went up to the house. It was in that state of deser* 
tion which is perhaps the most unpleasant to look on, for 
the place was going to decay, without having been in- 
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habited. There were about the mansion, though deserted, 
none of the slow mouldering touches of time, which com¬ 
municate to buildings, as to the human frame, a sort of 
reverence, while depriving them of beauty and of strength. 
The disconcerted schemes of the Laird of Castle Tred- 
dles had resembled fruit that becomes decayed without 
ever having ripened. Some windows broken, others 
patched, others blocked up vnth deals, gave a disconsolate 
air to all aroimd,and seemed to say, ''There Vanity 
had purposed to hx her seat, but was anticipated by 
Poverty." 

To the inside, after many a vain summons, I was at 
length admitted by an old labomrer. The house con¬ 
tained every contrivance for luxtuy and accommodation ; 
—^the kitchens were a model, and there were hot closets 
on the office staircase, that the dishes might not cool, as 
our Scottish phrase goes, between the kitchen and the 
hall. But instead of the genial smell of good cheer, 
these temples of Comus emitted the damp odour of 
sepulchral vaults, and the large cabinets of cast-iron 
looked like the cages of some feudal Bastile. The 
eating-room and drawing-room, with an interior boudoir, 
were magnificent apartments, the ceilings fretted and 
adorned with stucco-work, which already was broken in 
many places, and looked in others damp and moulder¬ 
ing ; wood panelling was shrunk and warped, and 
cra<dced; the doors, which had not been hung for more 
tl&n two years, were, nevertheless, already swinging 
loose from their hinges. Desolation, in short, was 
where enjoyment bad never been; and the want of all 
the usual means to preserve was fast performing the 
work of decay. 

The story was a common one, and told in a few words. 
Mr. Treddles, senior, who bought the estate, was a 
cautious money-making person; his son, still embarked 
in commercial speculations, desired at the same time to 
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enj(^ his opulence and to increase it. He incurred 
great expenses, amongst which this edifice was to be 
numbered. To support these be speculated boldly, and 
unfortunately ; and thus the whole history is told, which 
may serve for more places than Glentanner. 

Strange and various fe^ngs ran through my bosom, 
as I loitered in these deserted apartments, scarce hearing 
what my guide said to me about the size and destination 
of eadi room. The first sendment. I am ashamed to 
say, was one of gradfied spite. My patrician pride was 
pleased, that the mechanic, who had not thought the 
house of the Croftangrys sufficiently good for him, had 
now experiertoed a fall in his turn. My next thought 
was as mean, though not so malicious. *' I have had 
the better of this fellow,*’ thought I; “if I lost the 
estate, I at least spent the price; and Mr. Treddles has 
lost his among paltry commercial engagements," 

“ Wretch! " said the secret voice within, *' darest thou 
exult in thy shame ? Recollect how thy youth and for 
tune were wasted in those years, and triumph not in the 
enjoyment of an existence which levelled thee with the 
beasts that perish. Bethink thee how this poor man's 
vanity gave at least bread to the labourer, peasant, and* 
citizen ; and his profuse expenditure, like water spilt on 
the ground, refreidied the lowly herbs and plants where 
it fell. But thou t whom hast thou enriched, during thy 
career of extravagance, save those brokers of the devjl. 
vintners, panders, gamislers, and horse-jockeys ? *' The 
anguish produced by this sdf-reproof was so strong, 
that I put my band suddenly to my forehead, and was 
obliged to allege a sudden megrim to my attendant, in 
apology for the action, and a slight groan with which it 
was accompanied. 

I then made an effort to turn my thoughts faito a more 
philosophical current, and muttered half aloud, as a charm 
to lull any more palofnl thoughts to rest— 
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Ifune agtr Umbreni sub nomine^ nuper Ofetti 
DiciuSt erit nulli proprius ; sed eedit in usum 
Nune mikif nune aUi. Quoeirea vivite fortes^ 

ForUaqut adpsrtis oppomts Pectorss rebus. 

In my anxiety to fix the philosophical precept in my 
mind, I recited the last line aloud, which, joined to my 
previous agitation, I afterwards found became the cause 
of a report, that a mad schoolmaster had come from 
Edinburgh, with the idea in his head of buying Castle 
Treddles. 

As 1 saw my companion was desirous of getting rid of 
me, I aslced where 1 was to find the person in whose 
hands were left the map of the estate and other parti- 
cuhus connected with the sale. The agent who had this 
in possesion, I was told, lived at the town of — 
which 1 was informed, and indeed knew well, was distant 
five miles and a bittock, which may pass in a country 
where they are less lavish of their Iwd, for two or three 
more. Being somewhat afraid of the fatigue of walking 
so far, I inquired if a horse, or any sort of carriage was 
to be had, and was answered in the negative. 

*'But,'* said my cicerone, '*3rou may halt a blink till 
next morning at the TVeddles Arms, a very decent houses 
scarce a mile off.’* 

** A new house, I suppose?" relied I. 

** Na, it’s a new public, but it’s an auld house ; it was 
aye the Leddy’s iointure-house in the Croftangry folk's 
tiifle; but Mr. Ireddles has fitted it up for the con¬ 
venience of the country. Poor man, he was a publio- 
spirited man, when hs had the means.” 

** Duntarkin a public-house t" 1 exclaimed. 

** Ay," said the fellow, surprised at my naming the 
place by its former title; ** ye'U hae been in. this country 
before. I’m thinking?” 

** Loxig since,” I replied*—*'and there is good accom¬ 
modation at the ^hat-d’ye-call-’em ams, and a civil 

4*7 



CHRONICLES OF THE CANONQATE. 

landlord ? *' This I said by way of saying something, for 
the man stared veiy hard at me. 

Very decent accommodation. Yc*U no be for fashing 
wd* wine, I’m thinking, and there’s walth o’ porter, ale, 
and a drap gude whisky” — (in an under tone)— 
Faimtosh, if you can get on the lee-side of the gude- 
wife—^for there is nae gudeman—They ca* her Christie 
Steele. ” 

I almost started at the sound.. Christie Steele I 
Christie Steele was my mother's body servant, her very 
right hand, and, between ourselves, something like a 
viceroy over her. 1 recollected her perfectly; and 
though she had in former times been no favourite of 
mine, her name now sounded in my ear like that of a 
friend, and was the first word 1 had heard somewhat in 
unison with the associations around me. 1 sallied from 
Castle Treddles, determined to make the best of my way 
to Duntarkin, and my cicerone hung by me for a little 
way, giving loose to his love of talking; an opportunity 
which, situated as he was, the seneschal of a deserted 
castle, was not likely to occur frequently. 

*'Some folk think.” said my companion, **that Mr. 
Treddles might as weel have put my wife as Christie 
Steele into the Treddles Arms, for Christie had been aye 
in service, and never in the public line, and so its like she 
is ganging back in the world, as I hear—^now, my wife 
had keepit a victualling ofiice.” „ 

'' That would have been an advantage certainly, ” Z 
replied. 

" But I am no sure that I wad ha’ looten Eppie take 
it, if they had put it in her offer.'* 

That’s a different consideration.” 

Ony way, 1 wadna ha’ liked to have offended Mr. 
Treddles; he was a wee toustie when you rubbed him 
again’ the hair—^but a kind, weel-me;u^lng man. ” 

1 wanted to get rid of this species of chat, and finding 
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mysdif near the entrance of a footpath which made a 
short cat to Duntarkin, I put half-a-crown into my 
guide’s hand, bade him good-evening, and plunged into 
the woods. 

* * Hont, sir—fie, sir—no from the like of you—stay, 
sir, ye wanna find the way that gate—Odd’s morcy, he 
maun ken the gate as weel as I do mysell—^weel, I wad 
like to ken wha the chield is/’ 

Such were the last words of my guide's drowsy, unin¬ 
teresting tone of voice; and, glad to be rid of him, I 
strode out stoutly, in despite of large stones, briers, and 
bad steps, which abounded in the road I had chosen. In 
the interim, I tried as much as I could, with verses from 
Horace and Prior, and all who have lauded the mixture 
of literary with rural life, to call back the visions of last 
night and this morning, imagining myself settled in some 
detached farm of the estate of Glentanner, 

Which sloping hills around enclose— 

Where many a birch and brown oak grows; 

when I should have a cottage with a small library, a 
small cellar, a spare bed for a friend, and live more 
happy and mote honoured than when I had the whole 
barony. But the sight of Castle I'reddles had distm-bed 
all my own castles in the air. The r(*alities of the matter, 
like a stone plashed into a limpid fountain, had destroyed 
the reflection of the objects around, which, till this act of 
vkilence, lay slumbering on the crystal surface, and I 
tried in vain to re-establish the picture which had been 
so rudely broken. Well, then, I would try it another 
way; I would try to get Christie Steele out of her public, 
since she was not thriving in it, and she who had been 
my mother’s govemante should be mine. I knew all her 
faults, and I told her history over to myself. 

She was a giand-dapghter, I believe, at least some 
relative, of the famous Covenanter of the name, whom 
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Dean Swift’s friend Captain Creichton, shot on his own 
staircase in the times of the persecutions, and had per* 
haps derived from her native stock much both of its 
good and evil properties. No one could say of her that 
she was the life and spirit of the fomily, though, in my 
mother’s time, she directed all family aflhirs; her look 
was austere and gloomy, and when she was not dis* 
pleased with you, you could only find it out by her 
silence. If there was cause for complaint, real or 
imaginary, Christie was loud enough. She loved my 
mother with the devoted attachment of a younger sister, 
but she was as jealous of her favour to any one else as if 
she had been the aged husband of a coquettish wife, and 
as severe in her reprehensions as an abbess over her 
nuns. The command which shs exercised over her, was 
that, I fear, of a strong and determined over a feeble and 
more nervous disposition; and though it was used with 
rigOTir, yet, to the best of Christie Steele’s belief, she was 
urging her mistress to her best and most becoming 
course, and would have died rather than have recom* 
mended any other. The attachment of this woman 
was limited to the family of Croftangry, for she bad 
few relations ; and a dissolute cousin, whom late in 
life she had taken as a husband, bad long left her a 

» M 

Au wv • 

To me she had ever a strong dislike. Even from my 
early childhood she was Jealous, strange as it may seem, 
of my interest in my mother’s affections; she saw nry 
foibles and vices with abhorrence, and without a grain of 
allowance; nor did she pardon the weakness of fhaternal 
affection, even when, by the death of two biotfiers, I 
came to be the only child of a widowed parent.' ' At the 
time my disorderly conduct induced my mother to leave 
Glentanner, and retreat to her }ointure*house, I always 
blamed Christie Steele for having influenced her lOSMit* 
ment, and prevented hei from listening to my vows of 
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amendment, which at times were real and serious, and 
might, perhaps, have accderated that change of dis¬ 
position which has since, I trust, taken place. But 
Christie regarded me as altogether a doomed and pre¬ 
destinated child of perdidon, who was sure to hold on 
my course, and drag downwards whosoever might at¬ 
tempt to afford me support. 

Still, though 1 knew such had been Christie’s preju¬ 
dices against me in other days, yet I thought enough 
of time had since passed away to destroy all of 
them. 1 knew that when, through the disorder of my 
affairs, my mother underwent some temporary incon¬ 
venience about mon^ matters, Christie, as a thing of 
course, stood in the gap, and having sold a small in¬ 
heritance, which had descended to her, brought the 
purchase-money to her mistress, with a sense of devotion 
as deep as that which inspired the Christians of the first 
when they sold all they had, and followed the 
apostles of the church. I therefore thought that we 
might, in old Scottish phrase,' * let byganes be byganes,** 
and begin upon a new aocounL Yet I resolved, like a 
skilful general, to reccmnoitre a little before laying down 
any precise scheme of proceeding, and in the interim 1 
determined to preserve my incc^nito. 


CHAP. IV. 


IBr. Ovoftaagiy blda adieu to Olydatdale. 


AUu, Amv ckanged/rom wkai it had&ne* bemt 
*Twa9 mfw d^grmttd t9 « common mic.—G av. 
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A 


N hour's brisk walking, or thereabouts, placed 
me in fhmt of Duntaikin, which had also, 
I found, undeigone considerable alterations, 
though It had noP been altogether demolished like the 
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principal mansion. An inn>yard extended before the 
door of the decent little jointure'house, even amidst the 
remnants of the holly hedges which had screened the 
lady's garden. Then a broad, raw-looking, new-made 
road intruded itself up the little glen, instead the old 
horseway, so seldom used that it was almost entirely 
covered with grass. It is a great enormity of which 
gentlemen trustees on the highways are sometimes 
guilty, in adopting the breadth necessary for an avenue 
to the metropolis, where all that is required is an access 
to some sequestered and unpopulous district I do not 
say anjdhing of the expense ; that the trustees and their 
constituents may settle as they please. But the destruc¬ 
tion of silvan beauty is great, when the breadth of the 
road is more than proportioned to the vale through 
which it runs, and lowers of course the consequence of 
any objects of wood or water, or broken and varied 
ground, which might otherwise attract notice, and give 
pleasure. A bubbling runnel by the side of one of 
those modem Appian or Flarainian highways, is but 
like a kennel,—^the little hill is diminished to a hillock,—* 
the romantic hillock to a molehill, almost too small for 
sight. 

Such an enormity, however, had destroyed the quiet 
loneliness of Duntarkin, and intruded its breadth of dust 
and gravel, and its associations of pochays and mail- 
coaches, upon one of the most sequestered spots in the 
Middle Ward of Clydesdale. Tlie house was old aud 
dilapidated, and looked sorry for itself, as if sensible of 
a derogation ; but the sign was strong and new, and 
brightly painted, displaying a heraldic shield, three 
shuttles in a field diaprd, a web partly unfolded for crest, 
and two stout giants for supporters, each one holding a 
weaver's beam proper. To have displayed this monstrous 
emblem on the front of the house might have haiarded 
bringing down the wall, but for certain would have 
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blocked up one or two windows. It was therefore 
established independent of the mansion, being displayed 
in an iron framework, and suspended upon two posts, 
with as much wood and iron about it as would have 
builded a brig; and there it hung, creaking, groaning, 
and screaming in every blast of wind, and frightening for 
five miles* distance, for aught 1 know, the nests of thrushes 
and linnets, the ancient denizens of the little glen. 

Wlien I entered the place, I was received by Christie 
Steele herself, who seemed uncertain whether to drop me 
in the kitchen, or usher me into a separate apartmenL 
As I called for tea, with something rather more sub¬ 
stantial than bread and butter, and .spoke of supping and 
sleeping, Christie at last inducted me into the room 
where she herself had been sitting, probably the only one 
which had a fire, though the month was October. This 
answered my plan ; and, as she was about to remove her 
spinning-wheel, I begged she would have the goodness 
to remain and make my tea. adding, that I liked the 
sound of the wheel, and desired not to disturb her 
housewife-thrift in the least. 

*' I dinna ken, sir,"—she replied in a dry revicke tone, 
which carried me back twenty years; “I am none of 
thae heartsome landleddics that can tell country cracks, 
and make themsclls agreeable ; and I was ganging to pit 
on a fire for you m the Red Room ; but if it is your will 
to stay here, he that pays the law'ing maun choose the 
lodging." 

1 endeavoured to engage her in conversation; but, 
though she answered with a kind of stiff civility, I could 
get her into no freedom of discourse, and she began to 
look at her wheel and at the door more than once, as if 
she meditated a retreat. 1 was obliged, therefore, to 
proceed to some special questions that might have in¬ 
terest for a person, whose ideas were probably of a veiy 
bounded de.scription! 
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I looked round the apartment, being the same in which 
I had last seen my poor mother. Tlie author of the 
family history, formerly mentioned, had taken great 
credit to himself for the improvements he had made in 
this same j.ointure>bouse of Duntarkin, and how, upon 
his marriage, when his mother took possession of the 
same as her jointure-house, *' to his great charges and 
expenses he caused box the walls of the great parlotur" 
(in which I was now sitting), " empanel the same, and 
plaster the roof, finishing the apartment with ane concave 
chimney, and decorating the same with pictures, and a 
barometer and thermometer.” And in particular, which 
his good mother used to say she priz^ above all the 
rest, he had caused his own portraiture be limned over 
the mantelpiece by a ^Iful hand. And, in good faith, 
there he remained sdll,—having much the visage which I 
was disposed to ascribe to him on the evidence of his 
handwriting,—^grim and austere, yet not without a cast 
of shrewdness and determination ; in armour, though be 
never wore it, I fancy; one hand on an open book, and 
one resting on the hilt of his sword, though, I dare say, 
his head never ached with reading nor his limbs with 
fencing. 

pictuie is painted on the wood, madam?” 

said 1. 

** Ay, sir, or it’s like it would not have been left there. 
They took a' they could.” 

" Mr. Treddles’s creditors, you mean ? ” said 1 . * 

** Na,” replied she, dryly, ** the creditors of another 
family, that sweepit deaner t^n this poor man’s, because, 
i fancy, there was less to gather.” 

''An older fiunily, peihaps, and probably mmre re¬ 
membered and regrett^ than ^ter possessors ? ” 

Christie here settled hersdf in her seat, and pulled her 
wheel tovirards her. 1 had given her something interest¬ 
ing for her thom^ts to dwell upon, and her whed was a 

J 1 
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mechanical accompaniment on such occasions, the re¬ 
volutions of which assisted her in the explanation of her 
ideas. 

“Mair regretted—mair missed?—I liked ane of the 
aiild family very weel, but 1 winna say that for them a‘» 
How should they be mair missed than the Treddleses ? 
The cotton mill was such a thing for the coxmtry I The 
mair bairns a cottar body had the better; they would 
make their awn keep frae the time they were five years 
auld ; and a widow, wi’ three or four bairns, was a 
wealthy woman in the time of the Treddleses.*’ 

**But the health of these poor children, my good 
friend—their education and religious instruction — 

** For health." smd Christie, looking gloomily at me. 
** ye maun ken little of the world, sir, if ye dinna ken that 
the health of the poor man’s body, as weel as his youth 
and his strength, are all at the command of the 
rich man^s purse. There never was a trade so un¬ 
healthy yet, but men would fight to get work at it for 
twa pennies a*day aboon the common wage. But the 
bairns were reasonably weel cared for, in the way of air 
and exercise, and a very respectable youth heard them 
their carrilch, and gied them lessons in Rcediemadeasy. 
Now, what did they ever get before? Maybe on a winter 
day they wad be called out to beat the wood for cocks 
or sickUke, and then the starving weans would maybe 
get a bite of broken bread and maybe no. just as the 
butler was in humour—that was a’ th«7^ goL" 

** They were not, then, a very kind family to the poor, 
these old possessors ? ’’ said 1 , somewhat bitterly ; for I 
had expected to hear my ancestors' praises recorded, 
though I certainly despaired of being regaled with my own. 

**'niey werena ill to them, sir, and that is aye some¬ 
thing. They were just decent bien bodiesony poor 
creature that had face to beg, got an awmous and 
wdcome; they that*were shame^ed gaed by, and twice 
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as welcome. But they keepit an honest walk before God 
and man, the Croftangrys, and as 1 said before, if they 
did little good, they did as little ill. They lifted thdr 
rents and spent tiiem, called in their kain and ate them ; 
gaed to the kirk of a Sunday, bowed civilly if folk took 
aff their bannets as they gaed by, and looldt as black as 
sin at them that keepit them on." 

** These are their arms that you have on the sign ? " 

"What I on the painted board that is skirling and groan¬ 
ing at the doer ?—Na, these are Mr. Treddles’s arms— 
though they look as like legs as arms—^ill pleased 1 was at 
the fule thing, that cost as muckle as would hae repaired 
the bouse from the wa’ stane to the riggin-tree. But if 1 
am to bide here, I'll hac a decent board wi' a punch-bowl 
on it." 

*'Is there a doubt of your staying here, Mrs. Steele? " 

" Dinna Mistress me." said the cross old woman, 
whose fingers were now plying their thrift in a manner 
which indicated nervous irritation—" there was nae luck 
in the land since Luckie turned Mistress, and Mistress my 
Leddy ; and as for staying here, if it concerns you to 
ken. I may stay if I can pay a hundred pand sterling for 
the lease, and I may fiit if 1 conna ; and so gude-e'en to 
you, Christie,"—and round went the wheel with much 
activity. 

" And you like the trade of keeping a public house? " 

" 1 can scarce say that," she replied. " But worthy 
Mr. Prendergast is clear of its lawfulness, and I nae 
gotten used to it, and made a decent living, though 1 
nev«r make out a fause reckoning, or give ony ane the 
means to disorder reason, in my bouse." 

" Indeed?" said I; "in that case, there is no wonder 
you have not made up the hundred pounds to purchase 
the lease." 

" How do you ken," said she sha^ly, "that 1 might 
not have bad a hundred punds of my aiu fee ? If I have it 
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not, 1 am sure it is my ain faut; and I wunna ca* it faut 
neither, for it gacd to her wha v'as weel entitled to a' my 
service.” Again she pulled stoutly at the flax, and the 
wheel went smartly round. 

“This old gentleman,” said I, fixing my eye on the 
painted panel, * ' seems to have bad his arms painted as 
w’cll as Mr. Treddlcs—^that is, if that painting in the 
corner be a scutcheon.*' 

“Ay, ay,—cushion just sae, they maun a' hae their 
cushions ; there’s sma* gentry without that; and so the 
arms, as they ca' them, of the house of Glentanner may be 
seen on an auld stane in the west end of the house. But 
to do them justice, they didna propale sae muckle about 
them as poor Mr. Treddles did;—^it's like they were 
better used to them.” 

“Very likely—^Are there any of the old family in life, 
goodwife ? " 

“No,” she replied; then added, after a moment’s 
hesitation—“ not that 1 know of,”—and the wheel, wluch 
bad intermitted, began again to revolve. 

“ Gone aoroad, perhaps? ” I suggested. 

She now looked up, and faced me—“ No, air. There 
were throe sons of the last Laird of Glentanner, as he 
was then called : John and William were hopeful young 
gt'nllemen, but they died early—one of a decline, brought 
on by the mizzles, the other lost his life in a fever. It 
would hae been lucky for mony ane that Chrystal had 
gafie the same gate.” 

“ Oh*~be must have been the young spendthrift that 
sold the property ? Well, but you should not have such 
an ilUwill against him : remember necessity has no law; 
and then, goodwife, he was not more colpt^le than Mr. 
Treddles, whom you are so sorry for.” 

*' I wish I could think sae, sir, for his mother's sake; 
but Mr. Treddlcs w;ps in trade, and though he had no 
preceese right to do so, yet there was some warrant for a 
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man bein^f expensive Chat imagined he was making • 
mint of money. But this unhappy lad devoured his 
patrimony, when he kenned that he was living tike a 
ratten in a Dunlap cheese, and diminishing his means at 
a' hands—I canna bide to think on't.’* With this she 
broke out into a snatch of a ballad ; but little of mirth 
was there either in the tone or the expression 

For he did spend, and make an end 
OF gear that his forefathers wan ; 

Of land and ware he made him bare. 

So speak aae matr of the auld gudenum. 

** Come, dame,** said I, "it is a long lane that has 
no turning. 1 will not keep from you that 1 have heard 
something of this poor fellow, Chrystal Croftangry. He 
has sown his wild oats, as they say, and has settled into 
a steady respectable man." 

"And wha tell'd ye that tidings?" said she, looking 
sharply at me. 

"Not perhaps the best judge in the world of his 
character, for it was himself, dame." 

"And if he telFd you truth, it was a virtue he did not 
aye use to practise," said Christie. 

"The devil I ’* said I, considerably nettled; "all the 
world held him to be a man of honour.*' 

"Ay. ay. be would hae shot ony body wi* his pistols 
and his guns, that had evened him to be a liar. But if 
he promised to pay an honest tradesman the next term 
day. did he keep his word then ? And if he promised a 
puir nlly lass to make gude her shame, did he speak 
truth then ? And what is that, but being a Ear. and a 
black-hearted deceitful liar to boot ? " 

My indignation was rising, but I strove to suppress it; 
indeed, 1 should only have afforded my torsnentor a 
triumph by an angry reply. I {^tly suspected she 
began to reoogiuse me; yet she testihed so little emo* 
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tion. that I could not think my suspicion well founded. 
I went on therefore to say, in a tone as indifferent as I 
could command, ‘' Well, goodwife, 1 see you will believe 
no good of this Chrystal of yours, till he comes back and 
buys a good farm on the estate, and makes you his 
housekeeper." 

The old woman dropped her thread, folded her hands, 
as she looked up to heaven with a face of apprehension. 
"The Lord," she exclaimed, "forbid! The Lord in 
his mercy forbid I Oh, sir 1 if you really know this un¬ 
lucky man, persuade him to settle where folk ken the 
good that you say he has come to. and dinna ken the 
evil of his former days. He used to be proud enough— 
Oh, diuna let him come here, even for his own sake.— 
He used ance to have some pride." 

Here she once more drew the wheel close to her, and 
began to pull at the flax with both hands—" Dinna let 
him come here, to be looked down upon ony that 
may be left of his auld reiving companions, and to see 
the decent folk that he looked over his nose at look over 
their noses at him, boith at kirk and market. Dinna let 
him come to his ain country to be made a tale about 
when ony neighbour points him out to another, and tells 
what be is, and what he was, and bow he Frccked a 
dainty estate, and brought harlots to the door-che^ of 
his father‘d house, till he made it nae residence for his 
mother; and how it had been foretauld a servant of 
his ^ house, that be was a ne'er-do>weel, and a child 
of perdition, and how her words were made good, 

"Stop there, goodwife. if you please,*' said I; "you 
have said as much as I can well remember, and more 
than it may be safe to repeat. I can use a great deal 
of freedom with the gentleman we speak of; but 1 
think were any othq^ person to cany him half of your 
message, 1 woidd scarce ensure his personal safety. And 
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now, as 1 see the night is settled to be a fine one, I will 

walk on to-, where I must meet a coach to-monrow, 

as It passes to Edinburgh. ” 

So saying, I paid my moderate reckoning, and took 
my leave, without being able to discover whether the 
prejudiced and hard>hearted old woman did. or did not, 
suspect the identity of her guest with the Chrystal 
Croftangry against whom she harboured so much dis> 
like. 

The night was fine and frosty, though, when I pre¬ 
tended to see what its character was, it might have 
rained like the deluge. 1 only made the excuse to escape 
from old Christie Steele. The horses which run races in 
the Corso at Rome without any riders, in order to stimu* 
late their exertion, carry each his own spurs, namely, 
small balls of steel, with sharp projecting spikes, which 
are attached to loose straps of leather, and flying about 
in the violence 'of the agitation, keep the horse to his 
sj3ecd by pricking him as they strike against his flanks. 
The old woman’s reproaches had the same effect on me, 
and urged me to a rapid pace, as if it had been possible 
to escape from my own recollections. In the best days 
of my life, when 1 won one or two hard walking matches, 
I doubt if I ever walked so fast as I did betwixt the 
Treddles Arms and the borough towm for which 1 was 
bound. Though the night was cold, 1 was warm enough 
by the time I got to my inn ; and it required a refreshing 
draught of porter, with half-an>hour’s repose, ere 1 cbuld 
determine to give no farther thought to Christie and her 
opinions, than those of any other vulgar prejudiced old 
w'oman. 1 resolved at last to treat the thing tn bagaUlUt 
and calling for writing materials, 1 folded up a cheque 
for j^xoo, with these lines on the envelope 

Chrystal, the ne'er-doweel, 

Child destined to the deil, 

Sends this to Christie Stedo. 
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And I was so much pleased with this new mode of viewing 
the subject, that 1 regretted the lateness of the hour pre¬ 
vented my finding a person to carry the letter express to 
its destination. 

But with the morning cool reflection came. 

I considered that the money, and probably more, was 
actually due by me on my mother's account to Christie, 
w'ho had lent it in a moment of great necessity, and that 
the returning it in a light or ludicrous manner was not 
unlikely to prevent so touchy and punctilious a person 
from accepting a debt which was most justly her due, 
and which it becante me particularly to see satisfied. 
Sacriheiug then my triad with little regret (for it looked 
better by candle-light, and through the medium of a pot 
of porter, then it did by daylight, and with bohea for a 
menstruum), 1 determined to employ Mr. Fairscrlbe's 
mediation in buying up the lease of the little inn, and 
conferring it upon Christie in the way which should 
nuike it most acceptable to her feelings. It is only 
necessary to add, that my plan succeeded, and that 
Widow Steele even yet keeps the Trcddles Arms. Do 
not say, therefore, that 1 have been disingenuous with 
you. reader ; since, if I have not told all the ill of myself 
1 might have done, I have indicated to you a person 
able and willing to supply the blank by renting all my 
delinquencies, as well as my misfortunes. 

Iff the meantime. I totally abandoned the idea of 
redeeming any part of my paternal property, and re¬ 
solved to take Christie Steele's advice, as young Norval 
does Glenalvon's “ although it sounded harshly." 
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CHAP. V. 

Ur. Oroftangry settles in the Osaongate. 

—— If you will know my housot 
*Tu at tho ti{ft ^olives here hard by. 

As You Like It. 

IP|U|H Y a revolution of humour which 1 am unable to 

ii now ^ changed my mind entirely on my 

ilHEfl plans life, in consequence of the disappoint¬ 
ment, the history of which fills the last chapter. I began 
to discover that the ooimtiy would not at all suit me ; 
for I had relinquished field-sports, and fdt no inclination 
whatever to farming, the ordinary vocation of country 
gentlemen; besides that, I had no talent for assisting 
either candidate, in case of an expected election, and 
saw no amusement in the duties of a road-trustee, a 
commissioner of supply, or even in the magisterial func¬ 
tions of the bench. I had begun to take some taste for 
reading ; and a domiciliation in the country must remove 
me from books, excepting the subscription library, in 
which the book you want is sure to be engaged. 

I resolved therefore to make the Scottish metropolis 
my regular resting-place, reserving to myself to take 
occasionally those excursions, which, spite of all 1 have 
said against mail-coaches, Mr. Piper has rendered so 
easy. Friend of our life and of our leisure, he secures 
by despatch against loss of time, and by the best of 
coaches, cattle, and the steadiest of drivers, against 
hazard of limb, and wafts us, as well as oar letters, 
from Edinburgh to Cape Wrath, in the penning of a 
paragfraph. 

When my mind was quite made up to make Auld Reekie 
my head-quarters, reserving the privilege of eiephring 
in all directions, I began to explore in good earnest for 
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the purpose of discovering a suitable habitation. '* And 
whare trew yc I gaed ? " as Sir Pertinax says. Not to- 
George's Square—^nor to Charlotte Square—^nor to the 
old New. Town—nor to the new New Town—*nor to the 
Gallon Hill; I went to the Canongate, and to the very 
portion of the Canongate in which I had formerly been 
immured, like the errant knight, prisoner in some en¬ 
chanted castle, where spells have made the ambient air 
imperious to the unhappy captive, although the organs 
of sight encountered no obstacle to his free passage. 

Why 1 should have thought of pitching my tent here 
I cannot tell. Perhaps it was to enjoy the pleasures 
of freedom, where I had so long endured the bitterness 
of restraint; on the principle of the officer, who, after 
he had retired from the array, ordered his servant to 
continue to call him at the hour of parade, simply that 
he might have the pleasure of saying—"D—n the 
partide 1" and turning to the other side to enjoy his 
.slumbers. Or perhaps I expected to find in the vicinity 
son^. little old-fashioned house, having somewhat of the 
rusru urbe^ wliich 1 Mras ambitious of enjoying. Enough, 
I went a.s afm’esaid to the Canongate. 

I stood by the kennel, of which 1 have formerly spoken, 
and, my mind being at ease, my bodily <M:gans were 
more delicate. 1 was more sensible than heretofore, 
tluit, like the trade of Pompey in Measure for Measure 

—It did in some sort-^pah—an ounce of civet, good 

apothecary I—Turning from thence, my steps naturally 
direiHed themselves to my own humble apartmenti where 
my Uttle Highlaud landlady, as dapper and as tight as 
ever (for old women wear a hundred tim«i better than 
the hard*^wrot^ht seniors of the masculine sex), stood at 
the door Uedling to herself a Highland song as die shook 
a talfie napkin* over the forestair, and then proceeded to 
fold it up neatly for future service. 

** How do you.do, Janet ? " 
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** Thank ye, good sir,” answered my old friend, with¬ 
out looking at me; "but ye might as weel say Mrs. 
MacEvoy, for she is na a’body’s Shanet—umph.” 

** You must be my Janet, though, for all that—^have 
you forgot me ?—Do you not remember Chrystal Croft- 
angry ? ” 

The light, kind-hearted creature threw her napkin into 
the open door, skipped dow'n the stair like a faiiy, three 
steps at once, seized me by the hands,—both bands,— 
jumped up, and actually kissed me. I was a little 
ashamed ; but what swain, of somewhere inclining to 
sixty, could resist the advances of a fair contemporary ? 
So we allowed the full degree of kindness to the meeting, 
-^honi soit qui vial y pense ,—^and then Janet entered 
instantly upon business. "An* ye'll gae in, man, and 
see your atdd lodgings, nae doubt, and Sbanet will pay 
ye the fifteen shillings of change that ye ran away with¬ 
out, and without bidding Shanet good-day.—But never 
mind** (nodding good-humouredly), *‘Shanet saw you 
were carried for the time, ’* 

By this time we were in my old quarters, and Janet, 
with her bottle of cordial in one band and the glass in 
the other, had forced on me a dram of usquebaugh, 
distilled with saffron and other herbs, after some old- 
fashioned Highland receipt. Then was unfolded, out of 
many a little scrap of paper, the reserved sum of fifteen 
shillings, which Janet had treasured for twenty years and 
upwards. 

" Here they are," she said, in honest triumph, "just 
the same I was bolding out to ye when ye ran as if ye 
had been fey. Sbanet has had siller, and Shanet has 
wanted iuller, mony a time since that—and the gauger 
has come, and the factor has come, and the butcher, and 
baker—Cot bless us—just like to tear poor auld Shanet 
to pieces; but she took good care of Mr. Croftangiy's 
fifteen shillings." 
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** But what if I had never come back, Janet ? ” 

‘'Och, if Shanet had heard yon were dead, she would 
hne gien it to the poor of the chapel, to pray for Mr. 
Crofiangry,” said Janet, crossing herself, for she was a 
Catholic;—*'you maybe do not think it would do 
you cood, but the blessing of the poor can never do 
no harm.” 

I heartily agreed in Janet's conclusion; and, as to 
have desired her to consider the hoard as her own 
property, would have been an indelicate return to her 
for the uprightness of her conduct, 1 requested 'her to 
dispose of it as she had proposed to do in the event of 
my death, that is, if she knew any poor people of merit 
to whom It might be useful. 

‘*Ower mony of them,” raising the corner of her 
checked apron to her eyes, " e’en ower mony of them, 
Mr. Croftangry—Och, ay—there is the puir Highland 
creatures frae Glenshee, that cam dovm for the harvest^ 
and are lying wi' the fever—five shillings to them, and 
half-a-crown to Bessie MacEvoy, whose coodman, puir 
creature, died of the frost, being a shairman, for a' the 
whisky he could drink to keep it out o’ bis stamoch 
—and •'- 

But she suddenly interrupted the bead-roll of her 
proposed charities, and assuming a very sage look, and 
primming up her little chattering mouth, she went on in 
a difTerent tone —** But, och, Mr. Croftangry, bethink ye 
whether ye will not need a’ this siller yoursell, and maybe 
look badt and think lang for ha*en kiven it away, whilk 
is a creot sin to forthink a wark o' charity, and also is 
unlucky, and, moreover, is not the thought of a dientle- 
man's son like yoursell, dear. And 1 say this, that ye 
may think a bit; for your mother’s son kens that ye are 
no so careful as you should be of the gear, and X hae 
tauld ye of it before, jewel.” 

I assured her I cotdd easily spare the money, without 
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risk of future repentance; and she went on to infer, that. 
In such a case, “ Mr. Croftangry had grown a rich man 
in foreign parts, and was free of his troubles with mes> 
sengers and sheriff-officers, and siclike scum of the earth, 
and Shanet MacEvoy's mother's daughter be a blithe 
wotnan to hear it. But if Mr. Croftangry was in 
trouble, there was his room, and his ped. and Shanet 
to wait on him, and tak x>Ayment when it was quite 
convenient. ** 

I explained to Janet my situation, in which she 
expressed unqualified delight. 1 then proceeded to 
inquire into her own circumstances, and, though she 
spoke cheerfully and contentedly, I could see they were 
precarious. I had paid more than was due; other 
lodgo'S fell into an opposite error, and forgot to pay 
Janet at alL Then, Janet being ignorant of all in¬ 
direct modes of screwing money out of her lodgers, 
others in the same line of life, who were sharper than 
the poor simple Highland w'oman, were enabled to let 
their ap>artments cheaper in appearance, though the in¬ 
mates usually found them twice as dear in the long-run. 

As I had already destined my old landlady to be my 
housekeeper and governante, knowing her honesty, good¬ 
nature, and, although a Scotchwoman, her cleanliness 
and excellent temper (saving the short and hasty expres¬ 
sions of anger which Highlanders call a /uj^, I now pro¬ 
posed the plan to her in such a way as was Ukdy to 
make It most acceptable. Very acceptable as the pro¬ 
posal was, as I could plainly see, Janet, however, took a 
day to consider upon it; and her reflections against our 
next meeting had suggested only one objection, which 
was singular enough. 

'•'Myhonour,” so she now termed me, ••wonfld pe 
for biding in some fine street apout the town: now 
Shanet wad ill like to live in a plape where polish, and 
dierUfis, and bdUffs, and «c thieves and tradi of the 
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world, could tak puir shentlemen by the throat, just 
because they wanted a wheen dollars in the sporran. 
She had lived in the bonny glen of Tomanthoidick— 
Cot, ai) ony of the vermint had come there, her father 
wad hae wared a shot on them, and he could hit a buck 
within as mony measured yards as e*er a man of his 
clan. And the place here was sae quiet frae them, they 
durstna put their nose ower the gutter, Shanet owed 
nobody a bodle, put she couldna pide to see honest folk 
and pretty shentlemen forced away to prison whether 
they would or no; and then if Shanet was to lay her 
tangs ower ane of the ragamuffins' heads, it would be, 
maybe, that the law would gie't a hard name." 

One thing I have learned in life.—never to speak sense 
when nonsense will answer the purpose as well I should 
have had great difficulty to convince this practical and 
disinterested admirer and vindicator of liberty, that 
arrests seldom or never were to be seen in the streets of 
Edinburgh, and to satisfy her of their justice and neces¬ 
sity, would have been as difficult as to convert her to the 
Protestant faith. I therefore assured her my intention, 
if I could get a suitable habitation, was to remain in the 
quarter where she at present dwelt. Janet gave three 
skips on the door, and uttered as many short shrill yells 
of joy; yet doubt almost instantly rettumed, and she 
insisted on knowing what possible reason I could have 
for making my residence where few lived, save those 
wHbse misfortunes drove them thither. It occurred to 
me to answer her by recounting the l^end of the rise of 
my iamily, and of our deriving our name from a par> 
ticular place near Holyrood Palace, This, which would 
have appeared to most people a veiy absurd reason for 
choosing a residence, was entirely satislactoiy to Janet 
MacEvoy. 

** Och, nae doubt I if it was the land of her fEUbers, 
there was nae mair to be said. Pul H was quees that her 
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family estate should just lie at the town tail, and covered 
with houses, where the King’s cow'S, Cot bless them hide 
and horn, used to craze upon. It was strange changes." 
—She mused a little, and then added, ‘' Put it is some¬ 
thing better wi’ Croftangry when the changes is frae the 
field to the habited place, and not from the place of 
habitation to the desert; for Shanet, her nainsell, kent a 
glen where there were men as weel as there may be in 
Croftangry, and if tliere werena altogether sac mony of 
them, they were as good men in their tartan as the others 
in their broadcloth. And there w'cre houses too ; and if 
they were not biggit with stane and lime, and lofted like 
the houses at Croftangry, yet they served the purpose of 
them tha* lived there ; and mony a braw' bonnet, and 
mony a silk snood, and comely white curch, would 
come out to gang to kirk or chapel on the Lord’s d.ny, 
and little bairns toddling after ; and now,—Och, Och, 
Ohellany, Obonari ! the glen is desolate, and the biaw 
snoods and bonnets are gane, and the Saxon’s house 
stands dull and lonely, like the single bare-breasted rock 
that the falcon builds on—the falcon that drives the 
heathbird frae the glen." 

Janet, like many Highlanders, was full of imagination; 
and, when melancholy themes came upon her, expressed 
herself almost poetically, owing to the genius of the 
Celtic language in W’hieh she thought, and in which, 
doubtless, she would have spoken, had I understood 
Gaelic. In two minutes the shade of gloom and regret 
had passed from her good-humoured features, and she 
was again the little, busy, prating, important old woman, 
undisputed owner of one flat of a small tenement in the 
Abbey-yard, and about to be promoted to be house¬ 
keeper to an elderly bachelor gentleman, Chrystal Croft* 
angry, Esq, 

It was not long before Janet’s lofal researches found 
out exactly the sort of place I wanted, and there we 
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settled, Janet was afraid I would not be satisfied, 
because it is not exactly part of Croftangry ; but I stopped 
her doubts, by assuring her it had been part and pendicle 
thereof in my forefather’s time, which passed very well. 

I do not intend to possess any one with an exact 
knowledge of my lodging ; though, as Bobadil sa 3 rs, I 
cirenotwho know's it, since the cabin is convenient.” 
But I may state in general, that it is a house "within 
itself,” or, according to a newer phraseology in advertise¬ 
ments, self-contained^ has a garden of near half-an-acre, 
and a patch of ground with trees in front. It boasts five 
rooms, and servants' apartments—looks in front upon 
tlie palace, and from behind towards the hill and crags 
of the King’s Park. Fortunately the place had a name, 
which, with a little improvement, served to countenance 
the legend which I had imposed on Janet, and would not 
perhaps have been sorry if I had been able to impiose on 
mvself. It w'as called Littlecroft; we have dubbed it 
Little Croftangry, and the men of letters belonging to the 
Post Office have sanctioned the change, and deliver 
letters so addressed. Thus I am, to all intents and pur¬ 
poses, Chvystal Croftangry of that Ilk. 

My establishment consists of Janet, an under maid¬ 
servant, and a Highland wench for Janet to exercise her 
Gaelic upon, with a handy lad who can lay the cloth, 
and take care liesides of a pony, on which I find my way 
to Portobello sands, especially when the cavalry have a 
drill; for, like an old fool as I am, I have not altogether 
become indifferent to the tramp of horses and the flash 
of weapons, of which, though no professional soldier, it 
has been my fate to see something in my youth. For 
wet mornings, I have my book—Is it fine weather, I visit, 
or I wander on the Crags, as the humour dictates. My 
4 imner is indeed solitary, yet not quite so neither; for 
though Andrew waits, Janet, or,—as she is to all the 
world but her master, and certain old Highland gossips. 
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—^Mrs. Mac£voy» attends, bustles about, and desires to 
see everything is in first-rate order, and to tell me. Cot 
pless us. the wonderful news of the Palace for the day. 
When the doth is removed, and I light my dgar, and 
bc^n to husband a pint of pent, or a glass of old whisliy 
and water, it is the rule of the house that Janet takes a 
cluur at some distance, and nods or works her stodcing, 
as she may be disposed; ready to speak if I am in the 
talking humour, and sitting quiet as a mouse if I am 
rather tndined to study a book or the newspaper. At 
six precisely she makes my tea, and leaves me to drink 
it; and then occurs an interval of time which most old 
bachelors find heavy on thdr hands. The theatre is a 
good occasional resource, especially if Will Murray acts, 
or a bright star of eminence shines forth; but it is distant, 
and so are one or two public sodeties to which 1 belong; 
besides, these evening walks are all incompatible with the 
«lbow-chair feeling, which desires some employment that 
may divert the mind without fatiguing the body. 

Under the influence of these impressions. 1 have some¬ 
times thought of this Utorary undertaking. 1 must have 
been the Bonassus himself to have mistaken myself for a 
genius, yet 1 have leisure and reflection like my neigh¬ 
bours. 1 am a borderer also between two generations, 
and can point out more perhaps than others of those 
fading traces of antiquity which are daily vanishing ; and 
I know many a modern instance and many an old 
tradition, and therefore I ask— 

What ails me, 1 may not, as well as they. 

Rake op some threadbare talcs, that mouldering lay 
Jn chimney comers, w<mt by Christmas fires 
To read and rock to sleep our andent sires? 

Ko man his threshold better knows, than I 
Brute's first arrival and first victory. 

Saint George's sorrel and his cross of blood. 

Arthur's round hoard and Caledonian wood* 
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No shop is so easily set up as an antiquary's. Like 
those of the lowest order of pawnbrokers, a coinraodity 
of rusty iron, a bag or two of hobnails, a few odd shoe- 
buckles, cashiered kail* pots, and hre-irons declared in¬ 
capable of service, are quite safUcient to set him up. If 
he add a sheaf or two of penny ballads and broadsides, 
he is a great man—an extensive trader. And then—rlike 
the pawnbrokers aforesaid, if the author understands a 
little legerdemain, he may, by dint of a little picking and 
stealing, make the inside of his shop a groat deal richer 
than the out, and be able to show you things wliich 
cause those who do not undtarstand the antiquarian trick 
of clean conveyance, to wondo: bow the devU be came by 
them. 

It may be stud that antiquarian articles interest but 
few customers, and that we may bawl ourselves as rusty 
as the wares we deal in without any one asking the price 
of our merchandise. But I do not rest my hopes upon 
this department of my labours only. 1 propose also io 
liave a correspondhng shop for Sentiment, and Dialogues, 
and Disquisition, which may captivate the fancy of those 
who have no relish, as the established phrase goes, for 
pure antiquity -a sort of green-grocer's stall erected in 
front of my ironmongery wares, garlanding the rusty 
memorials of ancient times, with cresses, cabbages, 
leeks, and water purpy. 

^ I have some idea that 1 am writing too wc^ to be 
understood, I humble myself to ordinary language, and 
aver, with becoming modesty, that I do think myself 
capable of ^staining a publication of a misoellaneous 
nature, as like to the Spectator of the Guardian, the 
M irror or the Lounger, as my poor abilities may be able 
to accompli^. Npt that I have any purpose of unitating 
Johnson, whose general learning and power of ej^»ression 
I do not deoyv bu^ many of whose Kamhlers are little 
better than a sort of pageant, where trite and>.obvious 
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maxims are made to swagger in lofty and mystic 
language, and get some credit only because they are not 
easily understood. There are some of the great Moralist's 
papers which I cannot peruse without thinking on a 
second-rate masquerade, wiiere the best-known and least- 
esteemed characters in town march in as heroes, and 
sultans, and so forth, and, by dint of tawdry dresses, get 
some consideration until they are found out. It is not, 
however, pnuient to commence with throwing stones, ju.st 
when I am striking out windows of my own. 

I think even the local situation of Little Croftangry 
may be considered as favourable to my undertaking. A 
nobler contrast there can hardly exist than that of the 
liuge city, dark with the smoke of ages, and groaning 
with the various sounds of active industry or idle revel, 
and the lofty and craggy hill, silent and solitary as the 
grave ; one exhibiting the full tide of existence, pressing 
and precipitating itself forw'ard with the force of an 
inundation; the other resembling some time-worn 
anchorite, whose life passes as silent and unobserved 
as the slender rill which escapes unheard, and scarce 
seen, from the fountain of his patron saint. The city 
resembles the busy temple where the modern Comus and 
Mammon hold their court, and thousands sacrifice case, 
independence, and virtue itself, at their shrine; the 
misty and lonely mountain seems as a throxie to the 
majestic but terrible Genius of feudal times, when,the 
same divinities dispensed coronets and domains to those 
who had heads to devise, and arms to execute bold 
enterprises. 

1 have, as it were, the two extremities of the moral 
world at my threshold. From the front door, a few 
minutes' walk brings me into the heart of a wealthy anri 
populous dty; as many paces from my opixisite en¬ 
trance, place me in a solitude as complete as Zimmerman 
could have desired. Surely, with such aids to my imagi- 
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nation, I may write better than if I were in a lodging in 
the New Town, or a garret in the old. As the Spaniard 
says, “ Viantos — Caraccol" 

1 have not chosen to publish periodically, my reason 
for which was twofold. In the hrst place, I don't like to 
be hurried, and have had enough of duns in the early 
p:irt of my life, to make me reluctant to hear of, or see 
one, even in the less awful shape of a printer’s devil. 
But, secondly, a 'periodical paper is not easily extended 
in circtUation beyond the quarter in which it is published. 
'I'his work, if published in fugitive numbers, would 
scarce, without a high pressure on the part of the book¬ 
seller, be raised above the Netherbow, and never could 
be expected to ascend to the level of Princes Street. 
Now, 1 am ambitious that my compositions, though 
having their origin in this Valley of Holyrood, should 
not only be extended into those exalted regions 1 have 
mentioned, but also that they should cross the Forth, 
astonish the long town of Kirkcaldy, enchant the skippers 
and colliers of the East of Fife, venture even into the 
classic arcades of St. Andrews, and travel as much 
farther to the north as the breath of applause will carry 
their sails. As for a southward direction, it is not to be 
hoped for in my fondest dreams. I am informed that 
Scottish literature, like Scottish whisky, will be pre¬ 
sently laid under a prohibitory duty. But enough of 
this. If any reader is dull enough not to comprehend 
the^dvantages which, in point of circulation, a compact 
book has over a collection of fugitive numbers, let him 
try the range of a gun loaded with hail-shot, against 
that of the same piece charged with an equal weight of 
lead consolidated in a single bullet. 

Besides, it was of less consequence that I should have 
published periodically, since 1 did not mean to solicit or 
accept of the contributions of friends, or the criticisms 
of those who may be less kindly disposed. Notwitb- 
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standing the excellent examples which might be quoted, 
1 will establish no begging-box, cither under the name of 
a lion's head or an ass's. What is good or ill shall be 
mine own, or the contribution of friends to whom I may 
have private access. Many of my volimtary assistants 
might be cleverer than mjrself, and then I should have a 
brilliant article appear among my chiller effusions, like 
a patch of lace on a Scottish cloak of Galashiels 
grey. Some might be worse, and then I must re¬ 
ject them, to the injury of the feelings of the writer, 
or else insert them, to make my own darkness yet 
more opaque and palpable. “Let every herring," 
says our old-fashioned proverb, “ hang by his own 
head." 

One person, however, I may distinguish, as she is now 
Tio more, who, living to the utmost term of human life, 
honoured me with a great share of her friendship, as 
indeed we were blood relatives in the Scottish sense— 
Heaven knows how many degrees removed—-and friends 
in the sense of Old England. I mean the late excellent 
and regretted Mrs. Bethune Baliol. But as I design 
this admirable picture of the olden time for a principal 
•chameter in my work, I will only say here that she knew 
and approved of my present purpose; and though she 
declined to contribute to it while she lived, from a sense 
of dignified retirement, which she thought became her 
age, sex, and condition in life, she left me some materials 
for carrying on my proposed work, which I coMeted 
when 1 heard her detail them in conversation, and which 
now, when 1 have their substance in her own hand¬ 
writing, I account for more valuable than anything I 
have myself to offer. I hope the mentioning her name 
in conjunction with my own, will give no offence to any 
of her numerous friends, as it was her own express 
pleasure that I should employ the manuscripts, which 
ebe did me the honour to bequeath 4ne, in the manner in 
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'which I have now used them. It must be added, how¬ 
ever, that in most cases I have disguised names, and in 
some have added shading and colouring to bring out the 
narrative. 

Much of my materials, besides these, are derived from 
friends, living or dead. The accuracy of some of these 
may be doubtful, in which case I shall be happy to re¬ 
ceive, from sufficient authority, the correction of the 
errors which must creep into traditional documents. The 
object of the whole publication is, to throw some light 
on the manners of l^otland as they were, and to con¬ 
trast them occasionally with those of the present day. 
My own opinions are in favour of our own times, in 
many respects, but not in so far as affords means for 
cnccrcising the imagination, or exciting the interest which 
attaches to other times. I am glad to be a writer or a 
reader in 1826 , but I would be mc^t interefited in reading 
or relating what happened from half-a-century to a 
century before* We have the best of it Scenes in 
which our ancestors thought deeply, acted fiercely, and 
died desperately, are to us tales to divert the tedium of a 
winters evening, when we are engaged to no party, or 
beguile a summer's morning, when it is too scorching to 
ride or walk. 

Yet I do not mean that my essays and narratives 
should be limited to Scotland. I pledge myself to no 
paj-ticular line of subjects; but, on the contrary, say with 
Burns, 

Perhaps it may turn out a sang. 

Perhaps turn out a sermon. 

I have only to add, by way of postscript to these pre¬ 
liminary chapters, that 1 have had recourse to Moli^re s 
recipe, and read my manuscript over to my old woman, 
Janet MacEvoy. . 

The dignity of being consulted delighted Janet; and 
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Wilkie, or Allan, would have made a capital sketch of 
her, as she sat upright in her chair, instead of her ordi¬ 
nary lounging posture, knitting her stocking systemati¬ 
cally, as if she meant every twist of her thread, and 
inclination of the wires, to bear burden to the cadence 
of my voice. I am afraid, too, that 1 myself felt more 
delight than I ought to have done in my own com¬ 
position, and read a little more oratoncally than 1 should 
have ventured to do before an auditor, of whose applause 
I was not so secure. And the result did not entirely en¬ 
courage my plan of censorship. Janet did indeed 
seriously incline to the account of my previous life, and 
bestowed some Highland maledictions more emphatic 
than courteous on Christie Steele's reception of a 
‘* shentleroans in distress," and of her own mistres.s’s 
house too. 1 omitted, for certain reasons, or greatly 
abridged, wl^t related to herself. But when I came to 
treat of my general views in publication, I saw poor 
Janet was entirely thrown out, thougli, like a jaded 
hunter, panting, pufhng, and short of wind, she en¬ 
deavoured at least to keep up with the cliase. Or 
rather her perplexity made her look all the while 
like a deaf person ashamed of his infirmity, who does 
not understand a word you are saying, yet desires 
you to believe that he does understand you, and who 
is extremely jealous that you suspect hts incapacity. 
When she saw that some remark was necessary, she 
resembled exactly in her criticism the devotee 'who 
pitched on the “sweet word Mesopotamia,” as the most 
edifying note which she could bring away from a sermon, 
bhe indeed hastened to bestow general praise on what 
she said was all “very fine but chiefly dwelt on 
what 1 said about Mr. Timmerman, as she was pleasec I 
to call the German philosopher, and supposed he mu't 
be of the same descent with the Highland clan of 
M'lotyre, which signifies Son of Carpenter. “And 
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a fery honourable name too->Shanet’s own mither was a 
M‘Intyre.” 

In short, it was plain the latter part of my introduction 
was altogether lost on poor Janet, and so, to have acted 
up to MoIi6re's system, 1 should have cancelled the 
whole, and written it anew. But I do not know how it 
is ; I retained, 1 suppose, some tolerable opinion of my 
own composition, though Janet did not comprehend it, 
and felt loath to retrench those delilahs cS the imagina-* 
tion, as Dryden calls them, the tropes and figures of 
which are caviare to the multitude. Besides, I hate re*^ 
writing, as much as Falstaff did paying back—^it is a 
double labour. So I determined with myself to consult 
Janet, in future, only on such things as were within the 
limits cf her comprehension, and hazard my arguments 
and ray rhetoric on the public without her imprimatur. 
1 am pretty sure she will “appLiudit done,” And in 
such narratives as come within her range of thought and 
leeling, 1 shall, as 1 first intended, take the benefit of 
her unsophiscated judgment, and attend to it deferen¬ 
tially—that is, when it happens not to be in peculiar 
opposition to my own; for, after all, 1 say with 
Almanzor— 

Know that I alone am kins of me. 

The reader has now my who and my whereabout, the 
purpose of the work, and the circum.stances under which 
It is undertaken. He has aI.so a si>ecimcn of the author’s 
talents, and may judge for lumself, and proceed or send 
back the volume to the bookseller, as his own taste shall 
determine. 
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CHAP. VI. 

Sir. Oroftangry*B aooonnt of Mss. Bethtine BalloL 

Tht moortt were she earthly^ no i»^i<?r.->CoRiOLANus. 

M HEN we set out on the jolly royage of life, what 
a brave fleet there is around us. as stretching our 
fresh canvas to the breeze^ all ** shipshape and 
Bristol fashion," pennons flying, music playing, cheering 
each other as we pass, we are rather amused than 
Alarmed when some awkward comrade goes right ashore 
for want of pilotage l-^-Alas 1 when the voye^e is well 
spent, and we look about us, toil-worn mariners, how few 
of our ancient consorts still remain in sight, and they, 
how tom and wasted, and, like ourselves, straggling to 
keep as long as possible off the fatal shore, against which 
we are all Anally drifting 1 

I felt this very trite but melancholy truth in all its force 
the other day, when a packet with a black seal arrived, 
containing a letter addressed to me by my late excellent 
friend Mrs. Martha Bethune Baliol, and marked with the 
fatal indorsation, *' To be delivered according to address, 
after I shall be no more." A letter from her executors 
accompanied the packet, mentioning that they had found 
in her will a bequest to me of a painting of some value, 
which she stated would just fit the space above my cup¬ 
board, and fif^ guineas to buy a ring. And thtt» I 
separated, with all the kindness which we had main¬ 
tained for many years, from a fiiend, who, though old 
enough to l^ive been the companion of my mother, was 
yet, in gaiety of spirits, and admirable sweetness of 
temper, capable of b^g agreeable, and even animating 
society, for those who write themselves in the vaward of 
youth ; an advantage which I have lost for these five- 
and-thirty years. The contents of 'che packet I had no 
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difficulty in guessing, and have partly hinted at them in 
the last chapter. But, to instruct the reader in the par¬ 
ticulars, and at the same time to indulge myself with 
recalling the virtues and agreeable qualities of my late 
friend, I will give a short sketch of her manners and 
habits. 

Mrs. Martha Bethune Baliol was a person of quality 
and fortune, as these are esteemed in Scotland. Her 
family was ancient, and her connections honourable. 
She was not fond of sp>ecially indicating her exact age, 
but her juvenile recollections stretched backwards till 
‘before the eventful year 1745 ; and she remembered the 
Highland clans being in possession of the Scottish 
capital, though probably only as an indistinct vision. 
Her fortune, independent by her father’s bequest, was 
rendered opulent by the death of more than one brave 
brother, who fell successively in the service of their 
country; so that the family estates became vested in the 
only surviving child of the ancient house of Bethune 
Baliol. My intimacy was formed with the excellent lady 
after this event, and when she was already something 
advanced in age. 

She inhabited, when in Edinburgh, where she re* 
gularly spent the winter season, one of those old hotels, 
which, till of late, were to be found in the neighbourhood 
of the Canongate, and of the Palace of Holyrood House, 
aifd which, separated from the street, now dirty and 
vulgar, by paved courts, aud gardens of some extent, 
made amends for an indifferent access by showing sonie- 
thing of aristocratic state and seclusion, when you were 
once admitted within their precincts. They have pulled 
her house down ; for, inde^, betwixt building and burn¬ 
ing, eveiy ancient monument of the Scottish capital is now 
likely to be utterly demolished. 1 pause on the recol- 
lections of the pl^, however; and since- nature has 
denied a penal when she placed a pen in my hand, 1 will 
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endeavour to make words answer the purpose of da- 
Uncation. 

Baliol’s Lodgin{^, so was the manston named, reared 
its liigh stack of chimneys, among which were seen a 
turret or two, and one of those small projecting platforms, 
called bartizans, above the mean and modern buildings 
which line the south side of the Canongate towards the 
lower end of that street, and not distant from the Palace.. 
A porte cochire, having a wicket for foot-passengers, was, 
upon due occasion, unfolded by a lame old man, tall, grave, 
and thin, who tenanted a hovel beside the gate, and 
acted as porter. To this office he had been promoted by 
my fri'^nd’s charitable feelings for an old soldier, and 
partly by an idea, that his head, which was a very line 
one, bore some resemblance to that of Garrick in the 
character of Lusignan. He was a man saturnine, silent, 
and slow in his proceedings, and would never open the 
parte cochire to a hackney coach ; indicating the wicket 
witli his finger, as the proper passage for all who came 
in that obscure vehicle, which was not permitted to de¬ 
grade with its ticketed presence the dignity of Baliol's 
Lodging. I do not think this peculiarity would have met 
with his lady’s approbation, any more than the oc¬ 
casional partiality of Lusignan, or, as mortals called him, 
Archy Macready, to a dram. But Mrs. Martha Betbune 
Baliol, conscious that, in case of conviction, she could 
never have prevailed upon herself to dethrone the l^g 
of 1 Palestine from the stone bench on which he sat for 
hours knitting bis stocking, refused, by accrediting the 
intelligence, even to put him upon his trial; well judging 
that he would observe more wholesome caution if he con¬ 
ceived his character unsuspected, than if be were de¬ 
tected, and suffered to pass unpunished. For after all, 
she said, it would be cruel to dismiss an old Highland 
soldier for a peccadillo so appropriate to his country and 
, profession* 
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The stately gate for carriages, or the humble accom¬ 
modation for foot-passengers, admitted into a narrow 
and short passage, running between two rows of lime- 
trees, whose green foliage, during the spring, contrasted 
strangely with the swart complexion of the two walls by 
the side of which they grew. This access led to the 
front of the house, which was formed by two gable ends, 
notched, and having their windows adonied with heavy 
architectural ornaments ; they joined each other at right 
angles ; and a half circular tower, which contained the 
entrance and the staircase, occupied the point of 
junction, and rounded the acute angle. One of other 
two sides of the little court, in which there was just 
sufficient room to turn a carriage, was occupied by some 
low buildings answering the purpose of offices ; the 
other, by a parapet surrounded by a highly-omamcnted 
iron railing, twined round with honeysuckle and other 
l>arasitical shrubs, which permitted the eye to peep into 
a pretty suburban garden, extending down to the road 
called the South Back of the Canongate, and boasting a 
number of old trees, many flowers, and even some fruit. 
We must not forget to state, that the extreme cleanliness 
of the courtyard was such as intimated that mop and 
pail had done their utmost in that favoured spot, to atone 
for the general dirt and dinginess of the quarter where 
the premises were situated. 

Over the doorway w'ere the arms of Bethune and 
B%lio], with various other devices carved in stone; the 
door itself was studded with iron nails, and formed of 
black aak ; an iron rasp, as it was called, was placed on 
it, instead of a knocker, for the purpo •» of summoning 
the attendants. He who usually appeared at the 
summons was a smart lad, in a handsome livery, the 
son of Mrs. Martha's gardener at Mount Baliol. Now 
and then a servant girl, nicely but plainly dressed, and 
fully aacoutred with stockings and shoes, would perform 
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this duty; and twice or thrice I remember being ad¬ 
mitted by Bcauffet himself, whose exterior looked as 
much like that of a clergyman of rank as the butler of a 
gentleman's family. He had been valet-de-chambre to 
the last Sir Richard Bethune Baliol, and was a person 
highly trusted by the present lady. A full stand, as it is 
called in Scotland, of garments of a dark colour, gold 
buckles in his shoes, and at the knees of his breeches, 
with his hair regularly dressed and powdered, announced 
him to be a domestic of trust and importance. His 
mistress used to say of him, 

He*s sad and dril. 

And suits well for a servant with my fortunes. 

As no one can escape scandal, some said that 
Beauffet made a rather better thing of the place than 
the modesty of his old-fashioned wages would, unassisted, 
have amounted to. But the man was always very civil 
to me. He had been long in the family ; had enjoyed 
legacies, and laid by a something of his own, upon which 
he now enjoys ease with dignity, in as far as his newly- 
married wife, Tibbie Shortacres, tvill permit him. 

The Lodging (dear reader, if you are tired, pray pass 
over the next four or five paragraphs)—was not by any 
means so large as its external appearance led people to 
conjecture. The interior accommodation was much cut 
up by cross walls and long passages, and that neglect 
of economising space which characterises old Scottish 
architecture. But there was far more room than my 
old friend reqtiired, even when she had, as was often the 
case, four or five young cousins under her protection ; 
and 1 bdieve much of the house was unoccupied. Mrs. 
Bethune Baliol never, in my presence, showed herself so 
much ofifended, as once with a meddling person who 
advised her to have the windows of these supernumerary 
apartments built up, to save the tax.* She said in ire, 
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t1iait» while she lived, the light of God should visit the 
house of her fathers ; and while she had a penny, king 
and country should have their due. Indeed, she was 
punctiliously loyal, even in that most staggering test of 
loyalty, the payment of imposts. Mr. BeaufTet told me 
he was ordered to offer a glass of wine to the person who 
collected the income-tax, and that the poor man was 
so overcome by a reception so unwontedly generous, that 
he had well-nigh fainted on the spot. 

You entered by a matted anteroom into the eating- 
parlour, filled with old fashioned furniture, and bung 
with family portraits, which, excepting one of Sir 
Bernard Bethune, in James the Sixth's time, said to be 
by Jameson, were exceedingly frightful. A saloon, as it 
was called, a long narrow chamber, led out of the dining 
parlour, and served for a draviring-room. It was a plea¬ 
sant apartment, looking out upon the south flank of 
Hol 3 rrood House, the gigantic slope of Arthur’s Seat, and 
the girdle of lofty rocks called Salisbury Crags ; objects 
so rudely wild that the mind can hardly conceive them to 
exist in the vicinage of a populous metropolis. The 
paintings of the saloon came from abroad, and had 
some of them much merit, To see the best of them, 
however, you must be admitted into the very penetralia 
of the temple, and allowed to draw the tapestry at the 
i^)per end of the saloon, and enter Mrs. Martha's own 
special dressing-room. This was a charming apartment, 
d which it would be difficult to describe the form, it had 
so many recesses, which were filled up with shelves of 
ebony, and cabinets of japan and or molu ; some for 
holding books, of which Mrs. Martha had an admirable 
collection, some for a display of ornamental china, others 
for shells and similar curiosities. In a little niche, half 
screeneid by a curtain of crimson silk, was disposed a 
suit of tilting annatur of bright steel, inlaid with silver, 
which had been worn on some memorable occasion by 
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Sir Bernard Beihunc, already mentioned ; while over the 
canopy of the niche hung the broadsword with which 
her father had attempted to change the fortunes of 
Britain in xyis. and the spontoon which her elder 
brother bore when he was lea^ng on a company of the 
Black Watdt at Fontenoy. 

There were some Italian and Flemish pictures of 
admitted authenticity, a few genuine bronzes and other 
objects of curiosity, which her brothers or herself had 
picked up while abroad. In short, it was a place where 
the idle were tempted to become studious, the studious 
to grow idle—where the grave might And matter to make 
them gay, and the gay subjects for gravity. 

That it might maintain some title to its name, 1 must 
not forget to say, that the lady's dressing-room exhibited 
a superb mirror, framed in silver filigree work ; a beauti¬ 
ful toilet, the cover of which was of Flanders lace ; and a 
set of boxes corresponding in materials and work to the 
frame of the mirror. 

This dressing apparatus, however, was mere matter of 
parade; Mrs. Martha Bethune Baliol always went 
through the actual duties of the toilet in an inner apart¬ 
ment, which corresponded with her .sleeping room by a 
small detached staircase. There were, 1 believe, more 
than one of those iumpil^ siatrs, as they were called, 
about the house, by which the public rooms, all of which 
entered through each other, were accommodated v^^th 
separate and independent modes of access. In the little 
boudoir we have described, Mrs. Martha Baliol had her 
choicest meetings. She kept early hours ; and if you 
went in the morning, you must not reckon that space of 
day as extending beyond three o’clock, or four at the 
utmost. These vigilant habits were attended with some 
restraint on her visitors, but they were indemnified by 
your always finding the best society, and the best infor- 
snation, which was to be had for the day in the Scottish 
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capital. Without at all affecting the blue stocking, shtf 
liked books—they amused her—and if the authors were 
persons of character, she thought she owed them a debt 
of civility, which she loved to discharge by personal 
kindness. When she gave a dinner to a small party, 
wliich she did now and then, she had the good nature to 
look for, and the good luck to discover, what sort of 
people suited each other best, and chose her company as 
Duke Theseus did his hounds, 

matched in mouth like helk. 

Each under each, 

s* that every guest could take his part in the cry; in- 
sC!ad of one mighty Tom of a fellow, like Dr. Johnson, 
siendng aU besides, by the tremendous depth of his 
daposon. On such occasions, she afforded cfitre ex- 
tftiise ; and every now and then there was some dish of 
French, or even Scottish derivation, which, as well as the 
numerous assortment of vins extraordinaires produced 
by Mr. Beauffet, gave a sort of antique and foreign air to 
the entertainment, which rendered it more interesting. 

It was a great thing to be asked to such parlies ; and 
not less so to be invited to the early conversazione, 
which, in spite of fashion, by dint of the best coffee, the 
finest tea, and ehasse ca/i that would have called the 
dead to life, she contrived now and then to assemble in 
her saloon already mentioned at the unnatural hour of 
dght in the evening. At such times, the cheerful old 
lady semed to enjoy herself so much in the happiness 
of her guests, that U\ey exerted themselves, in turn, to 
prolong her amusement and their own; and a certain 
charm was excited around, seldom to be met with in 
parties of pleasure, and which was founded on the 
genial desire of every one present to contribute some- 
thing to the common amusement. 

But, although it was a great privilege to be admitted 
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to wait on my excellent friend in the morning, or be 
invited to her dinner or evening parties, I prized still 
higher the right which I had acquired, by old acquaint¬ 
ance, of visiting Baliol’s Lodging, upon the chance of 
finding its venerable inhabitant preparing for tea, just 
about six o'dodk in the evening. It was only to two or 
three old friends that she permitted this freedom, nor 
was this sort of chance party ever allowed to extend 
itself beyond five in number. The answer to those who 
came later, announced that the company was filled up 
for the evening; which had the double effect, of making 
those who waited on Mrs. Bethune Baliol in this un- 
ceremonious manner punctual in observing her hotu; 
and of adding the test of a little difficulty to the enjo)- 
ment of the party. 

It more frequently happened that only one or two 
persons partook of this refreshment on the same even¬ 
ing ; or, supposing the case of a single gentleman, Mrs. 
Martha, though she did not hastate to admit him to her 
boudoir, after the privilege of the French and the old 
Scottish school, took care, as she used to say, to pre¬ 
serve all possible propriety, by commanding the attend¬ 
ance of her principal female attendant, Mrs. Alice 
Lambskin, who might, from the gravity and dignity of 
her appearance, have sufficed to matronise a whole 
boarding school, instead of one maiden lady of eighty 
and upwards. As the weather permitted, Mrs. Alice 
sat duly remote from the company in a fixuttuil behind 
the projecting chimney-piece, or in the embrasure of a 
window, and prosecuted in Carthusian silence, with 
indefatigable zeal, a piece of embroidery, which seemed 
no bad emblem of eternity. 

But I have neglected all this while to introduce my 
friend herself to the reader, at least so far as words can 
convey the pe<niliarities by which her appearance and 
coKvefsation were distinguished. * 
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A little woman, with ordinary features, and an ordi* 
najy form, and hmr, which in youth had no decided 
colour, we may believe Mrs. Martha, when she said of 
herself that she was never remarkable for personal 
charms; a modest admisaon, which was readily con- 
hrmed by certain old ladies, her contemporaries, who, 
vbatever might have been the useful advantages which 
taey more than hinted had been formerly their own 
share, were now in personal appearance, as well as in 
everything else, fiBu* inferior to my accomplished friend. 
Mrs. Martha's features had been of a kind which might 
be said to wear well; thdr irregularity was now of little 
consequence, animated as they were by the vivacity of 
her conversation; her teeth were excellent, and her eyes, 
although indining to grey, were lively, laughing, and 
undunmed by time. A slight shade of complexion, 
more brilliant than her years promised, subjected my 
friend, amongst strangers, to the suspicion of having 
stretched her foreign habits as far as die prudent touch 
of the rouge. But it was a calumny; for when telling 
or listening to an interesting and affecting story, 1 have 
seen her colour come and go as if it played on the cheek 
of eighteen. 

Her hair, whatever its former defidendes, was now 
the most beautiful white that time could bleach, and was 
disposed with some degree of pretendon, though in the 
cimplest manner possible, so as to appear neatly 
smoptbed under a cap of Flanders lace, of an old- 
fashioned, but, as I thought, of a very handsome form, 
which undoubtedly has a name, and I would endeavour 
to recur to it, if 1 thought it would make my description 
a bit more intelligible. I think I have heard her say 
these favourite caps had been her mother’s, and had 
come in fashion with a peculiar kind of wig used by the 
gentlemen about the time of the battle of RamiUtes. 
The rest of her dress was always rather costly and dis* 
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tinguished, especially in the evening. A silk or satin 
gown, of some colour becoming her age, and of a form 
which, though compl3ring to a certain degree with the 
present fashion, had always a reference to some more 
distant period, was garnished with triple rufHes; her 
shoes had diamond buckles, and were raised a little at 
heel, an advantage which, possessed in her youth, i>lie 
alleged her size would not permit her to forego in h'‘r 
old age. She always wore rings, bracelets, and otlier 
ornaments of value, either for the materials or the work¬ 
manship : nay, perhaps she was a little profiise in this 
species of display. But she wore th<nn as subordinate 
matters, to which the habit of being constantly in high 
life rendered her indifferenL She wore them becau.«ie 
her rank required it; and thought no more of them as arti¬ 
cles of finery, than a gentleman dressed for dinner thinks 
of his clean linen and well-brushed coat, the conscious¬ 
ness of M'hich embarrasses the rustic bean on a Sunday. 

Now and then, however, if a gem or ornament chanced 
to be noticed for its beauty or singularity, the observa¬ 
tion usually led the way to an entertaining account of 
the manner in which it had been acquired, or the person 
from whom it had descended to its present possessor. 
On such and similar occasions my old friend sjioke 
willingly, which is not uncommon ; but she also, which 
is more rare, spoke remarkably well, and had in he** little 
narratives concerning foreign parts, or former dayii, which 
formed an interesting part of h«a‘ conversation, the<,sin- 
gular art of dismissing all the usual protracted tautology 
respecting time, place, and circumstances which is apt to 
settle like a mist upon the cold and languid tales of age, 
amd at the same time of bringing forward, dwelling uijou, 
and illustrating, those incidents and characters which 
give point and mterest to the story. 

She had. as we have hinted, travelled a good deal io 
foreign countries : for a brother, to whom she was much 
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attached, had been sent upon various missions of national 
importance to the Continent, and she had more than 
once embraced the opportunity of accompanying him. 
This furnished a great addition to the information which 
she could supply, especially during the last war, when 
the Continent was for so many years netically sealed 
against the English nation. But, beside Mrs. licthune 
Raliol had visited distant countries, no m the modem 
fashion, when the English travel in carava is together, and 
see m France and Italy little besides tlie sa le society which 
they might have enjoyed at home. On the contraiy, she 
mingled, when abroad, with the natives of those countries 
she visited, and enjoyed at once the advantage of their 
.society, and the pleasure of comparing it with that of 
Britain. 

In the course of her becoming habituated with foreign 
nianner.s, Mrs. Bethunc Ikiliol had. perhaps, acquired 
some slight tincture of them herself. Yet I was always 
persuaded, that the peculiar vivacity of look and manner 
—the pomted and appropriate action—with which she 
accompanied what she said—the use of the gold and 
gemmed tabatiirc, or rather I should say honbonniire (for 
she took no snuff, and the little box contained only a few 
pieces of candied angelica, or some such ]ady*like sweet¬ 
meat). were of real old-fashioned Scotti&h growth, and 
such as might have graced the tea-table of Susannah, 
Countess of Egtinton, the patroness of Allan Ramsay, or 
of the Hon. Mrs. Colonel Ogilvy, who was another 
mirror by whom the maidens of Auld Reekie were re- 
qtdred to dress themselves. Although well acquainted 
vrith the customs of other countries, her manners had 
been chiefly formed in her own, at a time when great 
folk lived within little apace, and when the distinguished 
naiQM of the highest society gave to Edinburgh the ielatt 
which we now endeavour to derive from the unbounded 
expense and extended eircle of our pleasures. 
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I was more confirmed in this opinion, by the peculiarity 
of the dialect which Mrs. Baliol used. It was Scottish, 
decidedly Scottish, often containing phrases and words 
little us^ in the present clay. But then her tone and 
mode of pronunciation were as different from the usual 
accent of the ordinary Scotch patois, as the accent of St. 
James's is from that of Billingsgate. The vowels were 
not pronounced much broader than in the Italian, 
language, and there was none of the disagreeable drawl 
which is so offensive to southern ears. In short, it 
seemed to be the Scottish as spoken the ancient court 
of Scotland, to which no idea of vulgarity could be 
attached ; and the lively manner and gestures with which 
it was accompanied, were so completely in accord with 
the sound of the voice and the style of talking, that 1 
cannot assign them a different origin. In long deriva¬ 
tion, perhaps, the manner of the Scottish court might 
have been originally formed on that of France, to which 
it had certainly some affinity ; but I will live and die in 
the belief that those of Mrs. Baliol, as pleasing as they 
were peculiar, came to her by direct descent from the 
high dames who anciently adorned with their presence 
the royal halls of Hol3rrood. 


CHAP. VIL 

aini. Baliol aaslsta Mr. Oroftangry ha Ida Xdtan^ 

Speoulattons* 

H ugh as I have described Mrs. Befhune Baliol, 
the xeador will easily believe that when I thought 
of the miscellaneous nature of my work, I rested 
upon the information she possessed, and her communi¬ 
cative disposition, as one of tlie principal supports of my 
enterprise. Indeed, she by no means disapproved of my 
proposed publication, though expressing herself very 
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doubtful how far she could personally assist it"—a doubt 
which might be X)erhaps set down to a little ladydike 
coquetry, which required to be sued for the boon she 
was not unwilling to grant. Or, perhaps, the good old 
lady, conscious that her unusual term of years must soon 
draw to a close, preferred bequeathing the materials in 
the shape of a legacy, to subjecting them to the judgment 
of a critical public during her lifetime. 

Many a time 1 used, in our conversations of the 
Canongate, to resume my request of assistance, from a 
sense that my friend was the most valuable depositary of 
Scottish traditions that was probably now to be found. 
This was a subject on which my mind was so much 
made up, that when 1 heard her carry her description of 
manners so fu* back beyond her own time, and describe 
how Fletcher of Salton spoke, how Graham of Claver- 
house danced, what were the jewels worn by the famous 
Duchess of Lauderdale, and how she came by them, 1 
could not help telling her 1 thmight her some fairy, who 
cheated us by retaining the appearance of a mortal of 
our ovrn day, when, in fact, she had witnessed the revo> 
lutions of centuries. She was much diverted when 1 re¬ 
quired her to take some solemn oath that she had not 
danced at the balls given by Mary of Este, when her 
unhappy husband occupied Holy rood in a species of 
honourable banishmentor asked, whether she could 
not recollect Charles the Second, when he came to 
Scotland in 1650, and did not possess some slight recol¬ 
lections of the bold usurper who drove him beyond the 
Forth. 

** Beau cousin,** she said, laughing, *' none of these do 
I remember personally; but you must know there has 
been wonderfully little change on my natural temper 
from youth to age. From which it follows, cousin, that 
being even now something too young in spirit for tiie 
years which Time has marked me in his calendar, I was, 
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when a girl, a little too old for those of my oM'n stand¬ 
ing, and as much inclined at tliat period to keep the 
society of elder persons, as I am now disposed to admit 
the company of gay young fellows of fifty or sixty like 
yourself, rather than collect about me all the octoge¬ 
narians. Now, although I do not actually come from 
Eliland, and therefore cannot boast any personal know¬ 
ledge of the great personages you inquire about, yet I 
have seen and heard those who knew them well, and 
who have given me as distinct on account of them as 1 
could give you myself of the Empress Queen, or Frederic 
of Prussia; and 1 will frankly add," said she, laughing 
and offering her bonbonniiret “that 1 have heard so 
much of the years which immediately succeeded the 
Revolution, that 1 sometimes am apt to confuse tlie vivid 
descriptions fixed on my memory by the frequent and 
animated recitation of others, for things which I myself 
have actually witnessed. I caught myself but yesterday 
describing to Lord the riding of the last Scottish 

Parliament, with as much minuteness as if I had seen it, 
as my mother did, from the balcony in front of Lord 
Moray's Lodging in the Canongate." 

“ 1 am sure you must have given Lord M— — a high 
treat” 

“ 1 treated him to a hearty laugh, 1 bdQeve,'* she 
replied ; “ but it is you, you vile seducer of youth, who 
lead me into such follies. But I will be on my guard 
against my own weakness. I do not weU know if* the 
wandering Jew is supposed to have a wife, but I should be 
sorry a decent middle-aged Scottish gentlewoman should 
be suspected of identity with such a supomatural person. ” 

“ For all that, I must torture you a little more, ma 
belle cousine^ with my interrogatories; for how shall I 
ever turn author unless on the strength of the informa¬ 
tion which you have so often poured me on the 
ancient state of manners ? ” 
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** Stay, I cannot allow yon to give your points of inquiry 
a name so very venerable, if I am expected to answer 
them. Ancient is a term for antediluvians. You may 
catechise me about the battle of Flodden, or ask par¬ 
ticulars about Bruce and Wallace, under pretext of 
curiosity after ancient manners ; and that last subject 
would wake my Baliol blood, you know.*' 

*'Well, but, Mrs. Baliol, suppose we settle our era:— 
you do not call the accession of James the Sixth to the 
kingdom of Britain very ancient?” 

*' Umph ! no, cousin—I think I could tell you more of 
that than folk now-a-days remember,—for instance, that 
as James was trooping towards England, bag and bag¬ 
gage, his journey was stopp)ed near Cockenzie by meeting 
the funeral of the Earl of Winton, the old and fjuthfiil 
.servant and follower of his ill-fated mother, poor Mary I 
11 was an ill omen for the infare, and so was seen of it, 
cousin.” 

I did not choose to prosecute this subject, well knowing 
Mrs. Bethune Baliol did not like to be much pressed on 
the subject of the Stuarts, whose misfortunes she pitii'd, 
the rather that her father had espoused their cause. And 
yet her attachment to the present d)masty being very 
sineexe, and even ardent, more especially as her family 
had served his late Majesty both in peace and war, she 
experienced a little embarrassment in reconciling her 
opinions respecting the exiled family, with those she 
entertained for the present. In fact, like many an old 
Jacobite, she was contented to be somewhat inconsistent 
on the subject, comforting herself, that now everything 
stood as it ought to do, and that there was no use in 
looking back narrowly on the right or wrong of the matter 
half-a-century ago. 

"The Highlands/’ I suggested, "should furnish you 
with ample subjects^of recollection. You have witnessed 
the complete change of that primeval country, and have 
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-seen a race not far removed from tlie earliest period of 
society, melted down into the great mass of civilisation ; 
and that could not happen without incidents striking in 
themselves, and curious as chapters in the history of the 
human race/* 

"It is very true,” said Mrs. Baliol; **one would 
think it should have struck the observers greatly, and yet 
it scarcely did so. For me, I was no Highlander myself, 
and the Highland chiefs of old, of whom I certainly knew 
seteral, had little in their manners to distinguish them 
from the Lowland gentry, when th^ mixed in sodetyui 
Kd in burgh, and assumed the Lowland dress. Their 
peculiar character was for the clansmen at home ; and 
you must not imagine that they swaggered about in 
plaids and broadswords at the Cross, or came to the 
Assembly rooms in bonnets and kilts. ” 

'* I remember,” said I, " that Swift, in his journal, tells 
Stella he had dined in the house of a Scots nobleman, 
with two Highland chiefs, whom he had found as weU> 
bred men as he had ever met with. ” 

"Very likely," said my friend. "The extremes of 
society approach much more closely to each other tlian 
perhaps the Dean of St. Patrick's expected. The savage 
is always to a certain degree polite. Besides, going 
always armed, and having a very punctilious idea of tlkeir 
own gentility and consequence, they usually behaved to 
each other and to the Lowlanders, with a good dea^ of 
formal politeness, which sometimes even procured them 
the character of insincerity.” 

' * Falsehood belongs to an early x>eriod of society, as 
well as the differential forms which we style politeness, ” 
1 replied. " A child does not see the least moral beauty 
in truth, until he has been flogged half-a-dozen times. It 
is so easy, and apparently so natural, to deny what you 
cannot be easily convicted of, that a savage as well as a 
child lies to excuse himself, almost as instinctively as be 
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raises his hand to protect his head. The old sayli^^ 

* confess and be hanged/ carries much argument in it. 

X observed a remark the other day in old Birrell. He 
mentions that M 'Gregor of Glenstrae and some of his 
] eople had surrendered themsdves to one of the Earls of 
.Argyle, up>on the express condition that they should be 
conveyed safe into England. The MacAllum More of 
the day kept the word of promise, but it was only to the 
e.u'. He indeed sent his captives to Berwick, where they 
had an airing on the other side of the Tweed, but it was 
under the custody of a strong guard, by whom they were 
brought back to Edinbuigh, and delivered to the execu¬ 
tioner. This, Birrell calls keeping a Highlandman’s 
promise/* 

**Well,** replied Mrs. Baliol, **I might add, that 
many of the Highland chiefs whom 1 knew in former days 
l^ad been brought up in France, wliich might improve 
t heir politeness, though perhaps it did not amend their 
sincerity. But considering, that, belonging to the de¬ 
pressed and defeated faction in the state, they were com¬ 
pelled sometimes to use dissimulation, you must set their 
uniform f.delity to their friends against their occasional 
falsehood to their enemies, and then you will not judge 
poor John Highlandman too severely. They were in a 
state of society where bright lights are strongly contrasted 
with deep shadows.** 

**It is to that point 1 would bring you. ma belle 
coi^ne ,—^and therefore they are most proper subjects for 
composition.** 

“And you want to turn composer, my good friaid, and 
set my old talcs to some popular tune? But there have 
been too many composers, if that be the word, in the 
field before. The Highlands vtere indeed a rich mine; 
but they have. 1 think, been fairly wrought out, as a good 
tune is grinded into vulgarity when it descends to the 
hurdy-gurdy and the barrel-organ.** 
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*'If it be really tune,” I replied, “ it will recover its 
hotter qualities when it gets into the hands of better 
artists.” 

**Umph!" said Mrs. Baliol, tapping her box, "we 
are happy in our ow’n good opinion this evening, Mr. 
Croftangry. And so you think you can restore the 
gloss to the tartan, which it has lost by being dragged 
through so many fingers ? ” 

“With your assistance to procure materials, my clear 
lady, much, 1 think, may l^e done.” 

*' Well—I must do my l>est, I suppose ; though all I 
know about the Gael is but of little consequence—^indeed, 

] gathered it chiefly from Donald MacDeish." 

" And who might Donald MacLeish be?" 

" Neither bard nor sennachie, I assure you; nor 
monk, nor hermit, the approved authorities for old 
traditions. Donald was as good a postilion as ever 
drove a chaise and pair between Glcncroe and Inverary. 
1 assure you, when I give you my Highland anecdote.s, 
you will hear much of Donald Mac 1 ...cish. He was Alire 
Lambskin's beau and mine through a long Highland 
tour." 

“But when .am I to possess these anecdotes?—You 
answer me a.s Harley did poor Prior— 

Let that be clone which Mat doth say. 

* Ye^^' quoth the Earl, ‘but not to*day.’” 

“ Well, mon beau cousin, if you begin to remind me of 
my cruelty, 1 must remind you that it has struck nine on 
the Abbey clock, and it is time you were home to Little 
Croftangry.—For my promise to assist your antiquarian 
researches, be assured, 1 will one day keep it to the ut¬ 
most extent. It shall not be a Highlandman'a promise, 
as your old citizen calls it.*’ 

I, by this time, suspected the purpose of my friend's 
procrastination ; and it saddened my heart to reflect thal 
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I was not to get the information which 1 desired, excepting^ 
in the shape of a legacy. I found, accordingly, in the 
packet transmitted to me after the excellent lady’s death, 
several anecdotes respecting the Highlands, from which 
I have selected that which follows, chiedv on account of 
its possessing great power over the feelings of my 
critical housekeeper, Janet MacEvoy, who wept most 
bitterly when I read it to her. 

It is, however, but a very simple tale, and may have 
no interest for persons beyond Janet’s rank of life or 
understanding. 
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The Highland Widow. 


CHAP. I. 

It wound as near as near could he. 

But what it is she cannot tell; 

On the other side it seem'd to be, 

0/ the huge broad-hreastea old oak-tree, 

Coleridge. 

mm RS. BETHUNE BALIOUS Memorandum 
H begins thus :— 

iSisiil It ftvc*and>thirty, or perhaps nearer forty 
ye«irs ago, since, to relieve the dejection of spirits occa¬ 
sioned by a great family loss sustained two or three 
months before, I undertook what was called the short 
Highland lour. This had become in some degree 
fashionable ; but though the military roads were excel¬ 
lent, yet the accommodation was so indifferent, that it 
was reckoned a little adventure to accomplish it. Besides, 
the Highlands, though now as peaceable as any part of 
King (xcorge's dominions, was a sound which still car¬ 
ried terror, while so many survived who had witnessed 
the insurrection of 1745 ; and a vague idea of fear was 
impressed on many, as they looked from the towers of 
Stirling northward to the huge chain of mountains, which 
rises like a dusky rampart to conceal in its recesses a 
people, whose dress, manners, and language, differed 
still very much from those of their Lowland countrymen. 
For my part, 1 come of a race not greatly subject to 
apprehensions arisit^ from imagination only. I had 
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some Hii^hland relatives, knew several of their families of 
distinction ; and, though only having the company of 
my bower-maiden, Mrs. Alice Lambskin, 1 went on my 
journey fearless. 

But then I had a guide and cicerone, almost equal to 
Great-heart, in the Pilgrim's Progress, in no less a person 
tlian Donald MacLeisl), the postilion whom 1 hired at 
Stirling, with a pair of able-bodied horses, as steady as 
Donald himself, to drag my carnage, my duenna, and 
myself, wheresoever it was my pleasure to go. 

Donald MaeLeish was one of a race of post-boys, 
whom, 1 suppose, mail-coaches and steamboats have 
put out of fashion. They were to be found chiefly at 
Perth, Stirling, or Glasgow, where they and their horses 
were usually hired by travellers, or tourists, to accom¬ 
plish such journeys of business or pleasure as they might 
have to perform in the land of the Gael. This class of 
persons approached to the character of wliat is called 
abroad a conducteur; or might be compared to the sailing 
master on board a British ship of war, who follows out 
after his own manner the course which the captain com¬ 
mands him to observe. You explained to your postilion 
the length of your lour, and the objects you w'erc desirous 
it should embrace; and you found him perfectly com¬ 
petent to fix the places of rest or refreshment, with due 
attention that those should lie chosen with reference to 
your convenience, and to any points of interest which 
you might desire to visit. 

The qualifications of such a person were necessarily 
much superior to those of the “first ready," who gallops 
thrice a-day over the same ten miles. Donald MacLei.sh, 
besides being quite alert at repairing all ordinary acci¬ 
dents to his horses and carriage, and in making shift to 
support them, where forage was scarce, with such sub¬ 
stitutes as bannocks and cakes, w'as likewise a man of 
intellectual resources. He had acquired a general know* 
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ledge of the traditional stories of the country which he 
had traversed so often ; and, if encouraged (for Donald 
was a man of the most decorous reserve), he would wiil- 
ingly point out to you the site of the principtal clan> 
battles, and recount the most remarkable legends by 
vrhich the road, and the objects which occurred in travel¬ 
ling it, had been distinguished. There was some origin¬ 
ality in the man's habits of thinking and expressing him- 
self, his turn for legendary lore strangely contrasting 
with a portion of the knowing shrewdness bclongii;^g to 
his actual occupation, which made his conversation 
amuse the way well enough. 

Add to this, Donald knew all his peculiar duties in the 
countiy which he traversed so frequently. He could tell, 
to a day, when they would "be killing " lamb at Tyn- 
drum or Glenuilt; so that the stranger would have some 
chance of being fed like a Christian ; and knew to a 
mile the last village where it was possible to procure a 
wheaten loaf, for the guidance of those who were little 
familiar with the Land of Cakes. He was acquainted 
with the road every mile, and could tell to an inch 
which side of a Highland bridge was passable, which 
decidedly dangerous. In short, Donald MacLeish was 
not only our faithful attendant and steady servant, but 
our humble and obliging friend ; and though 1 have 
known the half-classical cicerone of Italy, the talkative 
French valet-de-place, and even the muleteer of Spain, 
*who piques himself on being a maize-eater, and whose 
honour is not to be questioned without danger, 1 do not 
think 1 have ever had so sensible and intelligent a guide. 

Our motions were of course under Donald's direction ; 
and it frequently happened, when the weather was serene, 
that we preferred halting to rest his horses even where 
there was no established stage, and taking our refresh¬ 
ment under a crag, from which leaped a waterfall, or 
beside the vergb of a fountain enamelled with verdant 
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turf and wild-flowers. Donald had an eye for such spots, 
and though he had, I dare say. never read Gil Bins or 
Don Quixote, yet he chose such halting-places as Le 
Sage or Cervantes would have described. Very often, as 
he observed the pleasure I took in conversing with the 
country people, he would manage to fix our place of rest 
near a cottage where there was some old Gael, whose 
broadsword had blazed at Falkirk or Preston, and who 
seemed the frail yet faithful record of times which had 
passed away. Or he would contrive to quarter us, as 
far as a cup of tea went, upon the hospitality of some 
parish minister of worth and intelligence, or some 
country family of the better class, who mingled with the 
wild simplicity of their original manners, and their ready 
and hospitable welcome, a sort of courtesy belonging to 
a people, the lowest of whom arc accustomed to consider 
themselves as being, according to the Spanish phrase, 
*'as good gentlemen as the king, only not quite so 
rich." 

To all such persons Donald MacLeish was well 
known, and his introduction passed as current as if we 
had brought letters from some high chief of the country. 

Sometimes it happened that the Highland hospitality 
which welcomed us with all the variety of mountain fare, 
preparations of milk and eggs, and girdle-cakes of various 
kinds, as well as more substantial dainties, according to 
the inhabitant's means of regaling the passenger, de¬ 
scended rathet* too exuberantly on Donald MacLeish in 
the shape of mountain dew. Poor Donald ! he was oh 
such occasions, like Gideon’s fleece, moist with the noble 
eleqaent, which, of course, fell not on us. But it was his 
only fault, and when pressed to drink doch-an-dorroch to 
my ladyship’s good health, it would have been iU taken 
to have refused the pledge, nor was he willing to do such 
discourtesy. It was, I repeat, his only fault, nor had we 
any great right to complain; for if it rendered him a 
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Sttle more talkative, it augmented his ordinary share of 
punctilious civility, and he only drove slower, and talked 
longer and more pompously than when he had not come 
by a drop of usquebaugh. It was, we remarked, only 
on such occasions that Donald talked with an air of im¬ 
portance of the family of MacLcish ; and we had no 
title to be scrupulous in censuring a foible, the conse¬ 
quences of which were confined within such innocent 
limits. 

We became so much accustomed to Donald’s mode of 
managing us, that we observed with some interest the art 
which he used to produce a little agreeable surprise, by 
concealing from us the spot where he proposed our halt 
to be made, when it was of an unusual and interesting 
character. This was so much his wont, that w'hen he 
made apologies at setting off, for being obliged to stop 
in some strange solitary place, till the horses should eat 
the corn which he brought on with them for that purpose, 
our imagination used to be on the stretch to guess what 
romantic retreat he had secretly fixed upon for our noon¬ 
tide baiting-place. 

We had spent the greater part of the morning at the 
delightful village of Dalmally, and had gone upon the 
lake under the guidance of the excellent clergyman who 
was then incumbent at Glenorquhy, and had heard a 
hundred legends of the stern chiefs of Loch Awe, Duncan 
with the thrum bonnet, and the other lords of the now 
Biouldering towers of Kilebum. Thus it was later 
than usual when we set out on our journey, after a hint 
or two from Donald concerning the length of the way to 
the next stage, as there was no good halting-place be¬ 
tween Dalmally and Oban. 

Having bid adieu to our venerable and kind cicerone, 
WU proceeded on our tour, winding round the tremendous 
mountain called Cruachan Ben, which rushes dowm in 
aU its majesty of rocks and wUdemess on the lake, 
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leaving only a pass, in which, notwithstanding its ex« 
treme strengtli, the warlike clan of MacDou.i^al of Lorn 
were almost destroyed by the sagacious Rolxn t Bruce. 
'l*hat King, the Wellington of his day, had accomplished, 
by a forced march, the unexpected manoeuvre of forcing 
a body of troops round the other side of the mountain, 
and thus placed him in the flank and in the rear of the 
men of Lorn, whom at the same time he attacked in 
front. The great number of cairns yet visible, as you 
descend the pass on the westward side, shows the extent 
of the vengeance which Bruce exhausted on his invefee> 
rate and personal enemies. I am, you know, the sister 
of soldiers, and it has since struck me forcibly that the 
manoeuvre which Donald described, resembled tho.se of 
Wellington or of Bonaparte, lie was a great rihin 
Robert Bruce, even a Baliol must admit that ; aUhough 
it begins now to be allowed that his title to the crown 
was scarce so good as that of the unfortunate family 
with whom he contended — But let that pass. — I'he 
slaughter had been the greater, as the deep and rapid 
river Awe is disgorged from the lake, just in the rear of 
the fugitives, and encircles the base of the tremendou.s 
mountain ; so that the retreat of the unfortunate flyers 
was intercepted on all sides by the inaccessible character 
of the country, which had seemed to promise them 
defence and protection. 

Musing, like the Irish lady in the song, "upon things 
which are long enough a-gone," we felt no impatience 
at the slow, and almost creeping pace, with which our 
conductor proceeded along General Wade’s militaty 
road, which never or rarely condescends to turn aside 
from the steepest ascent, but proceeds right up and 
down hill, with the indifference to height and hollow, 
steep or level, indicated by the old Roman engineers. 
Still, however, the substantial excellence of these great 

work.s —for such are the militair bighWays in the High* 
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Jatids — deserved the compliment of the poet, who, 
whether he c»me from our sister kingdom, and spoke 
in his own dialect, or whether he supposed those whom 
he addressed might have some national pretension to the 
second sight, produced the celebrated coufdet— 

Had you but seen these roads bt/ore they were made, 

You would hold up your hands, and bless General Wade. 

Nothing indeed can be more wonderful than to see th^ 
wildernesses penetrated and pervious in every quarter by 
broad accesses of the best possible construction, and so 
superior to what the country could have demanded for 
many centuries for any pacific purpose of commercial 
intercourse. Thus the traces of war are sometimes 
happily accommodated to the purposes of peace. The 
victories of Bonaparte have been without results ; but 
his road over the Simplon will long be the communica¬ 
tion betwixt peaceful countries, who will apply to the 
ends of commerce and friendly intercourse that gigantic 
work, which was formed for the ambitious purpose of 
warlike invasion. 

While we were thus stealing along, we gradually 
turned round the shoulder of Ben Cruochan, and, dc> 
scerding the course of the foaming and rapid Awe, 
left behind us the expanse of the majestic lake which 
gives birth to that impetuous river. The rocks and 
precipices which stooped down perpendicularly on our 
^ath on the right hand, exhibited a few remains of the 
wood which once clothed them, but which had, in latter 
times, been felled to supply, Donald MacLei&h informed 
us. the iron-foundries at the Bunawe. This made us fix 
our eyes with interest on one large oak, which grew on 
the left hand towards the river. It seemed a tree of 
extraordinary magnitude and picturesque beauty, and 
stood just where there appeared to be a few roods of 
open ground lying among huge stones, which had rolled 
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down from the mountain. To add to the romance of the 
situation, the spot of clear ground extended round the 
foot of a proud-browed rock, from the summit of which 
leaped a mountain stream in a fall of sixty feet, in 
which it was dissolved into foam and dew. At the 
bottom of the fall the rivulet with difficulty collected, 
like a routed general, its dispersed forces, and, as if 
tamed by its descent, found a noiseless passage through 
the heath to join the Awe. 

1 was much struck with the tree and waterfall, and 
wished myself nearer them ; not that I thought of 
sketch-book or portfolio, — for, in my younger days. 
Misses w'cre not accustomed to black-lead pencils, un¬ 
less they could use them to some good purpo-so,—^but 
merely to indulge myself with a closer view. Donald 
immediately opened the chaise-door, but observed it 
was rough walking down the brae, and that I would 
see the tree better by keeping the road for a hundred 
yards farther, when it passed closer to the spot, for 
which he seemed, however, to have no predilection. 
“ He knew," he said, “ a far bigger tree than that nearer 
Bunawe, and it was a place where there was flat ground 
for the carriage to stand, which it could simply do on 
these braes ;—but Just as my leddyship liked.*' 

My ladyship did choose rather to look at the fine tree 
before me, than to pass it by in hopes of a finer; so we 
walked beside the carriage till we should come to a point, 
from which, Donald assured us, we might, without 
scrambling, go as near the tree as we chose, '* though 
be wadna advise us to go nearer than the high-road." 

There was something grave and mysterious in Donald's 
sun-browned countenance when he gave us this intima¬ 
tion, and his manner was so different from his usual 
frankness, that my female curiosity was set in motion. 
We walked on the whilst, and 1 found that the tree, which 
we had lost sight of by the intervention of some rising 
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ground, wa'> really more distant than I had at first sup- 
]>osed. ” I could have sworn now," said I to my 
ciccronc, ' ‘ that yon tree and waterfall was the very 
place where you intended to make a stop to-day." 

“ The Ix)rd forbid ! " said Donald, hastily. 

“And for what, Donald? why should you be willing 
to pass such a pleasant spot ? " 

“ It's ower near Dalmally, my leddy, to corn the 
beasts — it w'ould bring their dinner ower near their 
breakfast, poor things:—an', besides, the place is not 
canny." 

“ Oh ! then the mystery is out. There is a bogle or 
a broumic, a watch or a gyrecarhn, a bodach or a fairy, 
in the case ? " 

“The ne'er a bit, my leddy—yc are clean aff the road, 
as I may say. But if your leddyship will just hae 
patience, and wait till we're by the place* and out of 
the glen. I'll tell ye all about it. There is no much 
luck in speaking of such things in the place they chanced 
in." 

I was obliged to suspend my curiosity, observing, that 
if I persisted in twisting the discourse one way while 
Donald was twining it another, I should make his ob¬ 
jection, like a hempen-cord, just so much the tougher. 
At length the promised turn of the road brought us 
within fifty paces of the tree which 1 desired to admire, 
and 1 now saw, to my surprise, that there was a human 
* habitation among the cliffs which surrounded it. It was 
a hut of the least dimensions, and most mi.serable 
description, that 1 ever saw even in the Highlands. 
The walls of sod, or divots as the Scotch call it, were 
not four feet high—the roof was of turf, repaured with 
reeds and sedges— the chimney was composed of clay, 
bound round by straw ropes—and the whole w'alls, 
roof, and chimney, were alike covered with the vegeta¬ 
tion of house-lhek, rye-grass, and moss, common to 
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decayed cottagfes formed of such materials. Hiere was 
not the slightest vestige of a kale<yard, the usual accom> 
paniment of the very worst huts ; and of living things we 
saw nothing, save a kid which was browsing on the roof 
of the hut, and a goat, its mother, at some distance, 
feeding betwixt the oak and the river Awe. 

"What man,” 1 could not help exclaiming, "can 
have committed sin deep enough to deserve such a 
miserable dwelling ? ’* 

"Sin enough,” said Donald MacLeish, with a half- 
suppressed groan ; " and God be knoweth, misery 
enough too;—and it is no man's dwelling neither, but 
a wonum’s." 

"A woman's ! ” I repeated, " and in so lonely a place 
—W'hat sort of woman can she be ? *’ 

"Come this way, my leddy, and you may judge that 
for yourself,” said Donald. And by advancing a few' 
stops, and making a sharp turn to the left, we gained a 
sight of the side of the great broad-breasted oak, in the 
direction opposed to that in which we had hitherto seen it. 

" If she keeps her old wont, she will be there at this 
hour of the day,” said Donald ; but immediately became 
silent, and pointed with his finger, as one afraid of being 
overheard. I looked, and beheld, not without some 
sense of awe, a female form seated by the stem of the 
o.ik, with her head drooping, her hands clasped, and a 
dark-coloured mantle drawn over her head, exactly as 
Judah is reptresented in the Syrian medals as seated' 
under her palm-tree. I was infected with the fear and 
reverence which my guide seemed to entertain towards 
this solitary being, nor did I think of advancing towards 
her to obtain a nearer view until 1 had cast an inquiring 
look on Donald ; to which he replied in a half-whisper— 
" She has been a fearfu' bad woman, ray leddy." 

" Mad woman, said you? ” replied I. hearing him im¬ 
perfectly ; " then she is perhaps dangerous ? ” 
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“ No—she is not mad,” replied Donald ; " for then it 
may be she would be happier than she is ; though when 
she thinks on what she has done, and caused to be done, 
rather than yield up a hair-breadth of her ain wicked 
will, it is not likely she can be very well settled. But 
she neither is mad nor mischievous ; and yet, my leddy, 

1 think you had best not go nearer to her.*' And then, 
in a few hurried words, he made me acquainted with the 
story which I am now to tell more in detail. 1 heard the 
narrative with a mixture of horror and sympathy, which 
at once impelled me to approach the sufferer, and speak 
to her the words of comfort, or rather of pity, and at the 
same time made me afraid to do so. 

This indeed was the feeling with which she was Fe> 
garded by the Highlanders in the neighbourhood, who 
looked upon Elspat MacTavish, or the Woman of the 
Tree, as they called her, as the Greeks considered those 
who were pursued by the Furies, and endured the mental 
torment consequent on great criminal actions. They 
regarded such unhappy beings as Orestes and CEdipus, 
as being less the voluntary perpetrators of their crimes, 
than as the passive instruments by which the terrible 
decrees of Destiny had been accomplished ; and the fear 
with which they beheld them was not unniingled with 
veneration. 

I also learned farther from Donald MacLeish, that 
there was some apprehension of ill luck attending those 
•who had the boldness to approach too near, or disturb 
the awful solitude of a being so unutterably miserable ; 
that it was supposed, that whosoever approached her 
must experience in some respect the contagion of her 
wretchedness. 

It was therefore with some reluctance that Donald saw 
me prepare to obtain a nearer view of the sufferer, and 
that he himself followed to assist me in the descent down 
a very rough pa^. 1 believe bis regard for me coa- 
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quered some ominous feelings in his own breast, which 
connected his duty on this occasion with the presaging 
fear of lame horses, lost Unch-pins, overturns, and other 
perilous chances of the postilion’s life. 

I am not stire if my own courage would have carried 
me so close to Klspat, bad he not followed. There was 
in her countenance the stern abstraction of hopeless and 
overpowering sorrow, mixed with the contending feelings 
of remorse, and of the pride which struggled to conceal 
it. She guessed, perhaps, that it was curiosity, arising 
out of her uncommon story, which induced me to in¬ 
trude on her solitude—and she could not be pleased that 
a fate like hers had been the theme of a traveller's amuse¬ 
ment. Yet the look with which she regarded me w'as 
one of .scorn instead of erabarra.ssnicnt. The opinion of 
the world and all its children could not add or take an 
iota from her load of misery; and, save from the half 
smile that seemed to intimate the contempt of a being 
rapt by the very intensity of her affliction above the 
sphere of ordinary humanities, she seemed as indifferent 
to my gaze as if she had been a dead corpse or a marble 
statue. 

Elspat was above the middle stature; her hair, now 
grizxlcd, was still profuse, and it had been of the must 
decided black. So were her eyes, in which, contradict¬ 
ing the stem and rigid features of her countenance, there 
shune the wild and troubled light that indicates an un¬ 
settled mind. Her hair was wrapt round a silver bodkin 
with some attention to neatness, and her dark mantle 
was disposed around her with a degree of taste, though 
the materials were of the most ordinary sort. 

After gating on this victim of guilt and calamity till 1 
was ashamed to remain silent, though uncertain how I 
ought to address her, 1 began to express my surprise at 
her choosing such a desert and deplorable dwelling. She 
cut short these expressions of synlpatby^ by answering in 
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a stern voice, without the least change of countenance or 
posture—" Daughter of the stranger, he has told you 
my story.” I was silenced at once, and felt how little 
all earthly accommodation must seem to the mind which 
had such subjects as hers for rumination. Without again 
attempting to open the conversation, I took a piece of 
gold hrom my purse (for Donald had intimated she lived 
on alms), expecting she would at least stretch her hand 
to receive it. But she neither accepted nor rejected the 
gift—she did not even seem to notice it, though twenty 
times as valuable, probably, as was usually offered. I 
was obliged to place it on her knee, saying involuntarily, 
as I did so, ** May God pardon you, and relieve you ! '* 
1 shall never forget the look which she cast up to 
Heaven, nor the tone in which she exekdmed, in the very 
words of my old friend, John Home— 

My beautiful—^my brave ! 

It was the language of nature, and arose from the 
heart of the deprived mother, as it did from that gifted 
imaginative poet, while furnishing with appropriate ex¬ 
pressions the ideal grief of Lady Randolph. 


CHAP. II. 

Ok, I'm comr to the Law Cauntrjf, 

Och, och, ohonochie. 

Without a penny in my pouch 
To buy a meal Jor me. 

/ was the proudest of my claut 
Long, long way I repitu’; 

And Donald was the bravest man. 

And Donald he was mine .— Old Sonc. 

H LSPAT had enjoyed happy days, though her 
age had sunk into hopeless and inconsolable 
sorrow ^d distress. She was once the beautiful 
and happy wife of Hamish MacTavish, for whom his 
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Strength and foals of prowess had gained the title of 
McTavish Mlior. 1-1 is life was turbulent and dangerous* 
his habits being of the old Highland stamp, which 
esteemed it shame to want anything that could be had 
for the taking. Those in the Low'land line who lay neiir 
him, and desired to enjoy their lives and property in 
quiet, were contented to pay him a small composition, 
in name of protection money, and comforted themselves 
with the old proverb, that it sras better to *' fleech the 
dcil than fight him.” Others, who accounted such com> 
position dishonourable, w'ere often surprised by Nlac> 
Tavish Mhor, and his associates and followers, who 
usually inflicted an adequate penalty, either in person or 
property, or both. The creagh is yet remembered, in 
which he swept one hundred and fifty cows from Mon- 
teith in one drove ; and how he placed the Laird of 
Ballybught naked in a slough, for having threatened to 
send for a party of the Highland Watch to protect his 
property. 

^^atever were occasionally the triumphs of this daring 
cateran, they were often exchanged for reverses ; and his 
narrow escapes, rapid flights, and the ingenious strata¬ 
gems with which he extricated himself from imminent 
danger, were no less remembered and admired than the 
exploits in which he had been successful. In weal or 
woe, through every species of fatigue, difficulty, and 
danger, Elspat was his faithful companion. She enjoyed 
with him the fits of occasional prosperity ; and wher 
adversity pressed them hard, her strength of mind, readi¬ 
ness of wit, and courageous endurance of danger and 
toil, are said often to have stimulated the exertions of 
her husband. 

Their morality was of the old Highland cast, faithful 
friends and fierce enemies ; the Lowland herds and har¬ 
vests they accounted their own, whenever they bad the 
means of driving ofif the one, <x of seizing upon the 
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other; nor did the least scruple on the right of property 
interfere on such occasions. Hainish Mhor argued like 
the old Cretan warrior :— 

'My sword, my spear, my shaggy shield. 

They make me lord of all below; 

For he who dreads the lance to wield, 

Before my shaggy shield must bow. 

His lands, his vineyards must resign. 

And all that cowards have is mine 

But those days of perilous, though frequently success¬ 
ful depredation, began to be abridged, after the failure 
of the expedition of Prince Chitrles Edward. MacTavish 
Mhor had not sat still on that occasion, and he was out- 
l.iv\cd, both as a traitor to the state, and as a robber and 
eateran. Garrisons were now settled in many places 
where a red-coat had never before been seen, and the 
^ ixon war-drum resounded among the most hidden 
recesses of the Highland mountains. The fate of Mac- 
'I avish became every day more inevitable; and it was 
t!ie more didicult for him to make his exertions for de¬ 
fence or escape, that Elspat, amid his evil days, had 
iacteased his family with an infant child, which was a 
cousidcrable encumbrance upon the necessary rapidity of 
their motions. 

At length the fatal day arrived. In a strong pass on 
the skirts of Ben Cruachan, the celebrated MacTavish 
^ l^or was surprised by a detachment of the Sidier Roy. 

I lis wife assisted him heroically, chaiging his piece from 

II (uc to time; and as they were in possession of a post 
that was nearly unassailable, he might have perhaps 
e^>caped if his ammunition had lasted. But at length his 
balls were expended, although it was not until he had 
tired off most of the silver buttons from his waistcoat, 
and the soldiers, no longer deterred by fear of the un¬ 
erring marksman, •who had slain three, and wounded 
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more of their number, approached his stronghold, and, 
unable to take him alive, slew him. after a most des^ie- 
rate resistance. 

All this Klspat witnessed and survived, for she had, in 
the child which relied on her for support, a motive for 
strength and exertion. In what manner she maintained 
herself it is not easy to say. Her only ostensible means 
of support were a dock of three or four goats, which she 
fed wherever she pleased on the mountain pastures, no 
one challenging the intrusion. In the general distress 
of the country, her ancient acquaintances had little to 
biestow *, but what they could part with from their owm 
necessities, they willingly devoted to the relief of others. 
From Lowlanders she sometimes demanded tribute, 
rather than requested alms. She had not forgotten she 
i^as the widow of MacTavish Mhor, or that the child 
who trotted by her knee, might, such were her imagina¬ 
tions, emulate one day the fame of his father, and com¬ 
mand the same influence which he had once exerted 
without controL She associated so little with others, 
w'ent so seldom and so unwillingly from the wildest 
recesses of the mountains, where she usually dwelt with 
her goats, that she was quite unconscious of the great 
change which had taken place in the country around her, 
the substitution of civil order for military violence, and 
the strength gained by the law and its adherents over 
those who were called in Gaelic song, ” the stormy sons 
of the sword." Her own diminished consequence ard 
straitened circumstances she indeed felt, but for this the 
death of MacTavish Mhor was, in her apprehension, a 
sufficing reason; and she doubted not that she should 
rise to her former state of importance, when Hnmish 
Bean (or Fair-haired J ames) should be able to wield the 
arms of his father. If, then, Elspat was repelled rudely 
when she demanded anything necessary for her vrants, 
or the accommodation of her little flo^, by a churlish 
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farmer, her threats of vengeance, obscurely expressed, 
yet terrible in their tenor, used frequently to extort, 
through fear of her maledictions, the relief which was 
denied to her necessities; and the trembling goodwife, 
who gave meal or money to the widow of MacTavish 
Mhor, wished in her heart that the stem old carlin had 
been burnt on the day her husband had his due. 

Years thus ran on, and Hamish Bacn grew up, not 
indeed to be of his father's size or strength, but to hc- 
come an active, high-spirited, fair-haired youth, with a 
ruddy cheek, an eye like an eagle, and all the agility, if 
not sdl the strength, of his formidable father, upon whose 
history and achievements his mother dwelt, in order to 
form her son's mind to a similar course of adventures. 
But the young see the present state of this changeful 
world more keenly than the old. Much attached to his 
mother, and disposed to do all in his power for her sup¬ 
port, Hamish yet perceived, when he mixed n^th the 
world, that the trade of the cateran was now alike dan¬ 
gerous and discreditable, and that if he were to emulate 
his father's prowess, it must be in some other line of 
warfare, more consonant to the opinions of the present 
day. 

As the faculties of mind and body began to expand* 
he became more sensible of the preearious nature of his 
situation, of the erroneous views of his mother, and her 
ignorance respecting the changes of the society with 
which she mingled so little. In visiting friends and 
neighbours, he became avrare of the extremely reduced 
scale to which his parent was limited, and learned that 
she possessed little or nothing more than the absolute 
necessaries of life, and that these were sometimes on the 
point of failing. At times his success in fishing and the 
chase was able to add something to her subsistence; but 
he saw no regular means of contributing to her support, 
unless by stooping*to servile labour, which, if he himself 
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could have endured it, would, he knew, have been like A 
doath’s>woutul to the pride of his mother. 

Klspat, meanwhile, saw with surprise, that Haniish 
Haen, although now tall and fit for the field, showed no 
disposition to enter on his father's scene of action. 
There was something of the mother at her heart, which 
prevented her from urging him in plain terms to take 
the field as a cateran, for the fear occurred of the perils 
into which the trade must conduct him; and when she 
would have spoken to him on the subject, it seemed to 
her heated imagination as if the ghost of her husband 
arose between them in his bloody tartans, and, la 3 nng 
his finger on his lips, appeared to prohibit the topic. 
Yet she wondered at what seemed his want of spirit, 
sighed as she saw him from day to day lounging about in 
the long-skirted Lowland coat, which the legislature had 
imposed upon the Gael instead of their own romantic 
garb, and thought how much nearer he would have re¬ 
sembled her husband, had he been clad in the belted 
plaid, and short hose, with his polished arms gleaming 
at his side. 

Besides these subjects for anxiety, Elspat had others 
arising from the engrossing impetuosity of her temper. 
Her love of MacTavish Mhor had been qualified by 
respect and sometimes even by fear ; for the cateran was 
not the species of man who submits to female govern¬ 
ment ; but over his son she had exerted, at first during 
childhood, and afterwards in early youth, an imperious 
authority, which gave her maternal love a character of 
icAlousy. She could not bear, when Hamish, with ad¬ 
vancing life, made repeated steps tow'ards independence, 
.ibscnted himself from her cottage at such season, and 
j or such length of time as he chose, and seemed to con¬ 
sider. although maintaining towards her every possible 
degree of respect and kindness, that the control and re- 
sjionsibtlity of his actions rested on himself alone. This 
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would have been of little consequence, could she have 
concealed her feelings within her own bosom; but the 
ardour and impatience of her passions made her fire> 
quently show her son that she conceived herself ne¬ 
glected and ill-used. When he was absent for any length 
of time from her cottage, without giving intimation of 
hts purpose, her resentment on his return used to be sc 
unreasonable, that it naturally suggested to a young 
man, fond of independence, and desirous to amend his 
situation in the world, to leave her, even for the very 
purpose of enabling him to provide for the parent whose 
egotistical demands on his filial attention tended to con¬ 
fine him to a desert, in which both were starving in 
hopeless and helpless indigence. 

Upon one occasion, the son having been guilty of some 
independent excursion, by which the mother felt herself 
affronted and disobliged, she had been more than usually 
violent on his return, and awakened in Hamish a sense 
of displeasure, which clouded his brow and cheek. At 
length, as she persevered in her unreasonable resent¬ 
ment, his patience became exhausted, and taking his 
gun from the chimney corner, and muttering to himself 
the reply which his respect for his mother prevented 
him from speaking aloud, he was about to leave the hut 
which he had but barely entered. 

Hamish," said his mother, “are you again about to 
leave me ? ” But Hamish only replied by looking at and 
ruhbing the lock of his gun. 

“Ay, rub the lock of your gun,’* said his parent, 
bitterly; “ I am glad y^u have courage enough to fire it, 
though it be but at a rot-deer.’* Hamish started at this 
undeserved taunt, andxtst a look of anger at her in 
reply. She saw that she bad found the means of giving 
him pain. 

“Yes,’* she said, “look fierce as you will at an old 
woman, and your nToth^; it would be long ere you bent 
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your brow on the angry countenance of m bearded 
man.’* 

” Be silent, mother, or speak of what you understand," 
said Hatnish, much irritated, and that is of the distaff 
and the spindle.'* 

*' And was it of spindle and distaff that I was thinking 
when I bore you away on my back through the fire of 
six of the Saxon soldiers, and you a wailing child ? I 
tell you, Hamish, I know a hundred fold more of swords 
and guns than ever you will; and you will never learn so 
much of noble war by yourself, as you have seen when 
you were wrapt up in my plaid.** 

' * You are determined at least to allow me no peace at 
home, mother; but this shall have an end,'* said Hamish, 
as, resuming bis purpose of leaving the hut, he rose and 
went towards the door. 

" Stay, I command you,” said his mother; ** stay, or 
may the gun you carry be the means of your ruin—may 
the road you are going be the track of your funeral! *’ 

“What makes you use such words, mother?" said 
the young man, turning a little back—'' they are not 
good, and good cannot come of them. Farewell just 
now ; we are too angry to speak together—farewell; it 
will be long ere you see me again.” And he departed, 
his mother, in the first burst of her impatience, shower* 
ing after him her maledictions, and in the next invoking 
them on her own head, so that they might spare her 
son’s. She passed that day and the next in all the vehe¬ 
mence of impotent and yet unrestrained passion, now en¬ 
treating Heaven, and such powers as were familiar to 
her by rude tradition, to restore her dear son, “ the calf 
of her heart; '* now in impatient resentment, meditating 
with what bitter terms she should rebuke his filial dis¬ 
obedience upon his return, and now studying the most 
tender language to attach him to the cottage, which, 
when her boy was present, she would not, in the rapture 
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of her affection, have exchanged for tl^e apartments of 
Taymouth Castle. 

'IVo days passed, during which, neglecting even the 
slender means of supporting nature which her situation 
afforded, nothing but the strength of a frame accustomed 
to hardships and privations of every kind, could have 
kept her in existence, notwithstanding the anguish of 
her mind prevented her being sensible of her personal 
weakness. Her dwelling, at this period, was the same 
cottage near which I had found her, but then more 
h al ii table by the exertions of Hamish, by whom it had 
been in a great measure built and repaired. 

It was on the third day after her son had disappeared, 
as she sat at the door rocking herself, after the fashion of 
her countrywomen when in distress or in pain, that the 
then unwonted circumstance occurred of a passenger 
being seen on the high<road above the cottage. She 
cast but one glance at him—^he was on horseback, so 
that it could not be Hamish, and Elspat cared not 
enough for any other being on earth to make her turn 
her eyes towards him a second time. The stranger, 
however, paused opposite to her cottage, and dismounting 
from his pony, led it down the steep and broken path 
which conducted to her door. 

** God bless you, Elspat MacTavish ! ”—She looked at 
the man as he addressed her in her native language, 
with the displeased air of one whose reverie is inter* 
rupied ; but the traveller w'cnt on to say, '* 1 bring you 
tidings of your son Hamish.” At once, from being the 
most uninteresting object, in respect to Elspat, that could 
exist, the form of the stranger became awful in her eyes, 
as that of a messenger descended from Heaven, expressly 
to pronounce upon her death or life. She started from 
her seat, and with hands convulsively clasped together, 
and held up to Heaven, eyes fixed on the strangers 
countenance, and parson stooping forward to him, she 
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looked those inquiries, which her faltering tongue could 
not articulate. “Your son sends you his dutiful remem¬ 
brance, and this,*' said the messenger, putting into 
Elspat's hand a small purse containing four or five 
dollars. 

“He is gone, he is gone ! ” exclaimed Elspat; “he 
has sold himself to be the servant of the Saxons, and I 
shall never more behold him ! Tell me. Miles Mac- 
Phadraick, for now I know you. is it the price of the 
son’s blood that you have put into the mother's hand? '* 

“ Now, God forbid I ” answered MacPliadraick, who 
was a tacksman, and had possession of a considerable 
tract of ground under his Chief, a proprietor who lived 
about twenty miles off—“ God forbid I should do wrong, 
or say wrong, to you, or to the son of MacTavish Mhor I 
I swear to you by the hand of my Chief, that your son 
is well, and wdll soon see you, and the rest he will tell 
you himself." saying, \IacPbadraick hastened back 
up the pathway, gamed the road, mounted his pony, and 
rode upon his way. 



CITAP. HI. 

LSPAT MACTAVISH remained ^ing on the 
money, as if the impress of the coin could have 
conveyed information how it was procured. 

“1 lo\e not this Mac Phadraick,” she said to herself; 
“ it was his race of whom the Bard hath spq^en, 
saying. Fear them not when their words are loud as the 
winter's wind, but fear them when they fall on you like 
the sound of the thrush’s song. And yet this riddle can 
be read but one way : My son hath taken the sword, to 
win that with strength like a man, which churls would 
keep him from with the words that frighten children.” 
This idea, when once it occurred to her, seemed the 
more rcasona'ule, that MacPliadraick, as she well knew. 
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himsolf a cautious man. had so far cncourns^ed her hus¬ 
band's practices, as occasionally to buy cattle of Mac- 
Tavish, although he must have well known how they 
were come by, taking care, however, that the transaction 
was so made as to be accomp>anied with great profit and 
absolute safety. Who so likely as MacPhadraick to in¬ 
dicate to a young cateran the glen in which he could 
commence his perilous trade with most prospect of suc¬ 
cess ? who so likely to convert his booty into money ? 
The feelings which another might have experienced on 
believing that an only son had rushed forward on the 
same path in which his father had perished, were scarce 
known to the Highland mothers of that day. She 
thought of the death of Macl‘avi.sh Mhor as that of a 
hero who had fallen in his proper trade of war, and who 
had not fallen unavenged. She feared less for her son's 
life than for his dishonour. She dreaded on his account 
the subjection to strangers, and the death-sleep of 
the soul which is brought on by what she regarded as 
slavery. 

The moral principle which so naturally and so justly 
occurs to the mind of those who have been educated 
tinder a settled government of laws that protect the pro¬ 
perty of the weak against the incursions of the strong, 
was to poor Elspat a book sealed and a fountain closed. 
She had been taught to consider those whom they called 
Saxons as a race with whom the Gael were constantly at 
war? and she regarded every settlement of theirs within 
the reach of Highland incursion, as afi'ording a legiti¬ 
mate object of attack and plunder. Her feelings on this 
point had been strengthened and confirmed, not only by 
the desire of revenge for the death of her husband, but 
by the sense of general indignation entertained, not un¬ 
justly, through the Highlands of Scotland, on account of 
the barbarous and violent conduct of the victors after 
the battle of Cullodeft. Other Highland clans, too, she 
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regarded as the fair objects of plunder when that was 
possible, upon the score of ancient enmities and deadly 
f^euds. 

The prudence that might have weighed the slender 
means which the times afforded for resisting the efforts 
of a combined government, which had, in its less com¬ 
pact and established authority, been unable to put down 
the ravages of such lawless caterans as MacTavish Mhor, 
was unknown to a solitary woman, whose ideas still 
dwelt upon her own early times. She imagined that her 
son had only to proclaim himself his father's successor in 
adventure and enterprise, and that a force of men as gal¬ 
lant as those who had followed his father’s iKinner would 
crowd around to support it when again displayed. To 
her, Hamish was the eagle who had only to soar aloft 
and resume his native place in the skies, without her being 
able to comprehend how many additional eyes would 
have watched his flight, how many additional bullets 
%v'ould have been directed at his bosom. To be brief, 
Elspat was one who viewed the present state of society 
with the same feelings with which she regarded the times 
that had passed away. She had been indigent, 
neglected, oppressed, since the day.s that her husband 
had no longer been feared and powerful, and she thought 
that the term of her ascendance would return when her 
son had determined to play the part of his father. If 
she permitted her eye to glance farther into futurity, it 
w'as hut to anticipate that she must be for many U day 
cold in the grave, with the coronach of her tribe cried 
duly over her, bcTore her fair-haired Hamish could, ac¬ 
cording to her calculation, die with his hand on the 
basket-hilt of the red claymore. His father's hair was 
grey, ere, after a hundred dangers, he had fallen with 
his arms in his hands. That she should have seen and 
survived the sight, was a natural consequence of the 
aianncrs of that age. And better*’it was—such was her 
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proud thoug^ht—that she had seen him so die. than to 
have witnessed his departure from life in a smoky hovel 
—on a bed of rotten straw, like an over-wom hound, or 
a bullock which died of disease. But the hour of her 
young, her brave Hamish, was yet far distant. He 
must succeed—he must conquer, like his father. And 
when he fell at length,—^for she anticipated for him no 
bloodless death,—Elspat would ere then have lain long 
in the grave, and could neither see his death-struggle, 
nor mourn over his grave-sod. 

With such wild notions working in her brain, the 
spirit of Elspat rose to its usual pitch, or rather to one 
which seemed higher. In the emphatic language of 
Scripture, which in that idiom docs not greatly differ 
from her own, she arose, she washed and changed her 
apparel, and ate bread, and was refreshed. 

She longed eagerly for the return of her son, but she 
now longed not with the bitter anxiety of doubt and ap¬ 
prehension. She said to herself, that much must be 
done ere he could, in these times, arise to be an eminent 
and dreaded leader. Yet when she saw him again, she 
almost expected him at the head of a daring baud, with 
pipes playing, and banners flying, the noble tartans flut¬ 
tering free in the wind, in despite of the laws which had 
suppres.sed, under severe penalties, the use of the national 
garb, and all the appurtenances of Highland chivalry. 
For all this, her eager imagination was content only to 
allovif the interval of some days. 

From the moment this opinion had taken deep and 
serious possession of her mind, her thoughts were bent 
upon receiving her son at the head of his adherents, in 
the manner in which she used to adorn her hut for the 
return of his father. 

The substantial means of subsistence she had not tho 
power of providing, nor did she consider that of impor¬ 
tance. The successfill caterans would bring with them 
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herds and flocks. But the interior of her hut was ar» 
ranged for their reception—- the usquebaugh was brewed, 
or distilled, in a larger quantity than it could liave been 
supposed one lone woman could have made ready. Her 
hut was put into such order as might, in some d^ree, 
give it the appearance of a day of rejoicing. It was 
swept and decorated witlt boughs of various kinds, like 
the house of a Jewess, upon what is termed the Feast of 
the Tabernacles. The produce of the milk of her little 
flock was prepared in as great variety of forms as her 
skill admitted, to entertain her son and his associates, 
whom she expected to receive along with him. 

But the principal decoration, which she sought with 
the greatest toil, was the cloud-berry, a scarlet fruit, 
w hich is only found on very high hills, and there only in 
small quantities. Her husband, or perhaps one of 
his forefathers, had chosen this as the emblem of bis 
family, because it seemed at once to imply by • Its 
scarcity the smallness of their clan, and by the places in 
which it was found, the ambitious height of their pre¬ 
tensions. 

For the time that these simple preparations for welcome 
endured, Flspat was in a state of troubled happiness. In 
fact, her only anxiety was. that she might be able to 
complete all that she could do to welcome Hamish and 
the friends who she supposed must have attached them¬ 
selves to his band before they should arrive, and find her 
unprovided for their reception. 

But when such efforts as she could make bad been 
accomplished, she once more had notliing left to engage 
her save the trifling care of her goats ; and when these 
had been attended to, she had only to review her little 
preparations, renew such as were of a transitory nature, 
replace decayed branches, and fading boughs, and then 
to sit down at her cottage door and watch the road, as it 
ascended on one side from the banks of the Awe, and on 
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fh« other wound round the heights of the mouAainr 
with such a degree of accommodation to hill and level as 
the plan of the militaiy engineer permitted. While so 
occupied, her imagination, anticipating the future from 
recollections of the past, formed out of the morning>mist, 
or the evening-cloud, the wild forms of an advancing 
band, which were then called "Sidier Dhu,”—dark 
soldiers—dressed in their native tartan, and so named to 
distinguish them from the scarlet ranks of the British 
army. In this occupation she spent many hours of each 
morning and evening. 


CHAP. IV 

T was in vain that Elspat's eyes surveyed the 
distant path, by the earliest light of the dawn and 
the latest glimmer of the twilight, No rising dust 
awakened the e.xpectation of nodding plumes or flashing 
arms ; the solitary traveller trudged listlessly along in his 
brown lowland great>coat, his tartans dyed black or 
purple, to comply with, or evade, the law, which pro' 
hibited their being worn in their variegated hues. The 
spirit of the Gael, sunk and broken by the severe 
though perhaps necessary laws that proscribed the dress 
and arms which he considered as his birthright, was 
intimated by his drooping head and dejected appearance. 
Nol in such depressed wanderers did KIspat recognise 
the light and free step of her son, now. as she concluded, 
regenerated from every sign of Saxon thraldom. Night 
by night, as darkness came, she removed from her un¬ 
closed door to throw herself on her restless pallet, not to 
sleep, but to watch. The brave and the terrible, she 
said, walk by night—^their steps are heard in darkness, 
when all is .silent save the whirlwind and the cataract— 
the timid deer comes only forth when the sun is upon the 
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mountain’s peak ; but the bold wolf walks in the red light 
of the harvest-moon. She reasoned in vain—her son's 
expected summons did not call her from the lowly couch, 
where she lay dreaming of his approach. Hamish came 
not. 

“ Hope deferred," saith the royal sage. “ maketh the 
heart sick;" and strong as was Elspat's constitution, she 
began to experience that it was unequal to the toils to 
which her anxious and immoderate affection subjected 
her, when early one morning the appearance of a traveller 
on the lonely mountain-road revived hopes which had 
begun to sink into listless despair. There was no sign 
of Saxon subjugation about the stranger. At a distance 
she could see the flutter of the belted-plaid, that drooped 
in graceful folds behind him, and the plume that, placed 
in the bonnet, showed rank and gentle birth. He carried 
a gun over bis shoulder, the claymore was swinging by 
his side, with its usual appendages, the dirk, the pistol, 
and the sporran mollach. Ere yet her eye had scanned 
all these particulars, the light step of the traveller was 
hastened, his arm was waved in token of recognition—a 
moment more, and Elspat held in her arms her darling 
son, dressed in the garb of his ancestors, and looking, 
in her maternal eyes, the fairest among ten thousand ! 

The first outpouring of aflection it would be impossible 
to describe. Blessings mingled with the most endearing 
epithets which her energetic language affords, in striving 
to express the wild rapture of Elspat’s joy. Her b6ard 
was heaped hastily with all she had to offer ; and the 
mother watched the young soldier as he partook of the 
refreshment, with feelings how similar to, yet how 
different from, those with which she had seen him draw 
his first sustenance from her bosom I 

When the tumult of joy was appeased, Elspat became 
anxious to know her son’s adventures since they parted, 
and could not help greatly censuiing his rashness for 
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traversing the hills in the Highland dress in the broad sun¬ 
shine, when the penalty was so heavy, and so many red 
soldiers were abroad in the country. 

" Fear not for me. mother," said Hamish, in a tone 
designed to relieve her anxiety, and yet somewhat em¬ 
barrassed ; "I may wear the breacau at the gate of 
Fort*Augustus, if I like it." 

' ‘ Oh, be not too daring, my beloved Hamish, though 
it lie the fault which best becomes thy father's son—^yet 
be not too daring t Alas, they fight not now as in former 
days, with fair weapons, and on equal terms, but take 
odds of numbers and of arms, so that the feeble and the 
strong are alike levelled by the shot of a boy. And do 
not think me unworthy to be called your father's widow, 
and your mother, because I speak thus, for God knoweth 
that, man to man, I would peril thee against the best in 
Breadalbane, and broad Lorn besides.” 

** I assure you, my dearest mother," replied Hamish, 

* * that I am in no danger. But have you seen MacPhad- 
raick, mother, and what has he said to you on my 
account ? " 

* ‘ Silver, he left me in plenty, Hamish ; but the best of 
his conifort was, that you were well, and would see me 
soon. But beware of MacPhadraick, my son ; for when 
he called himself the friend of your father, he better 
loved the most worthless stirk in his herd than he did 
the life-blood of MacTavish Mhor. Use his services, 
thet|;fore, and pay him for them—^for it is thus we should 
deal with the unworthy ; but take my counsel, and trust 
him not.” 

Hamish could not suppress a sigh, which seemed to 
Elspat to intimate that the caution came too late. '' What 
have you done with him?" she contintied, eager and 
alarmed. *' I had money of him, and he gives not that 
without value—he is none of those who exchange barley 
for chaff. Oh, if you repent you of your bargain, and if^ 
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it be one which you may break off without disgrace to 
your truth or your manhood, take back his silver, and 
trust not to his fair words." 

It may not be, mother.’’ said Hamish ; ** I do not 
repent my engagement, unless that it must make me 
leave you soon. *' 

‘ ‘ Leave me ! how leave me ? Silly boy, think you I 
know not what duty belongs to the wife or mother of a 
daring man ? Thou art but a boy yet; and when thy 
father bad been the dread of the country for twenty years, 
he did not despise my company and assistance, but often 
liaid my help was worth that of two strong gillies." 

It is not on that score mother; but since 1 must 
leave the country - 

“ Leave the country! *’ replied his mother, interrupting 
him ; '* and think you that 1 am like a bush, that is 
rooted to the soil where it grows, and must die if carried 
elsew’here ? 1 have breathed other winds than these of 
l^en Cruachan— 1 have followed your father to the wikis 
of Koss, and the impenetrable deserts of Y Mac Y Mhor 
—^Tush, man, my limbs, old as they are, will bear me 
as far as your young feet can trace the way." 

"Alas, mother," said the young man, with a fisdtering 
accent. " but to cross the sea ’’- 

" The sea ! who am 1 that I should fear the sea f Have 
I never been in a birling in my life—never known the 
Sound of Mull, the Isles of Treshomish, and the rough 
rocks of Harris ? *’ «; 

" Alas, mother, I go far, far from all of these~-I am 
enlisted in one of the new regiments, and we go against 
the French in America." 

*‘ Enlisted !" uttered the astonished modter—** against 
my will—^without my consent—^you could not,—yon 
would not,"—then rising up, and assuming a posture of 
almost imperial command, " Hamish, you dared 
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** Despair, mother, dares everything, '* answered Ha- 
mish, in a tone of melancholy resolution. “What 
should 1 do here, where I can scarce get bread for niy> 
self and you, and when the tunes are growing daily 
w'OTse ? Would you but sit down and listen, 1 would 
convince you I have acted for the best." 

With a bitter smile Elspat sat down, and the same 
severe ironical expression was on her features, as, with 
her lips firmly closed, she listened to his vindication. 

Hamish went on, without being disconcerted by her 
expected displeasure. “When T left you, dearest mother, 
it was to go to MacPhadraick’s house ; for although 1 
knew he is crafty and worldly, after the fashion of the 
Sassenach, yet he is wise, and 1 thought how he would 
teach me, as it would cost him nothing, in which way I 
could mend our estate in the world." 

“ Our estate in the world ! " said Elspat, losing 
patience at the word ; “and went you to a base fellow, 
with a soul no better than that of a cowherd, to ask 
counsel about your conduct ? Your father asked none, 
save of bis courage and his sword." 

“Dearest mother," answered Hamish, “how shall I 
convince you that you live in this land of our fathers, as 
if our fathers were yet living ? You walk as it were in a 
dream, surrounded by the phantoms of thase wiio have 
been long with the dead. When my father lived and 
fought, the great respected the man of the strong right 
hand, and the rich feared him. He had protection from 
MacAllum More, and from Caberfae, and tribute from 
meaner men. That is ended, and his son would only 
earn a disgraceful and unpitied death, by the practices 
which gave his father credit and powder among those who 
wear the breacan. The land is conquered—its lights are 
quenched—Glengary, Lochiel, Perth, Lord Lewis, all 
the high chiefs are dead or in e.xne—We may mourn for 
it, but we cannot help iu Bonnet, broadsword, and 
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sporran—^power, strength, and wealth, were an lost OB 
Drummossie Muir.’* 

“It is false !" ssud Elspat, fiercely; “ you, and such 
like dastardly spirits, are quelled by your own faint 
hearts, not by the strength of the enemy ; you are like 
the fearful waterfowl, to whom the least cloud in the sky 
seems the shadow of the eagle. *’ 

“ Mother,” said Hamish, proudly, “ lay not faintheart 
to my charge, 1 go where men are wanted who have 
strong arms and bold hearts too. I leave a desert for a 
land where I may gather fame." 

“ And you leave your mother to perish in want, age, 
and solitude,” said Klspat, essaying successively every 
means of moving a resolution, which she began to see 
was more deeply rooted than she had at first thought. 

“Not so, neither,” he answered; “1 leave you to 
comfort and certainty, which you have yet never known. 
Barcaldine's son is made a leader, and with him I have 
enrolled myself; MacPhadraick acts for him, and raises 
men, and finds his own in doing it." 

*' That is the truest word of the tale, were all the rest 
as false as hell,” said the old woman, biherly. 

‘' But we are to find our good in it also, *' continued 
Hamish ; “for Barcaldine is to give you a shieling in 
his wood of Lctterfindreight, with grass for your goats, 
and a cow, when you pldase to have one, on the common ; 
and my own pay, dearest mother, though 1 am far away, 
will do more than provide you with meal and with* all 
else you can want. Do not fear for me. 1 enter a 
private gentleman; but I will return, if hard fighting 
and regular duty can deserve it, an officer, and with half- 
a-dollar a-day.” 

“ Poor child ! ”—replied Els^xtt, in a tone of pity 
mingled with contempt, “ and you trust MacPhad¬ 
raick?'' 

'T might, mother,"—said HaVnish, the dark red 
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colour of his race crossing his forehead and cheeks* 
**for MacPhadraick knows the blood which flows in 
my veins, and is aware, that should he break trust with 
you, he might count the days which could bring llamish 
back to Brcadalbane, and number those of his life within 
three suns more. I would kill him at his own hearth did 
he break his word with me—I would, by the great Being 
who made us both 1" 

The look and attitude of the young soldier for a 
moment overawed Elspat; she was unused to sec him 
express a deep and bitter mood, which reminded her so 
strongly of his father, but she resumed her remonstrances 
in the same taunting manner in which she had com¬ 
menced them. 

“ Poor boy !” she said ; *‘and you think that at the 
distance of half the world your threats will be heard or 
thought of! But, go—go—place your neck under him 
of Hanover's yoke, against whom every true Gael fought 
to the death.—Go, disown the royal Stuart, for whom 
your father, and his fathers, and your mother’s fathers, 
liavc crimsoned many a field with their blood.—Go, put 
your head under the belt of one of the race of Dermid, 
whoso children murdered—yes, ” she added with a w'ild 
shriek, ' * murdered your mother’s fathers in their peace¬ 
ful dwellings in Glencoe !—Yes,” she again exclaimed, 
with a wilder and shriller scream, “ I was then unborn, 
but my mother has told rac—and I attended to the voice 
of%iwy mother—Well 1 remember her words !—They 
came ki peace, and were received in friendship, and 
blood and fire arose, and screams, and murder 1 ” 

“ Mother,” answered llamish, mournfully, but with a 
decided tone, "all tliat I have thought over—there is not 
a drop of the blood of Glencoe on the noble hand of 
Barcaldine—with the unhappy house of Glenlyon the 
curse remains, and on them God hath avenged it.” 

" You speak like Uie Saxon priest already,” replied his 
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mother ; '* will you not better stay, and ask a kirk from 
MacAllum More, that you may preach forgiveness to the 
race of Demiid ? *' 

Yesterday was yesterday," answered Hamish, ** and 
to>day is to-day. When the clans arc crushed and con¬ 
founded together, it is well and wise that their hatreds 
and their feuds should not survive their independence 
and their power. Fie that cannot execute vengeance 
like a man should not harbour useless enmity like a 
craven. Mother, young Barcaldine is true and brave; 
I know that MacPhadraick counselled him, that he 
should not let me take leave of you, lest you dissuaded 
me from my purpose ; but he said, ' Hamish MacTavi^h 
is the son of a brave man, and he w'ill not break his 
word.’ Mother, Barcaldine leads an hundred of the 
bravest of the sons of the Gael in their native dress, and 
with their fathers’ arms—heart to heart—shoulder to 
shoulder. I have sworn to go with him—He has trusted 
me, and I will trust him." 

At this reply, so firmly and resolvedly pronounced, 
Elspat remained like one thunderstruck, and sunk in 
de.spair. Hie arguments which she had considered so 
irresistibly conclusive, had recoiled like a wave from a 
rock. After a long pause, she filled her son’s quaigh, 
and presented it to him with an air of dejected deference 
and submission. 

" Drink," she said, to thy father’s roof-tree, ere you 
leave it for ever ; and tell me, since the chains of a new 
King, and of a new Chief, whom your fathers knew*not 
save as mortal enemies, arc fastened upon the limbs of 
your father’s son,—tell me how many links you count 
upon them ? ’’ 

Hamish took the cup, but looked at her as if uncertain 
of her meaning. She proceeded in a raised voice. '* Tell 
me," she said, " for I have a right to know, for how 
many days the will of those you have made your masters 
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permits me to look upon you?—In other words, how 
many are the days of my life—for N^hen you leave me, 
the earth has nought besides worth living for I " 

** Mother,” replied Hamish Maclavish, for six days 
1 may remain with you, and if you will set out with me 
on the fifth, 1 will conduct you in safety to your new 
dwelling. But if you remain here, then 1 will depart on 
the seventh by daybreak—then, as at the last moment, 
I MUST set out for Dumbarton, for if I appear not on 
the eighth day, 1 am subject to punishment as a deserter, 
and am dishonoured as a soldier and a gentleman." 

'* Your father's foot," she answered, “ was free as the 
wind on the heatli—it were as vain to say to him, where 
gocst thou, as to ask that viewless driver of the clouds, 
wherefore blowest thou. Tell me under what penalty 
thou must—since go thou must, and go thou wilt— 
return to thy thrajdoni ? ” 

“Call it not thraldom, mother, it is the service of an 
honourable soldier—the only service which is now open 
to the son of MacTavish Mhor.” 

“Yet say what is the penalty if thou shouldst not 
return I *’ replied Elspat. 

* ‘ Military punishment as a deserter," answered Hamish; 
writhing, however, as his mother failed not to observe, 
under some internal feehngs, wliich she resolved to probe 
to the uttermost. 

“ And that,” she said, with assumed calmness, which 
her^glancing eye disowned, “is the punishment of a 
disobedient hound, is it not?” 

“Ask me no more, mother," said Hamish; “the 
punishment is nothing to one who will never deserve 
it.” 

•*To me it is something,” replied Elspat, “since I 
know better than thou, that where there is power to 
inflict, there is often the will to do so without cause. 1 
would pnray for thee, Hamish, and I must know against 
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what evils I should beseech Him who leaves none 
unguarded, to protect thy youth and simplicity.'* 

“ Mother," said Hamish, "it signifies little to what a 
criminal may be exposed, if a man is determined not to 
be such. Our Highland chiefs used also to punish their 
vassals, and, as 1 have heard, severely.—Was it not 
Lachlan Maclan, whom we remember of old, whose 
head was struck off by order of his chieftain for shooting 
at the stag before him ? " 

" Ay,” said Klspat, " and right he had to lose it, since 
he dishonoured the father of the pieoplc even in the face 
of the assembled clan. But the chi«‘fs were noble in 
their ire—they punished with the sharp blade, and not 
vnth the baton. Their punishments drew blood, but 
they did not infer dishonour. Canst tliou say the same 
for the laws under whose yoke thou hast placed thy free¬ 
born neck ? " 

" I cannot—mother—I cannot,” said Hamish mourn¬ 
fully, "I saw them punish a Sassenach for deserting, 
as they called it, his banner. He was scourged—I own 
it—scourged like a hound who has offended an imperious 
master. 1 was sick at the sight—I confess it. But the 
punishment of dogs is only for those worse than dogs, 
who know not how to keep their faith." 

*' To this infamy, however, thou hast subjected thy¬ 
self, Hamish," replied Elspat, " if thou shouldst give, or 
thy officers take measures of offence against thee.—I 
speak no more to thee on thy purpose.—Were the sixth 
day from this morning’s sun my dying day, and thou 
wert to stay to close mine eyes, thou wouldst run the 
risk of being lashed like a dog at a post—yes! unless 
thou hadst the gallant heart to leave me to die alone, 
and upon my desolate hearth, the last spark of thy 
father's fire, and of th)' forsaken mother's life, to be 
extinguished together 1 ”—Hamish traversed the hut with 
•n impatient and angry pace. 
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•'Mother,” he said at length, "concern not yourself 
al)out such things. I cannot be subjected to such 
itifainy, for never will I deserve it; and were 1 threatened 
wiili It, 1 should know how to die before I was so far 
dishonoured." 

" 'I'hcrc .spoke the son of the husband of my heart 1 ” 
replied JClspat ; and she changed the discourse, and 
seemed to li^>ten in melancholy acquiescence, when her 
.‘.cm rc:nundcd her how .short the time was which they 
were [xinnitled to pass in each other's .society, and en¬ 
treated that it might be spent without useless and un¬ 
pleasant recollections respecting the circumsttmees under 
winch they must soon be separated. 

lilspat was now satisfied ih.at her son, with some, of his 
father's other properties, preserved the haughty mascu¬ 
line spirit which rendered it impossible to divert him 
from a reslulion w hich he had deliberately adopted. She 
assumed, therefore, an exterior of apparent submission 
to their inevitable separation ; and if she now and then 
br<»ke out into complaints and murmurs, it was cither 
llial she could not altogether sujiprc^ss the natural im- 
peiuosiiy of her temper, or because .she had the wit to 
consid *r, that a total and unreserved acquicsctmce might 
have seemed to her son constrained and suspicious, and 
induced him to watch and defeat the means bv which she 
st’ll hoped prevent his leavi’ig her. Her ardent, 
though .selfish afftsVievA four hct i«on, incapable of being 
qualified by a regard for the true interests of the unfor¬ 
tunate object of her attachment, resembled the instinc¬ 
tive fondness of the animal race for their offspring ; and, 
diving little farther into futurity than one of the inferior 
creatures, she only felt, that to be separated from Hamish 
was to die. 

In the brief interval permitted them, Elspat exhausted 
every art which affection could devise, to render agree¬ 
able to him the space which they were apparently to 
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spend with each other. Her memory carried her far 
back into former days, and her stories of legendary his> 
tory, which furnish at all times a principal amusement of 
the Highlander in his moments of repose, were aitg- 
mented by an unusual acquaintance with the songs of 
ancient bards, and traditions of the ino.st approved Sean- 
nachics and tellers of tales. Her officious attentions tc 
her son’s accommodation, indeed, were so unremitted as 
almost to give him pain ; and he endeavoured quietly to 
prevent her from taking so much personal toil in select¬ 
ing the blooming heath for his bed, or preparing the 
meal for his refreshment. ’*T.^t me alone, Ifamish,” 
she would reply on such occasions ; * * you follow your 
own will in departing from your mother, let your mother 
have ners in doing what ^ves her pleasure while you 
remain.'* 

So much she seemed to be reconciled to the arrange¬ 
ments w'hich he had made in her behalf, that she could 
hear him speak to her of her removing to the lands of 
Green Colin, as the gentleman was called, on whose 
estate he had i>rovided her an asylum. In truth, how¬ 
ever, nothing could be farther from her thoughts. From 
what he had said during their first violent dispute, Elspat 
had gathered, that if Hamish returned not by the ap¬ 
pointed time permitted by his furlough, he would incur 
the hazard of corporal punishment. Were he placed 
within the risk of being thus dishonoured, she w'as well 
aware that he w'ould never submit to the disgrace by 
return to the regiment where it might be inflicted. 
Whetner she looked to any farther probable conse¬ 
quences of her unhappy scheme, cannot be known ; but 
the partner of MacTavish Mhor, in all his perils and 
wanderings, was familiar with a hundred instances of 
resistance or escay»e, by which one brave man, amidst a 
land of rocks, lakes, and mountains, dangerous passes, 
and dark forests, might bafile the pursuit of hundreds. 
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For the future, therefore, she feared nothing; her sole 
engrossing object was to prevent her son from keeping 
his word with his commanding officer. 

With this secret purpose, she evaded the proposal 
which Hamish repeatedly made, that they should set out 
together to take possession of her new abode ; and she 
resisted it upon grounds apparently so natural to her 
character, that her son tvas neither alarmed nor dis> 
pleased. “ Let me not,” she said, “ in the same short 
week, bid farewell to my only son, and to the glen in 
which 1 have so long dwelt. Let my eye, when dimmed 
with weeping for thee, still look around, for a while at 
least, upon l-«ch Awe and on Ben Cruachan.” 

Hamish yielded the more willingly to his mother's 
humour in this particular, that one or two persons who 
resided in a neighbouring glen, and had given their sons 
to Barcaldine’s levy, were also to be provided for on the 
estate of the chieftain, and it was apparently .settled that 
Elspat was to take her journey along w ith them when 
they should remove to their new residence. Thus, 
Hamish believed that he had at once indulged his 
mother’s humour, and insured her safety and accomnio- 
d.atioD. But she nourished in her mind very different 
tbouglits and projects ! 

The period of Hamish’s leave of absence was fast 
approaching, and more than once he proposed to dc> 
part, in such time as to ensure his gaining easily and 
early Dumbarton, the town where were the head-quar* 
fers of his tegiment. But still his mother's entreaties, 
his own natural di.sposition to linger among scenes 
long dear to him, and above all, his firm reliance in 
his speed and activity, induced him to protract his de¬ 
parture till the sixth day, being the very last which he 
could possibly afford to spend with his mother, if 
indeed he meant to comply with the conditions of his 
furlough. 
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CHAP. V. 

But, Jar your sou,—believe it, oh, believe it— 

Most dangerously you have with hint prerutiMl, 

I/not most mortal to ^/w.~Coriolanus. 

BBSBM N the evening which preceded his proposed 
ILmuJI Hamish walked down to the river 

BBBmI with his fishing-rod, to practise in the Awe, for 
the last time, a sport in which he excelled, and to find, 
at the same time, the means for making one social meal 
with his mother, on something better than their ordinary 
cheer. He was as successful as usual, and soon killed a 
fine salmon. On his return homeward, an incident 
befell him, which he afterwards related as ominous, 
though probably his heated imagination, joined to the 
universal turn of bis countrymen for the marvellous, 
exaggerated into superstitious importance some very 
ordinary and accidental circumstance. 

In the path which he pursued homeward, he was sur¬ 
prised to observe a person, who, like himself, was dressed 
and armed after the old Highland fashion. The first 
idea that struck him was, that the passenger belonged 
to his own corps, who, levied by government, and l^aring 
arms under royal authority, were not amenable for 
breach of the statutes against the use of the Highland 
garb or weapons. But he was struck on perceiving, as 
ue mended his pace to make up to his supposed com¬ 
rade, meaning to request bis company for the next day’s 
journey, that the stranger wore a white cockade, the 
fatal todge which was proscribed in the Highlands. 
The stature of the man was tall, and there was .some¬ 
thing shadowy in the outline, which, added to bis size, 
and his mode of motion, which rather resembled gliding 
than walking, impressed Hamish with superstitious fears 

concerning the character of the being which thus passed 
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before him in the twilight. He no longer strove to 
make up to the stranger, but contented himself with 
keeping him in view ; under the superstition, common 
to the Highlanders, that you ought neither to intrude 
yourself on such supernatural apparitions as you may 
witness, nor avoid their presence, but leave it to them¬ 
selves to withhold or extend their communication, as 
their power may permit, or the purpose of their com¬ 
mission require. 

U pon an elevated knoll by the side of the road, just 
where the pathway turned down to Elspat's hut, the 
stranger made a pause, and seemed to await Hamish's 
coming up. ?Iamish, on his part, seeing it was neces¬ 
sary he should pass the object of his suspicion, mustered 
up his courage, and approached the spot where the 
stranger had placed himself; who first pointed to 
Ellspat’s hut, and made, with arm and head, a gesture 
prohibiting Hamish to approach it, then stretched his 
hand to the road which led to the southward, with 
a motion which seemed to enjoin his instant departure 
in that direction. In a moment afterwards the plaidcd 
form was gone—Hamish did not exactly say vanished, 
because there were rocks and stunted trees enough to 
have concealed him ; but it was his own opinion that he 
had seen the spirit of MacTavish Mhor, warning him to 
commence his instant journey to Dumbarton, without 
waiting till morning, or again visiting his mother's hut. 

* In fact, so many accidents might arise to delay his 
journey, especially where there were many ferries, that 
it became his settled purpose, though he could not 
depart without bidding his mother adieu, that he neither 
could nor would abide longer than for that object; and 
that the first glimp.se of next day's sun should see him 
many miles advanced towards Dumbarton. He de¬ 
scended the patn, therefore, and entering the cottage, 
he communicated, in a hasty and troubled voice, which 
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indicated mental agitation, his determination to take his 
instant departure. Somewhat to his surprise Elspat 
appeared not to combat his purpose, but she urged him 
to take some refreshment ere he left her for ever. He 
did so hastily, and in silence, thinking on the approach- 
ing separation, and scarce yet believing it would take 
place without a final struggle with his mother's fondness. 
To his surprise she filled the quaigh with liquor for his 
parting cup. 

"Go,” she said, "my son, since such is thy settled 
purfiose; but first stand once more on thy mother's 
hearth, the flame on which will be extinguished long ere 
thy foot shall again be placed there.” 

** To your health, mother 1 " said Hamish, "and may 
we meet again in happiness, in spite of your ominous 
words.*' 

"It were belter not to part,” said his mother, 
watching him as he quaffed the liquor, of which he 
would have held it ominous to have left a drop. 

"And now,” she said, muttering the words to herself, 
“go—if thou canst go." 

" Mother,” said Hamish, as he replaced on the table 
the empty quaigh, "thy drink is pleasant to the taste, 
but it takes away the strength which it ought to give.” 

*‘Such is its first effect, my son,” replied Elspat; 
"hutlie down upon that soft heather couch, shut your 
eyes but for a moment, and, in the sleep of an houQ, 
you shall have more refreshment than in the ordinary 
repose of three whole nights, could they be blended into 
one," 

" Mother," said Hamish, upon whose brain the potion 
was now taking rapid effect, "give me my bonnet—I 
roust kiss you and begone—^yct it seems as if my feet 
were nailed to the floor.” 

" Indeed," said his mother, " you, will be {n 8 taiitl}| 
well, if you will sit down for half-an-hour — but half- 
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an-hour; it is eight hours to dawn, and dawn were 
time enough for your father’s son to begin such a 
journey.” 

'* I must obey you, mother—I feel I must,” said 
Hamish inarticulately ; *' but call me when the moou 
rises. 

He sat down on the bed—reclined back, and almost 
Instantly was fast asleep. With the throbbing glee of 
one who has brought to an end a difficult and trouble¬ 
some enterprise, Elspat proceeded tenderly to arrange 
the plaid of the unconscious slumberer, to whom her 
G.Ytravagant affection was doomed to be so fatal, express¬ 
ing, while busied in her office, her delight, in tones of 
mingled tenderness and triumph. “Yes,” she said, 
“ calf of my heart, the moon shall arise and set to thee, 
and so shall the sun ; but not to light thee from the land 
of thy fathers, or tempt thee to serve the foreign prince 
or the feudal enemy ! To no son of Dcrinid shall I be 
delivered, to be fed like a bondswoman ; but he who is 
my pleasure and my pride shall be my guard and my 
protector. They say the Highlands are changed ; but 
I see Ben Cruactian rear his crest as high as ever into 
the evening sky--no one hath yet herded his kine on the 
depth of Loch Awe—and yonder oak does not yet bend 
like a willow. The children of the mountains will be 
such as their fathers, until the mountains themselves 
shall be levelled with the strath. In these wild forests, 
which used to support thousands of the brave, there is 
still surely subsistence and refuge left for one aged 
woman, and one gallant youth, of the ancient race and 
the ancient manners.” 

While the misiudging mother thus exulted in the 
success of her stratagem, we may mention to the reader, 
that it was founded on the acquaintance with drugs 
and simples, which Elspat, accomplished in all things 
belonging to the wild life which she had led, possessed ir 
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an uncommon degree, and which she exercised for 
various purposes. With the herbs, which she knew how 
to select as well as how to distil, she could relieve more 
diseases than a regular medical person could easily 
believ'e. She applied some to dye the bright colours of 
the tartan—from others she compounded draughts of 
various powers, and unhappily possessed the secret of 
one which was strongly soporific. Upon the effects of 
this last concoction, as the reader doubtless has anti¬ 
cipated, she reckoned with security on delaying Hamish 
beyond the period for which his return was appointed ; 

. and she trusted to his horror for the apprehended 
punishment to which he was thus rendered liable, to 
prevent him from returning at all. 

Sound and deep, beyond natural rest, was the sleep of 
liamish MacTavish on that eventful evening, but not 
such the repose of his mother. Scarce did she close her 
eyes from time to time, but she awakened again with a 
start, in the terror that her son had arisen and departed ; 
and it was only on approaching his couch, and hearing 
his deep-drawn and regular breathing, that she reassured 
herself of the security of the repose in which he w'as 
plunged. 

Still, dawning, she feared, might awaken him, notwith¬ 
standing the unusual strength of the potion with which 
she had drugged his cup. If there remained a hope of 
mortal man accomplishing the journey, .she was awai*e 
that Hamish would attempt it, though he were to die 
from fatigue upon the road. Animated by this new fear, 
she studied to exclude the light by stopping all the 
crannies aud crevices through which, rather than through 
any regular entrance, the morning beams might find 
access to her miserable dwelling ; and this in order to 
detain amid its wants and wretchedness the being, on 
whom, if the world itself had been at her disposal, she 
would have joyfully conferred it. 
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Her pains were bestowed unnecessarily. Tlie sun rose 
high above the heavens, and not the fleetest stag in 
Breadalbanc, were the hounds at his heels, could have 
sped to save his life, so fast as would have been necessary 
to keep Hamish’s appointment. Her purpose was tiilly 
attained—her son's return within the period assigned was 
impossible. She deemed it equally impossible, that he 
would ever dream of returning, standing, as he must now 
do, in the danger of an infamous punishment. By degrees, 
and at different times, she had gained from him a full 
acquaintance with the predicament in which he would be 
placed by failing to appear on the day appointed, and 
the very small hope he could entertain of being treated 
with lenity. It is well known that the great and wise 
Earl of Chatham prided himself on the scheme, by which 
he drew together, for the defence of the colonies, those 
hardy Highlanders, who, until his time, had been the 
objects of doubt, fear, and suspicion, on the part of each 
successive administration. But some obstacles occurred, 
from the peculiar habits and tempier of this people, to 
the execution of his patriotic project. By nature and 
habit, every Highlander was accustomed to the use of 
arms, but at the same time totally unaccustomed to, and 
impatient of, the restraints imijosed by discipline upon 
regular troops. They were a species of militia, who had 
no conception of a camp as their only home. If a battle 
^as lost, they dispersed to save themselves, and look out 
for the safety of their families ; if won, they went back 
to their glens to hoard up their booty, and attend to their 
cattle and their farms. This privilege of going and 
coming at pleasure, they would not be deprived of even 
by their Chiefs, whose authority was in most other 
respects so despotic. It followed as a matter of course, 
that the new*levied Highland recruits could scarce be 
made to comprehend the nature of a military engage¬ 
ment, which conSpelled a man to serve in the army longer 
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than he pleased; and perhaps, in many instances, 
sufficient care was not taken at enlisting to explain to 
them the permanency of the engagement which they 
came under, lest such a disclosure should induce them to 
change their mind. Desertions were therefore become 
numerous from the newly-raised regiment, and the 
vetemn General who commanded at Dumbarton sa>Y no 
belter way of checking them llian by causing an unusually 
severe example to be made of a deserter from an English 
corps. The young Highland regiment was obliged to 
attend upon the punisliinent, ^^hich struck a people 
peculiarly jealous of personal honour, with equal horror 
and disgust, and not unnaturally indisposed some of 
them to the service, The old General, however, who 
had been regularly bred in tl^e German wars, stuck to 
his own opinion, and gave out in orders that the first 
Highlander who might either desert or fail to appear at 
the expiry of his furlough, should be brought to the 
halberds and punished like the culprit w'hom they had 
seen in that condition. No man doubted that General 

-w'ould keep his word rigorously whenever severity 

was required, and Elspat, therefore, knew that her son, 
when he perceived that due compliance with his orders 
was impossible, must at the same time consider the 
degrading punishment denounced against his defection 
as inevitable, should he place himself within the General's 
power. * 

When noon was well passed, new apprehensions cane 
on the mind of the lonely woman. Her son still slept 
under the influence of the draught; but what if, being 
stronger than she had ever known it administered, his 
health or his reason .nhould be affected by its potency 1 
For the first time, likewise, notwithstanding her high 
ideas on the subject of parental authority, she began to 
dread the resentment of her son, whom her heart told 
her ^e had wronged.,, Of late she had observed that his 
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temper was less docile, and his determinations, especially 
upon this late occasion of his enlistment, independently 
formed, and then boldly carried through. She re¬ 
membered the stem wilfulness of his father when he 
accounted himself ill-used, and began to dread that 
Hamish, upon finding the deceit she had put upon him. 
might resent it even to the extent of casting her off, and 
pursuing his own course through the world alone. Such 
were the alarming and yet the reasonable apprehensions 
which began to crowd upon the unfortunate woman, 
after the apparent success of her ill-advised stratagem. 

It was near evening when Hamish first awoke, and 
then he was far from being in the full possession cither 
of his mental or bodily powers. From his vague expres¬ 
sions and disordered pulse, Elspat at first experienced 
much apprehension ; but she used such expedients as her 
medical knowledge suggested ; and in the course of the 
night, she had the satisfaction to see him sink once more 
into a deep sleep, which probably carried off the greater 
part of the effects of tlie drug, for about sunrising she 
heard him arise, and call to her for his bonnet. This 
slie had purposely removed, from fear that he might 
awaken and depart in the night-time, without her 
knowledge. 

“ My bonnet—my bonnet,” cried Hamish, it is time 
to take farewell. Mother, your drink was too strong— 
the sun is up—but with the next morning I wdll still see 
the double summit of the ancient Dun. My bonnet—my 
bonnet 1 mother, I must be instant in my departure.” 
These expressions made it plain that poor Hamish was 
unconscious that two nights and a day had passed since 
he had drained the fatal quaigh, and Elspat bad now to 
venture on what she felt as the almost perilous, as well 
as painful task, of explaining her machinations. 

** Forgive me, my son,' she said, approaching Hamish, 
and taking him the hand with an air of deferential 
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awe, which perhaps she had not always used to kIS father* 
even when in his moody fits. 

"Forgive you, mother—^for what?'* said Hamish, 
laughing ; "for giving me a dram that was too strong, 
and which roy head still feels this rooming, or for hiding 
my bonnet to keep me an instant longer? Nay, do you 
forgive me. Give me the bonnet, and let that be done 
which now must be done. Give me my bonnet, or I go 
without it; surely 1 am not to be delayed by so trifling a 
want as that—1, who have gone for years with only a strap 
of deer's hide to tie back my hair. 1'rifle not, but give it 
me, or 1 must go bareheaded, since to stay is impossible.’* 

" My son," said Elspat, keeping fast hold of his hand, 
" what is done cannot be recalled ; could you borrow the 
wings of yonder eagle, you would arrive at the Dun too 
late for what you purpose,—^too soon for what awaits you 
there. You believe you see the sun rising for the first 
time since you have seen him set, but yesterday behold 
him climb Ben Cruachan, though your eyes were closed 
to his light.*' 

Hamish cast upon his mother a wild glance of extreme 
terror, then, instantly recovering himself, said—" I am 
no child to be cheated out of my pur|X)se by such tricks 
as these->Harewell, mother, each moment is worth a 
Ufetime.** 

" Stay,'* she said, " my dear—my deceived son ! rush 
not on infamy and ruin—^Yonder 1 see the priest upon 
the highroad on his white horse—ask him the day of the 
month and week—let him decide between us. *’ 

With the speed of an eagle, Hamish darted up the 
acclivity, and stood by the minister of Glenorquhy, who 
was pacing out thus early to administer consoktion to a 
distressed family near Bunawe. 

The good man was somewhat startled to behold an 
armed Highlander—then so unusual a sight, and ap¬ 
parently mud) agitated—stop bis horse by the bridle. 
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and ask him with a faltering voice the day of the week 
and month. '' Had you been where you should have 
been yesterday, young man," replied the clergyman, 
" you would have known that it was God's Sabbath; 
and that this is Monday, the second day of the week, 
and twenty-first of the month." 

“And is this true?" said Hamish. 

“As true," answered the surprised minister, “as that 
I yesterday preached the word of God to this parish.— 
What ails you, young man ?—^are you sick ?—are you in 
your right mind ? " 

Hamish made no answer, only repeated to himself the 
first expression of the clergyman — * ‘ Had you been 
where you should have been yesterday ; " and so sa 3 ring, 
he let go the bridle, turned from the road, and descended 
the path towards the hut, with the look and pace of one 
who was going to execution. The minister looked after 
him with surprise ; but although he knew the inhabitant 
of the hovel, the character of Elspat had not invited him 
to open any communication with her, because she was 
generally reputed a Papist, or rather one indifferent to 
all religion, except some superstitious observances which 
had been handed down from her parents. On Hamish 
the Reverend Mr. Tyrie had bestowed instructions when 
he was occasionally thrown in his w'ay, and if the seed 
fell among the brambles and thorns of a wild and un¬ 
cultivated disposition, it had not yet been entirely checked 
or destroyed. There was something so ghastly in the 
present expression of the youth's features, that the good 
nuin was tempted to go down to the hovel, and inquire 
whether any distress had befallen the inhabitants, in 
which his presence might be consoling, and his ministry 
useful. Unhappily he did not persevere in this resolu¬ 
tion, which might have saved a great misfortune, as he 
would have probably become a mediator for the un¬ 
fortunate young man; but a recollection of the wild 
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moods of such Highlanders as had been educated after 
the old fashion of the country, prevented his interesting 
himself in the widow and son of the far-dreaded robber, 
MacTavish Mhor ; and he thus missed an opportunity, 
which he afterwmds sorely repented, of doing much 
good. 

When Haniish MacTavish entered his mother's hut, it 
was only to throw himself on the bed he had left, and 
exclaiming, ** Undone, undone! " to give vent, in cries 
of grief and anger, to his deep sense of the deceit which 
had been practised on him, and of the cruel predicament 
to which he was reduced. 

Elspat was prepared for the first explosion of her son's 
passion, and said to herself, It is but the mountain 
torrent, swelled bv the thunder shower. Let us sit and 
rest us by the bank ; for all its present tumult, the time 
will soon come when we may pass it dryshod.” She 
suffered his complaints and his reproaches, which were, 
even in the midst of his s^ony, respectful and affec¬ 
tionate, to die away without returning any answer; and 
when, at length, having exhausted all the exclamations 
of sorrow which his language, copious in expressing the 
feelings of the heart, affords to the sufferer, he sunk 
into a gloomy silence, she suffered the interval to con¬ 
tinue near an hour ere she approached her son's couch. 

And now," she said at length, with a voice in which 
the authority of the mother was qualified by her tender¬ 
ness, " have you exhausted your idle sorrows, and ar^' 
you able to place what you have gained against what 
you have lost ? Is the false son of Dcrmid your brother, 
or the father of your tribe, that you weep because you 
cannot bind yourself to his belt, and become one of 
tliose who must do his bidding? Could you find in 
yonder distant country the lakes and the mountains that 
yoii leave behind you here ? Can you hunt the deer of 
fifpadalbane in the foiests of America, Dr will the ocean 
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afford you the silvcr-scaled salmon of the Awe ? Con¬ 
sider, then, what is your loss, and, like a wise man, set it 
against what you have won.'* 

*'l have lost all, mother," replied Hamish, “since I 
have broken my word, and lost my honour. 1 might 
tell my tale, but who, oh, who would believe me ? " The 
unfortunate young man again clasped his hands together, 
and pressing them to his forehead, hid his face upon 
the bed. 

Elspat was now really alarmed, and perhaps wished 
the fatal deceit had been left unattempted. She bad no 
hope or refuge saving in the eloquence of persuasion, of 
which site possessed no small share, though her total 
ignorance of the world, as it actually existed, rendered 
Its energy unavailing. She urged her son, by every 
tender epithet which a parent could bestow, to t^e care 
for his own safety. 

“Leave me," she said, “to baffle your pursuers. I 
Will save your life—I will save your honour—I will tell 
them that my fair-haired Hamish fell from the Come 
dhu (black precipice) into the gulf, of winch human eye 
never beheld the bottom. X will tell them this, and I 
will fling your plaid on the thorns w'hich grow on the 
brink of the precipice, that they may believe my words. 
They will believe, and they will return to the Dun of the 
double-crest; for though the Saxon drum can call the 
living to die, it cannot recall tlie dead to their slavish 
standard. Then wc will travel together far northward 
to the salt lakes of Kintail, and place glens and moun¬ 
tains betwixt us and the sons of Dermid. We will visit 
the shpres of the dark Like, and my kinsmen—(for was 
not m'y mother of the children of Kenneth, and will 
they not remember us with the old love ?)—my kinsmen 
will receive us with the affection of the olden time, which 
lives in those distant glens, where the Gael still dwell in 
their nobleness, «inmingled with the churl Saxons, or 
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with the base brood that are their tools and thdr 
slaves. ” 

The energy of the language, somewhat allied to hyper¬ 
bole, even in its most ordinary expressions, now seemed 
almost too weak to afford Elspat the means of bringing 
out the splendid picture which she presented to her son 
of the land in which she proposed to him to take refuge. 
Yet the colours were few with which she could paint her 
Highland paradise. “The hills,” she said, “were higher 
and more magnificent than those of Breadalbane—Ben 
Cruachan was but a dwarf to Skooroora. The lakes 
were broader and larger, and abounded not only with 
hih, but with the enchanted and amphibious animal 
which gives oil to the lamp. The deer were larger and 
more numerous—^the white-tusked boar, the chase of 
which the brave loved best, was yet to be roused iix those 
western solitudes — the men were nobler, wiser, and 
stronger, than the degenerate brood who lived under the 
Saxon banner. The daughters of the land were beau¬ 
tiful, with blue eyes and fair hair, and bosoms of snow, 
and out of these she would choose a wife for Hamish, of 
blameless descent, spotless fame, fixed and true affec¬ 
tion, who should be in their summer bothy as a beam of 
the sun, and in their winter abode as the warmth of the 
needful fire. 

Such were the topics with which Elspat strove to 
soothe the despair of her son, and to determine him,,if 
possible, to leave the fatal spot, on which he seemed 
resolved to linger. The style of her rhetoric was poetical, 
but in other respects resembled that which, like other 
fond mothers, she had lavished on Hamish, while a child 
or a boy, in order to gain his consent to do something 
he had no mind to; and she spoke louder, quicker, and 
more earnestly, in proportion as she began to despair of 
her words carrying conviction. ^ 

On the mind of Hamish her doquence made no im- 
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pression. He knew far better than she did the actual 
situation of the country, and was sensible, that, thoug^h 
it might be possible to hide himself as a fugitive among 
more distant mountains, there was now no corner in the 
Highlands in which his father's profession could be 
practised, even if he had not adopted, from the improved 
ideas of the time when he lived, the ojanion, that the 
trade of the cateran was no longer the road to honour 
and distinction. Her words were therefore poured into 
regardless ears, and she exhausted herself in vain in the 
attempt to p>aint the regions of her mother’s kinsmen in 
such terms as might tempt Haniish to accompany her 
thither. She spoke for hours, but she spoke in vain. 
She could extort no answer, save groans, and sighs, and 
ejaculations, expressing the extremity of despair. 

At length, starting on her feet, and changing the 
monotonous tone in which she had chanted, as it were, 
the praises of the province of refuge, into the shon, 
stem language of eager passion—" I am a fool,” she 
said, " to spend my words upon an idle, poor-spirited, 
unintelligent boy, who crouches likd a hound to the lash. 
Wait here, and receive your taskmasters, and abide your 
chastisement at their hands; but do not think your 
mother's eyes will behold it. I could not see it and live. 
My eyes have looked often upon death, but never upon 
dishonour. Farewell, Hamish!—We never meet again. ” 
• She dashed from the hut like a lapwing, and perhaps 
for the moment actually entertained the purpose which 
she expressed, of parting with her son for ever. A 
fearful sight she wc uld have been that evening to any 
who might have met her wandering through the wilder¬ 
ness like a restless spirit, and speaking to herself in lan¬ 
guage which will endure no translation. She rambled 
for hours, seeking rather than shunning the most dan¬ 
gerous paths. TJie precarious track through the morass, 
tiie dizzy path along the edge of the precipice, or by the 
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banks of the gulfing river, were the roads which, far 
from avoiding, she sought with eagerness, and traversed 
with reckless haste. But the courage arising from despair 
was the means of saving the life, which (though de¬ 
liberate suicide was rarely practised in the Highlands) 
she was perhaps desirous of terminating. Her step on 
the verge of the precipice was firm as that of the wild 
goat. Her eye, in that state of excitation, was so keen 
as to discern, even amid darkness, the perils which noon 
would not have enabled a stranger to avoid. 

Elspat's course was not directly forward, else she had 
soon been far from the bothy in which she had left her 
son. It was circuitous, for that hut was the centre to 
wliich her heartstrings were chained, and though she 
wandered around it, she felt it impossible to leave the 
vicinity. With the first beams of morning, she returned 
to the hut. A while she paused at the wattled door, as 
if ashamed that lingering fondness should have brought 
her back to the spot which she had left with the purpose 
of never returning; but there was yet more of fear and 
anxiety in her hesitation—of anxiety, lest her fair-haired 
son had suffered from the effects of her potion—of fear 
lest his enemies had come upon him in the night. She 
opened the door of the hut gently, and entered with 
noiseless step. Exhausted with his sorrow and anxiety, 
and not entirely relieved perhaps from the influence of 
the powerful opiate, Hamish Bean again slept the stern 
sound sleep, by which the Indians are said to be ov^- 
come during the interval of their torments. His mother 
was scarcely siure that she actually discerned his form on 
the bed, scarce certain that her ear caught the sound of 
his breathing. With a throbbing heart, Elspat went to 
the fireplace in the centre of the hut, where slumbered, 
covered with a piece of turf, the glimmering embers of 
the fire, never extinguished on a Scottish hearth until the 
indwellers leave the mansion for ever. 
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** Feeble greishogh,” she said, as she lighted, by the 
help of a match, a splinter of bog pine which was to 
serve the place of a candle; weak grcishogh, soon shalt 
thou be put out for ever, and may Heaven grant that the 
life of Elspat MacTavish have no longer duration than 
thine!" 

While she spoke she raised the blazing light towards 
the bed, on which still lay the prostrate limbs of her son. 
in a posture that left it doubtful whether he slept or 
swooned. As she advanced towards him, the light 
flashed upon his eyes—he started up in an instant, made 
a stride forward with his naked dirk in his hand, like a 
man armed to meet a mortal enemy, and exclaimed. 

Stand off !~~on thy life, stand off! 

"It is the word and the action of my husband," 
answered Elspat; ‘ * and 1 know by his speech and his 
step the son of MacTavish Mhor." 

" Mother," said Haniish, relapsing from his tone of 
desperate firmness into one of melancholy expostula^ 
tion; " oh, dearest mother, wherefore have you returned 
hither ? " 

" Ask why the hind comes back to the fawn," said 
Elspat; * * why the cat of the mountain returns to her 
lodge and her young. Know you, Hamish, that the 
heart of the mother only lives in the bosom of the 
child." 



"Then will it soon cease to throb," said Hamish, 
unless it can beat within a bosom that lies beneath the 


turf.—Mother, do not blame me ; if 1 weep, it is not for 
myself, but for you, for my sufferings will soon be over; 
but yours~—Oh, who but Heaven shall set a boundary 
to them 1" 

Elspat shuddered ana stepped backward, but almost 
instantly resumed her firm and upright position, and her 
dauntless bearing. 

*' I thought thod wert a man but even now," she said. 
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*' and thou art again a child. Hearken to me yet, and 
let us leave this place together. Have I done thee 
wrong or injury ? if so, yet do not avenge it so cruelly— 
See, Elspat MacTavish, who never kneeled before even, 
to a priest, falls prostrate before her own son, and craves 
forgiveness.'* And at once she threw herself on her 
knees before the young man, seized on his hand, and 
kissing it a hundred times, repeated as often, in heart¬ 
breaking accents, the most earnest entreaties for for¬ 
giveness. "Pardon," she exclaimed, "pardon, for the 
sake of your father's ashes—pardon, for the sake of 
the pain with which I bore thee, the care with which I 
nurtured thee !—Hear it. Heaven, and behold it. Earth 
—the mother asks pardon of her child, and she is 
refused!" 

It was in vain that Hamish endeavoured to stem this 
tide of passion, by assuring his mother, with the most 
solemn asseverations, that he forgave entirely the fatal 
deceit which she had practised upon him* 

"Empty words," she said ; "idle protestations, which 
are but used to hide the obduracy of your resentment. 
Would you have me believe you, then leave the hut this 
instant, and retire from a country which every hour 
renders more dangerous—Do this, and 1 may think 
you have forgiven me—refuse it, and again I call on 
moon and stars, heaven and earth, to witness the un¬ 
relenting resentment with which you prosecute your 
mother for a fault, which, if it be one, arose out of lov<f 
to you." 

" Mother,” said Hamish, " on this subject you move 
me not. I will fly before no man. If Barcaldine should 
send every Gael that is under his banner, here, and in 
this place, will I abide them ; and when you bid me fly, 
you may as well command yonder mountain to be 
loosened from its foundations. Had I been sure of the 
road by which they are coming hithe.*, I had spared 
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tliem the pains of seeking me; but I might go by the 
mountain, while they perchance came by the lake. 
Here 1 will abide my fate; nor is there in Scotland a 
voice of power enough to bid me stir from hence, and be 
obeyed. *' 

“Here, then, I also stay,'* said Elspat, rising up and 
speaking with assumed composure. ‘ ‘ I have seen my 
husband's death—my eyelids shall not grieve to look on 
the fall of my son. But MacTavish Mhor died as 
became the brave, with his good sword in his right 
hand ; my son will perish like the bullock that is driven 
to the shambles by the Saxon owner, who has bought 
him for a price.” 

*' Mother,” said the unhappy young man, “ you have 
taken my life ; to that you have a right, for you gave it; 
but touch not my honour! It came to me from a brave 
train of ancestors, and should be sullied neither by man's 
deed nor woman's speech. What I shall do, perhaps 
1 myself yet know not; but tempt me no further by 
reproachful words; you have already made wounds 
more than you can ever heal. 

“ It is well, my son," said Elspat, in reply. “ Expect 
neither farther complaint nor remonstrance from me; 
but let us be silent, anrl wait the chance which Heaven 
shall send us.” 

The sun arose on the next morning, and found the 
bothy silent as the grave. The mother and son had 
4 iri.sen, and were engaged each in their separate task— 
Hamish in preparing and cleaning his arms with the 
greatest accuracy, but with an air of deep dejection. 
Elspat, more restless in her agony of spirit, employed 
herself in making ready the food which the distress of 
yesterday had induced them both to dispense with for an 
unusual number of hours. She placed it on the board 
before her son so soon as it was prepared, with the 
words of a Ga^ic poet, “ Without daily food, the 
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husbandmen's ploughshare stands still in the furrow; 
without daily food the sword of the warrior is too 
heavy for his hand. Our bodies are our slaves, yet 
they must be fed if we would have their service. So 
spake, in ancient days, the Blind Bard to the warriors of 
Fion. ” 

The young man made no reply, but he fed on what 
was placed before him, as if to gather strength for the 
scene which he was to undergo. When his mother saw 
that he had eaten what sufficed him, she again filled the 
fatal quaigh, and proffered it as the conclusion of the 
repast. But he started aside with a convulsive gesture, 
expressive at once of fear and abhorrence. 

“ Nay, my son," she said ; this time, surely, thou 
hast no cause of fear." 

" Urge me not, mother." answered Hamish ; *' or put 
the leprous toad into a flagon, and 1 will drink; but from 
that accursed cup, and of that mind>destroying potion, 
never will 1 taste more I" 

* ‘ At your pleasure, my son." said Elspat, haughtily ; 
and began, with much apparent assiduity, the various 
domestic tasks which had been interrupted during the 
preceding day. Whatever was at her heart, all anxiety 
seemed banished from her looks and demeanour. It was 
but from an over-activity of bustling exertion that it 
might have been perceived, by a dose observer, that her 
actions were spurred by some internal cause of painful 
exdtement; and such a spectator, too, might also hqjve 
observed how often she broke off the snatches of songs 
or tunes which she bummed, apparently without knowing 
what she was doing, in order to cast a hasty glance from 
the door of the hut. Whatever might be in the mind of 
Hamish, his demeanour was directly the reverse of that 
adopted by his mother. Having finished the task of 
cleaning and preparing his arms, which he arranged 
within the hut, he sat himself down before the door of 
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the bothy, and watched the opposite hill, like the fixed 
sentinel who expects the approach of an enemy. Noon 
found him in the same unchanged posture, and it was an 
hour after that period, when his mother, standing beside 
him, laid her hand on his shoulder, and said, in a tone 
indifferent, as if she had been talking of some friendly 
visit, ** When dost thou expect them ?** 

'' They cannot be here till the shadows fall long to 
the eastward," replied Hamish; '* that is, even sup¬ 
posing the nearest party, commanded by Sergeant Allan 
Breack Cameron, has been commanded hither by express 
from Dumbarton, as it is most likely they will.** 

'* Then enter beneath your mother's roof once more ; 
partake the last time of the food which she has pre¬ 
pared ; after this, let them come, and thou shalt see 
if thy mother is a useless encumbrance in the day of 
strife. Thy hand, practised as it is, cannot fire these 
anns so fast as 1 can load them ; nay, if it is necessary. 
1 do not mysdf fear the flash or the report, and my ain 
has been held fatal.** 

‘ * In the name of Heaven, mother, meddle not with 
this matter!'* said Hamish. Allan Breack is a wise 
man. and a kind one, and comes of a good stem. It 
may be, he can promise for our officers, that they will 
touch me with no infamous punishment; and if they 
offer me confinement in the dungeon, or death by the 
musket, to that I may not object. '* 

•• Alas I and wilt thou trust to their word, my foolish 
chad ? Remember the race of Dermid were ever fair 
and false, and no sooner shall they have gyves on thy 
hands, than they will strip thy shoulders for the 
scoiage.** 

* * Save your advice, mother, *' said Hamish, sternly; 
“ for me, my mind is made up.** 

But though he spoke thus, to escape the almost per¬ 
secuting urgen (7 of his mother, Hamish would have 
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found it, at that moment, impossible to say upon what 
course of conduct he had thus fixed. On one point 
alone he was determined, namely, to abide his destiny, 
be what it might, and not to add to the breach of his 
word, of which he had been involuntarily rendered 
gujlty, by attempting to escape from punishment. This 
act of self-devotion he conceived to be due to his oun 
honour and that of his countrymen. Which of his com¬ 
rades would in future be trusted, if he should be con¬ 
sidered as having broken his w'ord, and betrayed the 
confidence of his officers ? and whom but Hamish Bean 
Mac'ravish would the Gael accuse, for having verified 
and confirmed the suspicions which the Saxon general 
w'as well know'n to entertain against the good faith of 
the Highlanders? He was, therefore, bent firmly to 
abide his fate. But whether his intention was to yield 
himself peaceably into the hands of the party who should 
come to apprehend him, or whether he purposed, by a 
show of resistance, to provoke them to kill him on the 
spot, was a question which he could not himself have 
answered. His desire to see Barcaldine, and explain 
the cause of his absence at the appointed time, urged 
him to the one course ; kis fear of the degrading punish¬ 
ment, and of his mother's bitter upbraidings, strongly 
instigated the latter and the more dangerous purpose. 
He left it to chance to decide when the crisis should 
arrive; nor did he tarry long in expectation of the 
catastrophe. 

Evening approached, the gigantic shadows of the 
mountains streamed in darkness towards the east, while 
their western peaks were still glowing with crimson and 
gold, The road which winds round Ben Cruaeban was 
fully visible from the door of the bothy, when a party of 
five Highland soldiers, whose arms glanced in the sun, 
wheeled suddenly into sight from the most distant 
extremity where the highway is hidden behind the 
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mountain. One of the party walked a little before the 
other four, who marched regularly and in hies, according 
to the rules of military discipline. There was no dis¬ 
pute, from the firelocks which they carried, and the 
plaids and bonnets which they wore, that they were a 
party of Hamish*& regiment, under a non-commissioned 
officer ; and there could be as little doubt of the pur¬ 
pose of their appearance on the banks of Loch Awe. 

“They come briskly forward,'" said the widow of 
MacTavish Mhor,—“ I wonder how fast or how slow 
some of them will return again ! But they are hve, and 
It is too much odds for a fair held. Step back, within 
the hut, my son, and shoot from the loophole beside the 
door. Two you may bring down ere they quit the high¬ 
road for the footpatli—there will remain but three ; and 
your father, with my aid, has often stood against that 
number." 

Hamish Bean took the gun which his mother offered, 
but did not stir from the door of the hut. He was soon 
visible to the party on the high-road, as was evident 
from their increasing their pace to a run ; the files, how¬ 
ever, still keeping together, like coupled greyhounds, 
and advancing with great rapidity. In far less time 
than would have been accomplished by men less accus¬ 
tomed to the mountains, they bad left the high-road, 
traversed the narrow path, and approached within pistol- 
shot of the bothy, at the door of which stood Hamish, 
fixed like a statue of stone, with his firelock in his hand, 
^hile his mother, placed behind him, and almost driven 
to frenzy by the violence of her passions, reproached him 
in the strongest terms which despair could invent, for 
his want of resolution and faintness of heart. Her words 
increased the bitter gall which was arising in the young 
man's own spirit, as he observed the unfriendly speed 
with which his late comrades were eagerly maldng to¬ 
wards him, like hounds towards the stag when he is at 
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bay. The untamed and angry passions which he in¬ 
herited from father and mother, were awakened by the 
supposed hostility of those who pursued him ; and the 
restraint under which these passions had been hitherto 
held by his sober judgment, began gradually to give way. 
The sergeant now called to him, ' * Hamish Bean Mac- 
Tavish, lay down your arms, and surrender." 

‘ ‘ Do yw stand, Allan Breach Cameron, and comnrand 
your men to stand, or it will be the worse for us all." 

'*Halt, men!"—said the sergeant, but continuing 
himself to advance. “ Hamish. think what you do, and 
give up your gun ; you may spill blood, but you cannot 
escape punishment.’' 

‘' The scourge—the scourge 1—My son, beware the 
scourge!" whispered his motlier. 

“Take heed, Allan Breack," said Hamish. “ I would 
not hurt you willingly,—^but 1 will not be taken unless 
you can assure me against the Saxon lash." 

‘ ‘ Fool 1" answered Cameron, ' ‘ you know I cannot; 
yet 1 will do all I can. I will s|iy 1 met you on your 
return, and the punishment will be light—But give 
your musket—Come on, men." 

Instantly he rushed forward, extending his arm as if 
to push aside the young man’s levelled firelock. Elspat 
exclaimed, ‘' N ow, spare not your father's blood to 
defend your father’s hearth ! ’’ Hamish fired bis piece, 
and Cameron dropped dead.—^All these things happened, 
it might be said, in the same moment of time. The* 
soldiers rushed forward and seized Hamish, who, seem¬ 
ing petrified with what he had done, offered not the least 
resistance. Not so his mother; who, seeing the men 
about to put handcujffs on her son, threw herself on the 
soldiers with such fury, that it required two of them to 
hold her, while the rest secured the prisoner. 

“ Are you not an accursed creature," said one of the 
men to Hamish, “ to have slain yoiu* best friend, who 

£ 4 ? 



THE HIGHLAND WIDOW. 

was contriving, during the whole march, jhow he could 
find some way of getting you off without punishment for 
your desertion ? 

<«Do you hear that, mother?" said Hamish, turning 
himself as much towards her as his bonds would permit 
—but the mother heard nothing, and saw nothing. She 
had fainted on the floor of her hut. Without waiting for 
her recovery, the party almost immediately began thck 
homeward march towards Dumbarton, leading along 
with them their prisoner. They thought it necessary, 
however, to stay for a little space at the village erf 
Dalmally, from which they despatched a party of the 
inhabitants to bring away the body of their unfortunate 
leader, while they themselves repaired to a magistrate to 
state what had happened, and require his instructions as 
to the farther course to be pursued. The crime being of 
a military character, they were instructed to march the 
prisoner to Dumbarton without delay. 

The swoon of the mother of Hamish lasted for a 
length of time ; the longer perhaps that her constitution, 
strong as it was, must have been much exhausted by her 
previous agitation of three days' endurance. She was 
roused from her stupor at length by female voices, which 
cribd the coronach, or lament for the dead, with clapping 
of hands and loud exclamations ; while the melancholy 
note of a lament, appropriate to the clan Cameron, 
pliiyed on the bagpipe, was heard from time to time. 

Elspat started up like one awakened from the dead, 
Und without any accurate recollection of the scene which 
had passed before her eyes. There were females in the 
hut who were swathing the corpse in its bloody pl^id 
before carrying it from the fatal spot. " Women," 
said, starting up and interrupting their chant at once 
and their labour—* * Tell me, women, why sing you the 
dirge of MacDhonuil Dhu in the house of MacTavisb 
Mhor ? ’* 
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*'She-wolf, be silent with thine ill-omened yell,” an¬ 
swered one of the females, a rdation of the deceased, 
** and let us do our duty to our beloved kinsman 1 There 
shall never be coronach cried, or dirge played, for thee 
or thy bloody wolf-burd. The ravens shall eat him 
from the gibbet, and the foxes and wild-cats shall tear 
thy corpse upon the hill. Cursed be he that would sain 
your bones, or add a stone to your cairn ! ” 

' * Daughter of a foolish mother, ” answered the widow 
of MacTavish Mhor, *' know that the gibbet with which 
you threaten us, is no portion of our inheritance. For 
thir^ years the Black Tree of the Law, whose apples are 
dead men’s bodies, hungered after the beloved husband 
of my heart; but he died like a brave man, with the 
sword in his hand, and defrauded it of its hopes and 
its fruit. ” 

So shall it not be with thy child, bloody sorceress,” 
replied the female mourner, whose passions were as 
violent as those of Els pat herself. ** The ravens shall 
te;ir his fair hair to line their nests, before the sun sinks 
beneath the Treshomisb islands.” 

These words recalled to Elspat’s mind the whole his¬ 
tory of the last three dreadful days. At first, she stf^od 
fixed as if the extremity of distress had converted her 
into stone; but in a minute, the pride and violence of 
her temper, outbraved as she thought herself on her own 
threshold, enabled her to reply—*' Yes, insulting hag, my 
fair-haired boy may die, but it will not be with a white 
hand—^it has been dyed in the blood of his enemy, in the 
best blood of a Cameron—remember that; and when 
you lay your dead in his grave, let it be his best epitaph, 
that be was killed by Hamish Bean for es.saytng to lay 
hands bn the son of MacTavish Mhor on his own thres¬ 
hold. Farewell—the shame of defeat, loss, and slaughter, 
femain with the dan that has endured it.” 

The relative of the slaughtered Cameron raised her 
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voice in reply; but Elspat. disdaining to continue the 
objurgation, or perhaps feeling her grief likely to over¬ 
master her power of expressing her resentment, had 
left the hut, and was walking forth in tlie bright moon¬ 
shine. 

The females who were arranging the corpse of the 
slaughtered man hurried from their melancholy labotu* to 
look af^er her tall figure as it glided away among the 
clifis. *' I am glad she is gone," said one of the younger 
persons who assisted. " 1 would as soon dress a corpse 
when the great Fiend himself—God sain us—stood visibly 
before us, as when Elspat of the Tree is amongst us.— 
Ay—ay, even overmuch intercourse hath she had with the 
Enemy in her day." 

“Silly woman," answered the female who bad main¬ 
tained the dialogue with the departed Elspat, '' thinkest 
thou that there is a worse fiend on earth, or beneath it^ 
than the pride and fury of an offended woman, like 
yonder bloody-minded hag ? Know that blood has been 
as familiar to her as the dew to the mountain daisy. Many 
and many a brave man has she caused to breathe their 
last for little wrong they had done to her or hers. 
But her hough-sinews are cut, now that her wolf-burd 
must, like a murderer as he is, make a murderer's 
end." 

Whilst the women thus discoursed together, as they 
watched the corpse of Allan Breack Cameron, the un- 
hapny cause of his death pursued her lonely way across 
rhe mountain. While she remained within sight of the 
bothy, she put a strong constraint on herself, that by no 
alteration of pace or gesture, she might afford to her 
enemies the triumph of calculating the excess of her 
mental agitation, nay, despair. She stalked, therefore, 
with a slow rather than a swift step, and, holding herself 
upright, seemed at once to endure with firmness that woe 
which was passed, and bid defiance to that which wais 
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about to come. But when she was beyond the sight of 
those who remained in the hut, she could no longer sup¬ 
press the extremity of her agitation. Drawing her mantle 
wildly round her, she stopped at the first knoll, and 
climbing to its summit, extended her arms up to the 
bright moon, as if accusing heaven and earth for her mis¬ 
fortunes, and uttered scream on scream, like those of an 
eagle whose nest has been pltm^red of her brood. 
Awhile she vented her grief in these inarticulate cries, then 
rushed on her way with a hasty and tmequal step, in the 
vain hope of overtaking ttie party which was convt^ng 
her son a prisoner to Dumbarton. But her strength, 
superhuman as it seemed, failed her in the trial, nor was 
it possible for her, with her utmost efforts, to accomplish 
her purpose. 

Yet she pressed onward, with all the speed which her 
exhausted frame could exerL When food became indis¬ 
pensable, she entered the first cottage :—‘*Give me to 
eat," she said ; “ I am the widow of MacTavish Mhor—> 
1 am the mother of Hamish MacTavish Bean,—'give me 
to eat, that I may once more see ray fair-haired son." 
Her demand was never refused, though granted in many 
cases with a kind of struggle between compassion and 
aversion in some of those to whom she applied, which 
was in others qualified by fear. The share she had had 
in occasioning the death of Allan Breach Cameron, which 
must probably involve that of her own son, was not ac¬ 
curately known ; but, from a knowledge of her violent 
passions and former habits of life, no one doubted Iqv 
one way or other she had been the cause of the catas¬ 
trophe ; and Hamish Bean was considered, in the 
slaughter which he had committed, rather as the instro- 
ment than as the accomplice of his mother. 

This general opinion of his omuitrymen was of little 
service to the unfortunate Hami^, As his captain, 
Green Cohn, understood the manners and habits of his 
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countiy. he had no difficulty in collecting from Hamish 
the particulars accompanying his supposed desertion, 
and the subsequent death of the non<commissioned 
officer. He felt the utmost compassion for a youth who 
had thus fallen a victim to the extravagant and fatal fond* 
ness of a parent. But he had no excuse to plead which 
could rescue his unhappy recruit from the doom, which 
military discipline and the award of a court-martial 
denounced against him for the crime he had committed. 

No time had been lost in their proceedings, and as 
little was interposed betwixt sentence and execution. 
General -*-**- had determined to make a severe example 
of the first deserter who should fall into his power, and 
here was one who had defended himself by main force, 
and bad slain in the affray the officer sent to take him 
into custody. A fitter subject for punishment could not 
have occurred, and Hamish was sentenced to immediate 
execution. All which the interference of his captain in 
his favour could procure, was that he should die a soldier’s 
death ; for there had been a purpose of executing him 
upon the gibbet. 

The worthy clergyman of Glenorquhy chanced to be 
at Dumbarton, in attendance upon some church courts, 
at the time of this catastrophe. He visited his unfor¬ 
tunate parishioner in his dungeon, found him ignorant 
indeed, but not obstinate, and thg answers which be 
recsCved from him, when conversing on religious topics, 
Vere such as induced him doubly to regret that a mind 
naturally pure and noble should have remained unhap¬ 
pily so wild and uncultivated. 

When he ascertained the real character and disposition 
of the young man, the worthy pastor made de^ and 
painful reflections on his own shyness and timidity, 
whi<^, arising out of the evil fame that attached to the 
lineage of Hamteh, had restrained him "from charitably 
endeavouring to bring this strayed sheep within the great 
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fold. While the good minister blamed his cowardice In 
times past, which had deterred him from risking his 
person, to save, perhaps, an immortal soul, be resolved 
no longer to be governed by such timid counsels, but to 
endeavour, by application to his officers, to obtain a re¬ 
prieve, at least, if not a pardon, for the criminal, in 
whom he felt so unusually interested, at once from his 
docility of temper and his generosity of disposition. 

Accordingly, the divine sought out Captain Campbell 
at the barracks within the garrison. There was a gloomy 
melancholy on the brow of Green Colin, which was not 
lessened, but increased, when the clergyman stated his 
name, quality, and errand. 

*' You cannot tell me better of the young man than I 
am disposed to believe," answered the Highland officer ; 
*' you cannot ask me to do more in his behalf than I am 
of myself inclined, and have already endeavoured to do. 

But it is all in vain. General-is half a Lowlander, 

half an Englishman. He has no idea of the high and 
enthusiastic character which, in these mountains, often 
brings exalted virtues in contact with great crimes, which, 
however, are less offences of the heart than errors of the 
understanding. I have gone so far as to tell him, that, 
in this young man, he was putting to death the best and 
the bravest of my company, where all, or almost all, are 
good and brave. I explained to him by what strange 
delusion the culprit's apparent desertion was occasioned, 
and how little his heart was accessory to the crime wnicb 
his hand unhappily committed. His answer was,' These 
are Highland visions. Captain Campbell, as unsatisfac¬ 
tory and vain as those of the second sight. An act of 
gross desertion may, in any case, be palliated under the 
plea of intoxication; the murder of an officer may be 
as easily coloured over with that of temporary insanity. 
The example must be made; and if it has ffillen on a 
man otherwise a good recruit, it will have the greater 
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effect.’—Such being the general’s unalterable purpose,** 
continued Captain Campbell, wjth a sigh, " bcityourcare, 
reverend sir, that your penitent prepare, by break of day 
to-morrow, for that great change which we shall all one 
day be subjected to.” 

**And for which,” smd the clergyman, **may God 
prepare us all, as 1 in my duty will not be wanting to 
this poor youth.” 

Next morning, as the very earliest beams of sunrise 
saluted the grey towers which crown the summit of that 
singular and tremendous rock, the soldiers of the New 
Highland regiment appeared on the parade, within the 
Castle of Dumbarton, and having fallen into order, 
began to move downward by steep staircases and narrow 
passages towards the external barrier-gate, which is at 
the veiy bottom of the rock. The wild wailings of the 
pibroch were heard at times, interchanged with the drums 
and fifes which beat the Dead March. 

The unhappy criminal’s fate did not, at first, excite that 
general sympathy in the regiment which would probably 
have arisen had he been executed for desertion alone. 
The slaughter of the unfortunate Allan Brcack bad given 
a difierent colour to Hamish’s offence ; for the deceased 
w as much beloved, and besides belonging to a numerous 
and powerful clan, of whom there were many in the ranks. 
I'hc unfortunate criminal, on the contrary, was little 
known to, and scarcely connected with, any of his 
re^mental companions. His father had been, indeed, 
distinguished for his strength and manhood, but he was 
of a broken clan, as those names were called who had no 
chief to lead them to battle. 

It would have been almost impossible, in another case, 
to have turned out of the ranks of the regiment the party 
necessary for execution of the sentence; but the six in¬ 
dividuals selected for that purpose were friends of the 
deceased, descended, like him, from the race of Mac 

549 



THE HIOHLANO WIDOW. 

Dhonuil Dhu ; and while they prepared for the dismal 
task which their duty imposed, it was not without a stem 
feeling of gratified revenge. The leading company of 
the regiment began now to defile from the barrier-gate, 
and was followed by the others, each successively moving 
and halting according to the orders of the Adjutant, so 
as to form three sides of an oblong square, with the ranks 
faced inwards. The fourth, or blank side of the square, 
was closed up by the huge and lofty precipice on which 
the Castle rises. About the centre of the procession, 
bare-headed, disarmed, and with his hands bound, came 
the unfortunate victim of military law. He was deadly 
pale, but his step was firm and his eye as bright as ever. 
The clergyman walked by his side—the coffin, which was 
to receive his mortal remains, was borne before him. The 
looks of his comrades were still, composed, and solemn. 
They felt for the youth, whose handsome form, and 
manly yet submissive deportment, had, as soon as he 
W'as distinctly visible to them, softened the hearts of many, 
even of some who had been actuated by vindictive feelings. 

The coffin destined for the yet living body of Hamish 
Bean was placed at the bottom of the hollow square, 
about two yards distant from the foot of the precipice, 
which rises in that place as steep as a s^tone wall to the 
height of three or four hundred feet. Thither the 
prisoner was also led, the clergyman still continuing by 
his side, pouring forth exhortations of courage and eon> 
solation, to which the youth appeared to listen with re-t 
spectful devotion. With slow and. it seemed, almost 
unwilling steps, the firing party entered the square, and 
were drawn up facing the prisoner, about ten yards 
distant. The clergyman was now about to retire— 
** Think, my son,” he said, “ on what 1 have told you, 
and let your hope be rested on the anchor which I have 
given. You will then exchange a short and miserable 
existence here for a life in which yoii will experience 
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neither sorrow nor pain.—Is there aught else which you 
can intrust to zne to execute for you ? 

The youth looked at his sleeve-buttons. They were of 
gold, booty perhaps which his father had taken from 
some English officer during the civil wars. The clergy¬ 
man disengaged them from his sleeves. 

My mother 1" he said with some c^ort, ^*give them 
to my poor mother l-~See her. good father, and teach 
her what she should think of all this. Tell her Hamish 
Bean is more glad to die than ever he was to rest after 
the longest day’s hunting. Farewell, sir—Farewell! ” 

The good man could scarce retire from the fatal spot. 
An officer afforded him the support of his arm. At his 
last look towards Hamish. he beheld him alive and 
kneeling on the coffin : the few that were around him had 
all withdrawn. The fatal word was given, the rock rung 
sharp to the sound of the discharge, and Hamish. falling 
forward with a groan, died, it may be supposed, witliout 
almost a sense of the passing agony. 

Ten or twelve of his own company then came forward, 
and laid with solemn reverence the remains of their com¬ 
rade in the coffin, while the Dead March was again struck 
up, and the several companies, marching in single files, 
passed the coffin one by one, in order that all might re¬ 
ceive from the awful spectacle, the warning which it was 
peculiarly intraded to afford. The regiment was then 
m^ched off the ground, and re-ascended the ancient 
their music, as usual on such occasions, striking 
lively strains, as if sorrow, or even deep thought, should 
as short a while as possible be the tenant of the soldier’s 
bosom. 

At the same time the small party, which we before 
mentioned, bore the bto of the ill-fated Hamish to his 
humble grave« in a comer of the churchyard of Dum¬ 
barton, usually assigned to criminals. Here, among the 
dust of the guiity. lies a youth, whose name, had he sur- 
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vived the ruin of the fatal events by which he was hurried 
into crime, might have adorned the annals of the brave.^ 

The minister of Glenorquhy left Dumbarton imme¬ 
diately after he had witnessed the last scene of thi.s 
melancholy catastrophe. His reason acquiesced in the 
justice of the sentence, which required blood for blood, 
and he acknowledged that the vindictive character of his 
countrymen required to be powerfully restrained by the 
strong curb of social law. But still he mourned over the 
individual victim. Who may arraign the bolt of Heaven 
when it bursts among the sons of the forest; yet who can 
refrain from mourning, when it selects for the object of 
its blighting aim the fair stem of a young oak, that 
promised to be the pride of the dell in which it flourished ? 
Musing on these melancholy events, noon found him en¬ 
gaged in the mountain passes, by which he was to return 
to his still distant home. 

Confident in his knowledge of the country, the clergy¬ 
man had left the mam road, to seek one of those shorter 
paths, which are only used by pedestrians, or by men, 
like the minister, mounted on the small, but sure-footed, 
hardy, and sagacious horses of the country. The place 
which he now traversed was in itself gloomy and desolate, 
and tradition had added to it the terror of superstition, 
by affirming it was haunted by an evil spirit, termed 
Cloght’dearg, that is Redmantle, who at all times, but 
especially at noon and at midnight, traversed the glen^.in 
enmity both to man and the inferior creation, did such « 
evil as her power was permitted to extend to, and 
afflicted with ghastly terrors those whom she had not 
lice^c otherwise to hurt. 

The minister of Glenorquhy had set his face in opposi¬ 
tion to many of these superstitions, which he justly 
thought were derived from the dark ages of Popery, 
perhaps even from those of Paganism, and unfit to be 
entertained or believed by tlie Christians pf an enlightened 
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a:ge. Some of his more attached parishioners considered 
him as too rash in opposing the ancient faith of their 
fathers ; and though they honoured the moral intrepidity 
of their pastor, they could not avoid entertaining and ex¬ 
pressing fears that he would one day fall a victim to his 
temerity, and be tom to pieces in the glen of theCloght- 
dearg, or some of those other haunted wilds, w'hich he 
appeared rather to have a pride and pleasure in traversing 
alone, on the days and hours when the wicked spirits were 
supposed to have especial power over man and beast. 

These legends came across the mind of the clergyman ; 
and. solitary as he was, a melancholy smile shaded his 
cheek, as he thought of the inconsistency of human 
nature, and reflected how many brave men, whom the 
yell of the pibroch would have sent headlong against 
fixed bayonets, as the wild bull mshes on his enemy, 
might have yet feared to encounter those visionary 
terrors, which he himself, a man of pieacc, and in ordi¬ 
nary perils no way remarkable for the firmness of his 
nerves, was now risking without hesitation. 

As be looked around the scene of desolation, he could 
not but acknowledge, in his own mind, that it was not 
ill chosen for the haunt of those spirits, which are said to 
delight in solitude and desolation. The glen was so 
steep and narrow, that there was but just room for 
the meridian sun to dart a few scattered rays upon the 
gloomy and precarious stream which stole through its 
recesses, for the most part in silence, but occasionally 
mtirmuring sullenly against the rocks and large stones, 
which seemed determined to bar its farther progress. In 
winter, or in the rainy season, this small stream was a 
foaming torrent of the most formidable magnitude, and^ 
it was at such periods that it had torn open and laid bare 
the broadfaced and huge fragments of rock, which at the 
season of which we speak, hid its course from the eye, 
and seemed disf>osed totally to interrupt its course. *' Un- 
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doabtedly ** thought the dergymnn. ** this mountahi 
rivulet, suddenly swelled by a water-spout, or thunder¬ 
storm, has often been the cause of those accidents, 
which, happening in the glen called by her name, have 
been ascribed to the agency of the Cloght-dearg.'* 

Just as this idea crossed his mind, he heard a female 
voice exclaim in a wild and thrilling accent, '*Michad 
Tyrie—Michael Tyrie ! ** He looked round in astonish¬ 
ment, and not without some fear. It seemed for an 
instant, as if the Evil Bein^, whose existence he had dis¬ 
owned, was about to appear for the punishment of his 
incredulity. This alarm did not hold him more than an 
instant, nor did it prevent his replying in a firm voice,, 
" Who calls—and where are you ? *' 

One who journeys in wretchedness, between life and 
death,” answered the voice; and the speaker, a tall 
female, appeared from among the fragments of rocks 
which had concealed her from view. 

As she approached more closely, her mantle of bright 
tartan, in which the red colour much predominated, her 
stature, the long stride with which she advanced, and 
the writhen features and wild eyes which were visible 
from under her curch, would have made her no inade¬ 
quate representative of the spirit which gave name to the 
valley. But Mr. Tyrie instantly knew her as the Woman 
of the Ttee, the nidow of MacTavish Mhexr, the npw 
childless mother of Hamish Bean. I am not sure 
whether the minister would not have endured the visita¬ 
tion of the Cloght-dearg herself, rather than the shock 
of Elspat's presence, considering her crime and her 
misery. He drew up bis horse instinctively, and stood 
■ endeavouring to collect his ideas, while a few paces 
brought her up to his horse’s head. 

*' Michael Tyrie,*' said she, " the foolish women of the 
Clachsn hold thee as a god—>be one to me, and say 
that my son lives. Say this, and 1 * be of thy 
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worship—l will bend my knees on the seventh day in 
thy house of worship, and thy God shall be my God.*’ 

“Unhappy woman,” replied the clergyman, “man 
forms not pactions with his Maker as with a creature of 
clay like himself. Thinkest thou to chaffer with Him, 
who formed the earth, and spread out the heavens, or 
that thou canst offer aught of homage or devotion that 
can be worth acceptance in His eyes ? He hath asked 
obedience, not sacrifice; patience under the trials with 
which he afflicts us, instead of vain bribes, such as man 
offers to his changeful brother of clay, that he may be 
moved from his purpose.” 

'' Be silent, priest I ” answered the desperate woman; 
* * speak not to me the words of thy white book. Elspat’s 
kindred were of those who crossed themselves and knelt 
when the sacring bell was rung; and she knows that 
atonement can be made on the altar for deeds done in 
the field. Elspat had once flocks and herds, goats upon 
the cliffs, and cattle in the strath. She wore gold around 
her neck and on her hair—thick twists as those worn by 
the heroes of old. All these would she have resigned to 
the priest—all these ; and if he wished for the ornaments 
of a gentle lady, or the sporran of a high chief, though 
they had been great as MacAllum more himself, Mac 
Tavish Mhor would have {ax)cured them if Elspat had 
promised them. Elspat is now poor, and has nothing 
lib give. But the Black Abbot of Inchaffray would have 
bidden her.scouige her shoulders, and masoerate her 
feet by pilgrimage, and he would have granted his par¬ 
don to her when he saw that her blood had flowed, and 
that her flesh had been tom. These were the iniests 
who had indeed power even with the most powerful-- 
they threatened the great men of the earth uuth the word 
of their mouth, the sentence of their book, the blaze of 
thdr torch, the sound of their sacring bell. The mighty 
bent to their Will, unloosed at the word of the priests 
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those whom they had bound in their wrath, and set at 
liberty, unharmed, him whom they had sentenced to 
death, and for whose blood they had thirsted. These 
M'ere a powerful race, and might well ask the poor to 
kneel, since their power could humble the proud. But 
you !—against whom arc ye strong, but against women 
who have been guilty of folly, and men who never wore 
sword ? The priests of old were like the winter torrent 
which fills this hollow valley, and rolls these massive 
rocks against each other as easily as the boy plays with 
the ball which he casts before him—But you I you do but 
resemble the summcr>stricken stream, which is turned 
aside by the rushes, and stemmed by a bush of sedges— 
Woe worth you, for there is no help in you ! ’* 

The clei^yman was at no loss to conceive that Elspat 
had lost the Roman Catholic faith without gaining any 
other, and that she still retained a vague and confused 
idea of the composition with the priesthood, by con¬ 
fession, alms, and penance, and of their extensive power, 
which, according to her notion, was adequate, if duly 
propitiated, even to effecting her son's safety. Com¬ 
passionating her situation, and allowing for her errors 
and ignorance, he answered her with mildness. 

‘ * Alas, unhappy woman 1 Would to God I could 
convince thee as easily where thou oughtest to seek, and 
art sure to find, consolation, as I can assure you with ,a 
single word, that were Rome and all her priesthood once 
more in the plenitude of their power, they could not, for 
largesse or penance, afford to thy misery an atom of aid 
or comfort.—Elspat MacTavish, 1 grieve to tell you the 
news." 

' I know them without thy speech,'* said the unhappy 
woman—" My son is doomed to die.” 

** Elspat,” resumed the clergyman, ** he wax doomed, 
and the sentence has been executed.” The hapless 
mother threw her eyes up to heaven, and littered a s^ek 
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80 unlike the voice of a human being, that the eagle 
which soared in middle air answered it as she would 
have done the call of her mate. 

It is impossible ! ” she exclaimed, " it is impossible ! 
Men do not condemn and kill on the same day 1 Thou 
art deceiving me.—The people call thee holy—hast thou 
the heart to tell a mother she has murdered her only 
child ? *■ 

** God knows,” said the priest, the tears falling fast 
from his eyes, ‘ * that, were it in my power, I would gladly 
tell better tidings—^but these which I bear are as certain 
as they are fatal—My own cars heard the death-shot, 
my own eyes beheld thy son's death—thy son’s funeral. 
—My tongue bears witness to what my ears heard and 
my eyes saw.” 

The wretched female clasped her hands close together, 
and held them up towards heaven like a sibyl announcing 
war and desolation ; while, in impotent yet frightful rage, 
she poured forth a tide of the deepest imprecations.— 
*' Base SaNon churl! ” she exclaimed, " vile hypocritical 
juggler 1 May the eyes that looked tamely on the death 
of iny fair-haired boy be melted in their sockets with 
ceaseless tears, shed for those that are nearest and most 
dear to thee! May the ears tliat heard his death-knell 
be dead hereafter to all other sounds save the screech of 
the raven, and the hissing of the adder 1 May the tongue 
tlJLt tells me of his death, and of my own crime, be withered 
in thy mouth—or, better, when thou wouldst pray with 
thy people, may the Evil One guide it, and give voice to 
blasphemies instead of blessings, until men shall dy in 
terror from thy presence, and the thunder of heaven be 
launched against thy head, and stop for ever thy cursing ^ 
and accursed voice !—Begone, with this malison ! Elspat 
will never, never again bestow so many words upon living 
man.” 

She kept her word. From that day the world was to 
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her a wilderness, in which she remained, without thought, 
care, or interest, absorbed in her own grief-—indififerent 
to everything else. 

With her mode of life, or rather of existence, the reader 
is already as far acquainted as 1 have the power of making 
him. Of her death, I can tell him nothing. It is sup* 
posed to have happened several years after she had at¬ 
tracted the attention of my excellent friend Mrs. Bethune 
Baliol. Her benevolence, which was never satisfied with 
dropping a sentimental tear when there was room for the 
operation of effective charity, induced her to make various 
attempts to alleviate the condition of this most wretched 
woman. But all her exertions could only render Elspat’s 
means of subsistence less precarious—^a circumstance 
which, though generally interesting even to the most 
wretched outcasts, seemed to her a matter of total in¬ 
difference. Every attempt to place any person in her 
nut to take charge of her miscarried, through the extreme 
resentment with which she regarded alt intrusion on her 
solitude, or by the timidity of those who had been pitched 
upon to be inmates with the terrible Woman of the Tree. 
At length, when Elspat became totally unable (in appear¬ 
ance at least) to turn herself on the wretched settle which 
served her for a couch, the humanity of Mr. Tyrie’s suc¬ 
cessor sent two women to attend upon the last moments 
of the solitary, which could not, it was judged, be far 
distant, and to avert the possibility that she might peirsh 
for want of assistance or food, before she sunk under* 
the dSects of extreme age, or mortal malady. 

It was on a November evening, that the two women, 
appointed for this melancholy purpose, arrived at the 
miserable cottage which we have already described. Its 
wretched ipmate lay stretched upon the bed, and seemed 
almost already a lifeless corpse, save for the wandering 
of the fierce dark eyes, which rolled in their sockets in a 
manner terrible to look upon, and seem^ to watch, with 

558 



THE HIGHLAND WIDOW. 

surprise and Indignation, the motions of the strangers, 
as persons whose presence was alike unexpected and 
unwelcome. They were frightened at her looks; but, 
assured in each other’s company, they kindled a fire, 
lighted a candle, prepared food, and made other arrange¬ 
ments for the discharge of the duty assigned them. 

The assistants agreed that they should watch the bed¬ 
side of the sick person by turns; but, about midnight, 
overcome by fatigue (for they had walked far that morn¬ 
ing), both of them fell fast asleep.—When they awoke, 
which was not till after the interval of some hours, the 
hut was empty, and the patient gone. They rose in 
terror, and went to the door of the cottage, which 
was latched as it had been at night. They looked 
out into the darkness, and called upon their charge by 
her name. The night-raven screamed from the old oak- 
tree ; the fox howled on the hill; the hoarse waterfall 
replied with its echoes ; but there was no human answer. 
The terrified women did not dare to make farther search 
till morning should appear; for the sudden disappear¬ 
ance of a creature so frail as Elspat, together with the 
wild tenor of her history, intimidated them from stirring 
from the hut. They remained, therefore, in dreadful 
terror, sometimes thinking they heard her voice without, 
and at other times, that sounds of a different description 
grore mingled with the mournful sigh of the night breeze 
• or the dash of the cascade. Sometimes, too, the latch 
rattled, as if some frail and impotent hand were in vain 
attempting to lift it, and ever and anon they expected the 
enttance of their tmfble patient, animated by super¬ 
natural strength, and in the company, perhaps, of some 
being more dreadful than herself. Morning came at 
loigth. They sought brake, rock, and thicket, in vain. 
Two hours after daylight the minister himself appeared; 
and, on the report of the watchers, caused the country 
to te alarmed, and a general and exact search to be 
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made through the whole neighbourhood of the cottage^ 
and the oak-tree. But it was all in vain. Elspat Mac- 
Tavish was never found, whether dead or alive; nor 
could there ever be traced the slightest circumstance to 
indicate her fate. 

The neighbourhood was divided concerning the cause , 
of her disappearance. The credulous thought that the 
F.vil Spirit, under whose influence she seemed to have 
acted, had carried her away in the body ; and there are 
many who are still unwilling, at untimely hours, to pass 
the oak-tree, beneath which, as th^ allege, she may still 
be seen seated according to her wont. Others less 
superstitious supposed that had it been possible to search 
the gulf of the Corrie Dhu, the profound depths of the 
lake, or the w'helming eddies of the river, the remains 
of Elspat MacTavish might have been discovered; as 
nothing was more natural, considering her state of body 
and mind, than that she should have fallen in by acci¬ 
dent, or precipitated herself intentionally into one or 
other of those places of sure destruction. The clergy¬ 
man entertained an opinion of his own. Pie thought 
that, impatient of the watch which was placed over her, 
this unhappy woman’s instinct had taught her, as it 
directs various domestic animals, to withdraw herself 
from the sight of her own race, that the death struggle 
might take place in some secret den, where, in all proba¬ 
bility, her mortal relics would never meet the eyes 
mortals. This species of instinctive feeling seemed to 
him of a tenor with the whole course of her unhappy 
life, and most likely to influence her, when it drew to a 
condusion. 
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For ilu comtenienct and advantage of the reader, the Author^e 
last general Introduction has been slightly abridged, and is 
flaced here amongst the ** Notes” qf which in reality itforms 
a not unimportant part, 

INTRODUCTION. 

T he Tales of the Crusaders was determined upon as the 
title of **The Betrothed,” and “The Talisman,” rather by 
the advice of the few friends whom death has now rendered 
still fewer, than by the Author's own taste. Not but that he 
saw plainly enough the interest which might be excited by the 
very name of the Crusades, but he was conscious at the same 
time that that interest was of a character which it might be 
more easy to create than to satisfy, and that by the mention of 
so magnificent a subject each reader might be induced to call 
up to his imagination a sketch so extensive and so grand that 
it might not be in the power of the Author to fill it up, who 
would thus stand in the predicament of the dwarf bringing 
with him a standard to measure his own stature, and showing 
himself, therefore, says Sterne, “a dwarf more ways than one.” 

It is a fact, if it were worth while to examine it, that the 
publisher and author, however much their general interests are 
the same, may be said to differ so far as title>p^es are con- 
*ctrned ; and it is a secret of the tale-telling art, if it could be 
termed a secret worth knowing, that a taking title, as it is 
called, best answers the purpose of the bookseller, since it often 
goes far to cover his risk, and sells an edition not unfrequently 
before the public have well seen it. But the author ought to 
seek more permanent fame, and w*ish that his work, when its 
leaves are first cut open, should be at least fairly judged of^ 
Thus, many of the best novelists have been anxious to give 
their works such titles as render it out of the reader’s power to 
conjecture their contentt until they ^uld have an opportunity 
of reading them^ 
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The first tale of the series was influenced in its st r u c tu re 
father by the wish to avoid the general expectations which 
might be fonned from the title, thou to comply with Any one of 
them, and so disappbint the rest. The story was, therefore, 
less an inddent belonging to the Crusades than one whidi was 
occasioned by the singular cost of mind introduced and spread 
wide by those memorable undertakings. The confusion among 
families was not the least concomitant evil of the exbraordinary 
preponderance of this superstition. 

The wars between the Welsh and the Norman Imrds of the 
Marches were selected as a period when all freedoms might be 
taken with the strict troth of history without encountering any 
well-known fact which might render the narrative improbable. 
Perhaps, however, the period wluch vindicates the probability 
of the tale, will, with its wars and murders, be best found 
described>-lu the following passage of GryflTyth Ap Edwin's 
wars:— 

** This prince, in conjunction with Algar, Earl of Chester, 
who had been biuiished from England as a traitor, in the reign 
of Edward the Confessor, marched into Herefordshire and 
wasted all that fertile country with fire and sword, to revenge 
the death of his Virother Rhees, whose head had Iwen brought 
to Edward in pursuance of an order sent by the King on ac¬ 
count of the depredations which he had committed against the 
English on the borders. To stop these ravages, the Earl of 
Hereford, who was nephew to Edward, advanced with an army, 
not of English alone, but of mercenary Normans and French, 
whom he had entertained in his service, against Gryflyth and 
Algar. He met them near Hereford, and offered them battle, 
which the Welsh monarch, who had won five pitched batthssu 
hefore, and never had fought without conquering, joyfully 
accepted. The Earl had commanded his English forces to 
fight on horseback, in imitation of the Normans, against their 
usual custom; but the Welsh making a furious and desperate 
charge, tltat nobleman himself, and the foreign cavalry led by 
him, were so daunted at the view of them, that they shamefully 
•• fled without fighting; which being seen by the Eni^ish, they 
also turned \heir backs on the enemy, who having killed or 
wounded as many of them as they could come up with in their 
flight, entered triumphantly into Herefi^d, spoiled and fired the 
city, razed the walls to the ground, slaugh^red soma of the 
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citizens, led many of them captive, and (to tise the words of the 
Welsh Chronicle) left nothing in the town but blood and ashes. 
After this exploit they immediately returned into Wales, un¬ 
doubtedly from a desire of securing their prisoners, and the 
rich plunder they had gained. The King of England hereupon 
co mm a n ded Earl Harold to collect a great army from all parts 
of the kingdom, ^d assembling them at Gloucester, advanced 
from thence to invade the dominions of Gryfiyth in North 
Wales. He performed his orders, and penetrated into that 
country without resistance from the Welsh ; Gryffyth and Algar 
returning into some parts of South Wales. The very next year 
the Welsh monarch, upon what quarrel we know not, made a 
new incursdon into England, and killed the Bishop of Hereford, 
the Sheriff of the county, and many more of the English, both 
ecclesiastics and lajmen. Edward was counselled by Harold, 
and Leofrick, Earl of Mercia, to make peace with him again ; 
which he again broke; nor could he be restrained by any means 
from these barbarous inroads, before the year one thousand anH 
sixty-three; when Edward, whose piatience and pacific disposi¬ 
tion had been too much abused, commissioned Harold to 
assemble the whole strength of the kingdom, and make war 
upon him in his own country till he had subdued or destroyed 
him."— Lyttlbton’s Hist, of England^ vol. ii. p. 338. 

This passage will be found to ^ar a general resemblance to 
the fictitious tale told in the Romance, 


NOTES. 

Welsh Bowmen—^ p. 83. 

The Welsh were excellent bowmen; but, under favour of 
Lord Lyttleton, they probably did not use the long bow, the for- 
aiidable weapon of the Normans, and afterwards of the English 
yeomen. Ti^ of the Welsh most likely rather resembled the 
bow of the cognate Celtic tribes of Ireland, and of the High¬ 
landers of Scotland. It was shorter than the Norman keg bow»<w 
as being drawn to the breast, not to the ear, more ISoaely strung, 
and the airaw having a heavy iron head; ^together, in i^ort, a 
less effective weapon. 
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Eudorchawg Chains — p. zoa 

Eudorchawg, or Gold Chains* of the Welsh. These were the 
distinguished marks of rank and valour among the numerous tribes 
of Celtic extraction. Manlius, the Roman Champion, gained the 
name of Torquatus, or he of the Chain, on account of an oma** 
ment of this kind won, in single combat, from a gigantic Gaul. 
Aneurin, the Welsh bo^d, mentions, in his poem on the battle of 
Catterath, that no less t^n three hundred of the British who 
fell there, had their necks wreathed with the Eudorchawg. 
I'his seems to infer that the chain was a badge of distinction, 
and valour perhaps, but not of royalty; otherwise there would 
scarce have been so many kings present in one battle. This chain 
has been found accordingly in Ireland and Wales, and some¬ 
times, though more rarely, in Scotland. X>oubtles$, it was of 
too precious materials not to be usually converted into money 
by the enemy into whose hands it fell. 

Thb Bahk-Gbist—^ p. x6x. 

The idea of the Bahr-Ceist was taken from a passage in the 
Memoirs of Lady Fanshaw. 

The original runs as follows. Lady Fanshaw, shifting among 
her friends in Ireland, like other sound loyalists of the period, 
tells her story thus 

“ From thence we went to the Lady Honor O’Brien's, a lady 
that went for a maid, but few believed it. She wa:> the youngest 
daughter of the Earl of Thomond. There we staid three nights 
—•the first of which 1 was surprised at being laid in a chamber 
where, when about one o'clock, 1 heard a voice that awakened 
me. 1 drew the curtain, and in the casement of the window I 
saw, by the light of the moon, a woman leaning through the*' 
casement into the room, in white, with red hair and pale and 
ghastly complexion. She spoke loud, and in a tone 1 had never 
heard, thrice, 'A horse;' and then, with a sigh more like the 
wind than breath, she vanished, and to me her body looked 
more like a thick cloud than substance. I was so much 
0 frightened, that my hair stood on end, and my night-clothes fell 
off. 1 pulled and pinched your father, who never awoke during 
the disorder 1 was in, but at last was much surprised to see me 
in this fright, and more so when I related the story and showed 
him the window opened. Neither of us slqpt any more that 
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ni^lit , but he entertained me by telling me how much more 
tiles.' a])paritious were common in this country than in England ; 
and M i coiiLluded the cause to be the great superstition of the 
Irish, itiid the want of that knowing faith which should defend 
them from the power of the Devil, W'hich he exercises among 
.them very much. About five o’clock the lady of the house came 
to see us, saying she had not been in bed all night, because a 
cousin O’Hrieti of hers, whose ancestors had owned that house, 
had desired her to Stay with him in his chamber, and tliat he 
died at two o’clock; and she said, J wish you to have had no 
disturbance, for 'tis the custom of the place, that when any of 
the family are dying, the shape of a woman appears every night 
in the window until they be dead. This woman was many ages 
ago got with child by the owner of this place, who murdered 
her in his garden, and flung her into the river under the window; 
but truly 1 thought not of it when 1 lodged you here, it being 
the bust room in the house ! We made little reply to her q;>eech, 
but disposed ourselves to be gone suddenly." 

The Swallow’s Taxl— p. 312. 

The pennon of a Knight was, in shape, a long streamer, and 
forked like a swallow's tail: the banner of a Banneret w’as 
square, and was formed from the other by cutting the ends from 
the pennon. It was thus the ceremony was performed on the 
pennuu of John Chandos, by the Black Prince, before the battle 
of Nejora. 


Sensibility to Pain— p. 350. 

Such an expression is said to have been used by Mandrin the 
otfi!brated smuggler, while in the act of being broken upon 
The wheel. This dreadful punishment consists in the execu> 
tioiier, with a bar of iron, breaking the shoulder*bones, arms, 
thigh-bones, and legs of the criminal, taking his alternate sides. 
The punishment is concluded by a blow across the breast, called 
the ccfu/ de grace^ because it removes the sufferer from his 
agony. When Mandrin received the second blow over the left 
shoulder^bone, he laughed. His confessor inquired reason 
of demeanour so unbecoming his situation. *' 1 only laugh at 
my own folly, my father," answered Mandrin, ** who could sup* 
pose that sensibility of pain should continue after the nervous 
system had been c^pletely deranged by the first blow." 



INTRODUCTION TO THE CHRONICLES OF THE 

CANONOATE. 


T he novel of **Woodstockconcluded the last of the 
pieces originally published under the nominb umbra of 
The Author of Waverlcy, and circumstances rendered it 
impossible for the writer to continue longer in the possession of 
his incognito. 

About to appear for the first time in my oum name in this de> 
partment of letters, it occurred to me that something in the shape 
of a periodical pubUcation might carry with it a certain air of 
novelty, and 1 was willing to break, if 1 may so express it, the 
abruptness of my personal forthcoming, by investing an imagi¬ 
nary coadjutor with at least as much distinctness of individual 
existence as I had ever previously thought it worth while to 
bestow on shadows of the same convenient tribe. Of course, it 
had never been in my contemplation to invite the assistance of 
any real person in the sustaining of my quasi-editorial character 
and labours. It had long been my opinion, that anything like 
a literary picnic is likely to end in suggesting comparisons, 
justly termed odious, and therefore to be avoided: and, Indeed, 
1 had also had some occasion to know, that promises of artist- 
ance, in efforts of that order, are apt to be more magnif'cent 
than the subsequent performance. I therefore planned a mis¬ 
cellany, to be dependent, after the old fashion, on my own re¬ 
sources alone, and although conscious enough that the moment 
which assigned to the Author of W.*iverley *'a local habitation 
and a name," had seriously endangered his sioell, I felt inclined 
to adopt the sentiment of my old hero Montrose, and to'^u v 
Co myself, that in literature, as in war, 

** He eitherfeatt his fate too 
Or his deserts are snuUl^ 

Who dare* not put it to the touchy 
To win or lose it all*” 

To the particalars explanatory of the plan of these Chronicles, 
which the reader b presented with in Chapter V. by the imagi* 
nary Editor, Mr. Croftangry, 1 have now to add, that the lady, 
termed In 1^ narrative Mrs. Bethune' Baliol, was deagned to 
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duidow out in its leading points the interesting character of a 
dear friend of mine, Mrs. Murray Keith, whose occur* 

ling shortly before, l^d saddened a wide circle, much 
to her, as well for her genuine virtue and amiable of 

disposition, as for the extent of information which she postessed, 
and the delightful manner in which she was used to conununi* 
f cate it. In truth, the Author had, on many occasimiSy been in¬ 
debted to her invid memory for the snbstratum of his 
fictions—mnd she accordingly had been, from an early period, at 
no loss to fix the Waverley Novels on the right culprit. 

In the sketch of Chrystal Croftangry's own history, the 
Author has been accused of introducing some not polite allu¬ 
sions to respectable living individuals: but he may safely, he 
presumes, pass over such an insinuation. The first of the narra¬ 
tives which Mr. Croftangty proceeds to lay before the public. 
The Highland Widow,*' was derived from Mrs. Murray Keith, 
and is given, with the exception of a few additional circum* 
stances—'the introduction M which J am rather fanned to 
regret—very much as the excellent old lady used to tell the 
story. Nmther the Highland cioercme MacLetrii, nor the de¬ 
mure waiting-woman, were drawn from imagination; and on 
re-rea^g my tale, after the lapse of a few years, and comparing 
tts^^ with my remembrance of my Urorthy friend's (sral nar^ 
ralHo, which was certainly extremely affecting, I cannot but 
myself of having marred its simplicity by some of those 
interpolations, which, at the time when 1 penned them, no 
doubt passed with myself for embellishments. 


NOTES. 

Thk Sanctuary op Holyrooo— p. 397. 

It is by no means clear what Scottish prince first buih « 
palace, properly $0 called, in the prerincts of this renowned 
seat of sanctity. The abtrey, endowed by successive sovereigns 
and many powerful nobles with munificent gifts of*Iands and 
tithes, came, in process of time, to be one of the most important 
of the ecclesiastical corporations of Scotland; and as early as the 
days of Robert Bruce, parliaments were held oocarionally 
within its baUdiiu^ We have evidence that James IV. had a 
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rjyfil lodging adjoining to the cloister; but it is gcn^Ily 
agreed that the first considerable edifice for the accommodation 
of the royal family erected here was that of James V., anno 
X525, great part of which still remains, and forms the north¬ 
western side of the existing palace. The more modem build¬ 
ings which complete the quadrangle were erected by King 
Charles II. The nave of the old conventual church was used as 
the parish church of the Canongate from the period of the 
Reformation, until James II. claimed it for his chapel royal, 
and had it ‘fitted up accordingly in a style of splendour which 
grievously outraged the feriings of his Presbyterian subjects. 
Ihe roof of this fragment of a once magnificent church fell in 
the year 1768, and It has remained ever since in a state of 
desolation. 

FiDBLmr OF THB Highlanders— p. 596. 

Of the strong, undeviating attachment of the Highlanders to 
the person, and their deference to the will or commands of 
tbrir chiris and superiors—their rigid adherence to duty and 
principle—and their chivalrous acts of self-devotion to these in 
the face of danger and death—there are many instances recorded 
in General Stewart of Garth’s interesting Sketches of the High- 
l;>nders and Highland Regiments, which might not inapt*'* «.<p- 
p\y parallels to the deeds of the Romans themselves, at thc*^ 
when Rome was in her glory. The following instance is 7 
<ii being here quoted ;— 

soldier of the Atgyleshire Highlanders deserted, and 
emigrated to America, where he settled. Several years after 
bis desertion, a letter was received from him, with a sum of 
money, for the purpose of procuring one or two men to su^*'1y 
his place in the regiment, as the only recompense he cotm 
make for 'breaking his oath to his God and his allegiance to 
his King, which preyed on his conscience in such a manner, 
he bad no rest night nor day*"* 
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